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DENIS DUVAL. 


CHAPTEK L 

THE FAMILY TREE. 

To plague my wife, who does not understand pleas- 
antries in the matter of phdigree, I once drew a fine 
family tree of my ancestors, with Claude Duval, cap- 
tain and highwayman, sus, per coll, in the reign of 
Charles II., dangling from a top branch. But this is 
only my joke with her High Mightiness my wife, and 
his Serene Highness my son. None of us Duvals 
have been suspcrcollated to my knowledge. As a boy, 
1 have tastfed a rope’s-end often enough, but not 
round my neck ; and the persecutions endured by my 
ancestors in France for our Protestant religion, which 
we early received and steadily maintained, did not 
bring death upon us, as upon many of our faith, but 
only fines and poverty, and exile from our native 
country. The world knows how the bigotry of Lewis 
XIV. drove many families out of France into 
England, who have become trusty and loyal subjects 
of the British crown. Among the thousand fugitives 
were my grandfather and his wife. They settled at 
Winchelsea, in Sussex, where there has been a French 
church ever since Queen Bess’s time and the dreadful 
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day of Saint Bartholomew. Three miles off, at Eye, 
is another colony and church of our people : anothejfe 
fester Burg, where, under Britannia’s sheltering buck- 
ler, we have been free to exercise our fathers’ 
worship, and sing the songs of our Zion. 

My grandfather was elder and precentor of the 
(diurch of Winchelsea, the pastor being Monsieur Denis, 
father of Eear-Adiniral Sir Peter Denis, P>aronet, my 
kind and best patron. He sailed with Anson in tlie 
famous Centurion,” and obtained his first promotion 
through that great seaman: and of course you will 
all remember that it was Captain Denis who bi-ought 
our good Queen Charlotte to England (7th September, 
1701), after a stormy passage of nine days, from 
Stade. As a child I was taken to his house in Great 
Ormond Street, Queen S(piare, London, and also to 
the Admiral’s country-seat, Valence, near Westerham, 
in Kent, where Colonel Wolfe lived, father of the 
famous General James Wolfe, the glorious conqueror 
of Quebec.^ 

My father, who was of a wandering disposition, 
happened to be at Dover in the year 17G1, when the 
Commissioners passed through, who were on their 
way to sign the treaty of Peace, known as the Peace 
of Paris. He had parted, afttu’ some hot words, I 
believe, from his mother, who was, like himself, of a 
quick temper, and he was on the look-out for employ- 
ment when Fate threw these gentlemen in hi's way. 
Mr. Duval spoke English, French, and German, his 
parents being of Alsace, and Mr. having need of 

^ I remember a saying of G Aiig-st-s S-lw-n, Esq., regard- 

ing the General, which has not been told, as far as I know, in the 
anecdotes. A Macaroni guardsman, speaking of Mr. Wolfe, asked, 
“ Was he a Jew '? Wolfe was a Jewish name.” Certainly,” says 
Mr. S-lw-n, “ Mr. Wolfe wjis the Height of Abraham.** 
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a confidential person to attend him, who was master 

the languages, my father offered himself, and was 
accepted mainly through the good offices of Captain 
Denis, our patron, whose ship was then in the Downs. 
Being at Baris, father must needs visit Alsace, our 
native country, and having scarce one guinea to rub 
against another, of course chose to fall in love with 
my mother and marry her out of hand. Mons. mon 
iMre^ I fear, was but a prodigal; but he was his 
parents’ only living child, and when he came home to 
Winchelsea, hungry and penniless, with a wife on his 
hands, they killed their fattest calf, and took both 
wanderers in. A short while after her marriage, my 
mother inherited some property from her parents in 
France, and most tenderly nursed my grandmother 
through a long illness, in which the good lady died. 
Of these matters I knew nothing personally, being at 
the time a child two or three years old ; crying and 
sleejnng, drinking and eating, growing, and having 
my infantile ailments, like other little darlings. 

A violent woman was my mother, jealous, hot, and 
domineering, but generous and knowing how to for- 
give. I fancy my jiapa gave her too many opportuni- 
ties of exercising this virtue, for, during his brief 
life, he was ever in scrapes and trouble. He met 
with an accident when fishing off the French coast, 
and was brought home and died, and was buried at 
Winchelsea; but the cause of his death 1 never knew 
until my good friend. Sir Beter Denis told me in later 
years, when 1 had come to have troubles of my own. 

I was born on the same day with his Eoyal Highness 
the Duke of York, namely, the 13tli of August, in 1763, 
and used to be called the Bishop of Osnaburg by the 
boys in Winchelsea, where between us French boys 
and the English boys 1 promise you there was many 
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a good battle. Besides being ancien and precentor of ^ 
the French church at Winchelsea, grandfather was 
perruquier and barber by trade ; and, if you must 
know it, I have curled and powdered a gentleman’s 
head before this, and taken him by the nose and 
shaved him. I do not brag of having used lather and 
brush : but what is the use of disguising anything ? 
Tout se sgait, as the French have it, and a great deal 
more too. There is Sir Humphrey Howard, who 
served with me second-lieutenant in the Meleager ” — 
he says he comes from the N — f-lk Howards ; but his 
father was a shoemaker, and we always called him 
Humphrey Snob in the gunroom. 

In France very few wealthy ladies are accustomed 
to nurse their children, and the little ones are put out 
to farmers’ wives and healthy nurses, and perhaps 
better cared for than by their own meagre mothers. 
My mother’s mother, an honest farmer’s wife in Lor- 
raine (for I am the first gentleman of my family, and 
chose my motto ^ of fecimus ipsi not with pride, but 
with humble thanks for my good fortune), had 
brought up Mademoiselle Clarisse de Viomesnil, a 
Lorraine lady, between whom and her foster-sister 
there continued a tender friendship long after the 
marriage of both. Mother came to England, the wife 
of Monsieur raon papa; and Mademoiselle de Viomesnil 
married in her own country. She was of the Protes- 
tant branch of . the Viomesnil family, and all Lhe 
poorer in consequence of her parents’ fidelity to their 
religion. Other members of the family were of 
the Catholic religion, and held in high esteem at 
Versailles. 

1 The Admiral insisted on taking or on a bend sable, three ra« 
zors <liaplayed proper, with the above motto. The family have 
.adopted the mother’s coat-of-arn^s. 
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Some short time after my mother’s arrival in Eng- 
Vind, she heard that her dear foster-sister Clarisse was 
going to marry a Protestant gentleman of Lorraine, 
Vicomte de Barr, only son of M. le Comte de Saverne, 
a chamberlain to his Perish Majesty King Stanislas, 
father of the French Queen. M. de Saverne, on his 
son’s marriage, gave up to the Vicomte de Barr his 
house at Saverne, and here for a while the newly 
mtrried couple lived. I do not the young couple, 
for the Vicomte de Barr was five-and-twenty years 
older than his wife, who was but eighteen when her 
parents married her. As my mother’s eyes were very 
weak, or, to say truth, she was not very skilful in 
reading, it used to be my lot as a boy to spell out my 
lady Viscountess’s letters to her sceur de laity her good 
Ursule: and many a smart rap with the rolling-pin 
have I had over my noddle from mother as I did my 
best to read. It was a word and a blow with mother. 
She did not spare the rod and spoil the child, and that 
I sui)pose is the reason why I am so well grown — six 
feet two in my stockings, and fifteen stone four last 
Tuesday, when I was weighed along with our pig. 
Mem. — My neighbor’s hams at Bose Cottage are the 
best in all Hampshire. 

I was so young that I could not understand all I 
read. But I remember mother used to growl in her 
rough way (she had a grenadier height and voice, and 

-•{Smy smart pair of black whiskers too) — my 
iriotlier used to cry out, She suffers — my Biche is 
unhappy — she has got a bad husband. He is a brute. 
All men are brutes.” And with this she would glare 
at grandpapa, who was a very humble little man, and 
trembled before his hruy and obeyed her most obsequi- 
ously. Then mother would vow she would go home, 
she would go and succor her Biche j but who would 
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take care of these two imbeciles ? meaning me and" 
my grandpapa. Besides, Madame Duval was wanted 
at home. She dressed many ladies’ heads, with very 
great taste, in the French way, and could shave, frizz, 
out hair, and tie a queue along with the best barber 
iti the county. Grandfatlier and the apprentice wove 
the wigs ; when I was at home, I was too young for 
that work, and was taken off from it, and sent to a 
famous good school, I’ocock’s grammar-scdiool at R^ye, 
where I learned to speak English like a Ilriton born 
as I am, and not as we did at home, where we used a 
queer Alsacian jargon of French and German. At 
Pocock’s I got a little smatt(»ring of Latin, too, and 
plenty of fighting for the first month or two. I re- 
member my patron coming to see me in uniform, blue 
and white laced with gold, silk stockings and white 
breeches, and two of his officers along with him. 

Where is Denis Duval ? ” says he, peeping into our 
school-room, and all the bc^ys looking round with won- 
der at the great gentleman.' Master Denis Duval was 
standing on a blneh at that very moment for punish- 
ment, for fighting I suppose, with a black eye as big 
as an omelette. Denis would do very well if he 
would keep his fist olf other boys’ noses,” says the 
master ; and the Captain gave me a seven-shilling 
piece, and I spent it all but twopence before tlui niglit 
was over, I remember. Whilst I was at I’ocock’s, 
I boarded with Mr. Rudgc, a tradesman,' wfiu, 
besides being a grocer at Rye, was in the seafaring 
way, and part owner of a fishing-boat ; and he took 
some very queer fish in his nets, as you shall hear 
soon. He was a chief man among the Wesleyane, 
and I attended his church with him, not paying 
much attention to those most serious and sacred 
things ill my early years, when I was a thoughtless 
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*boy, oaring for nothing but lollipops, hoops, and 
marbles. 

Captain Depis was a very pleasant, lively gentle- 
man, and on this day he asked the master, Mr. 
Coates, what was the Latin for a holiday, and hoped 
Mr. G. would give one to his boys. Of course we 
sixty boys shouted yes to that proposal ; and as for 
me, Captain Denis cried out, “ Mr. Coates I press this 
feflow with the black eye here, and intend to take 
him to dine with me at the ‘Star.’^’ You may be 
sure I skipped off my bench and followed my patron. 
He and his two officers went to the Star,^’ and after 
dinner called for a crown bowl of punch, and though 
1 would drink none of it, never having been able to 
bear the taste of rum or byandy, I was- glad to come 
out and sit with the gentlemen, who seemed to be 
amused with my childish prattle. Captain Denis 
asked me what I learned, and I dare say I bragged of 
my little learning; in fact I remember talking in a 
pompous way about Corderius- and Cornelius Nepos ; 
and 1 have no doubt gave myself fery grand airs. 
He asked whether I liked Mr. Riidge, the grocer with 
whom 1 boarded. I did not like him much, I said ; 
but I hated Miss liudge and Bevil the apprentice 
most because they were always .... here I stopped. 
“But there is no use in telling tales out of school,” 
says I. “We don’t do that at Pocock’s, we don’t.” 

what was my grandfather going to make of 
me ? I said I should'like to be a sailor, but a gentle- 
man sailor, and fight for King G-eorge. And if 1 did 
I would bring all my prize-money home to Agnes, 
that is, almost all of it — only keep a little of it for 
myself. 

“ And so you like the sea, and go out sometimes ? 
asks Mr. Denis, 
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Oh, yes, I went out fishing. Mr. Budge had a half-* 
share of a boat along with grandfather, and I used t% 
help to clean her, and was taught to steer her, with 
many a precious slap on the head if I got her in the 
wind ; and they said 1 was a very good look-out. I 
could see well, and remember bluffs and headlands 
and so forth ; and I mentioned several places, points 
of our coasts, ay, and the French coast too. 

And what do you fish for ? ’’ asks the Captain. 

Oh, sir, I ’m not to say anything about that, Mr.^ 
Budge says ! ” on which the gentlemen roared with 
laughter. They knew Master Budgets game, though 
I in my innocence did not understand it. 

And so you won’t have a drop of punch ? ” asks 
Captain Denis. 

No, sir, I made a vow I would not, when 1 saw 
Miss Budge so queer.^’ 

Miss Budge is often queer, is she ? ” 

Yes, the nasty pig ! And she calls names, and 
slips down stairs, and- knocks the cups and saucers 
about, and fightS the apprentice, and — but 1 must n^t 
say anything more, I never tell tales, I don’t ! ” 

In this way I went on prattling with my patron 
and his friends, and they made me sing them a song 
in French, and a song in German, and they laughed 
and seemed amused at my antics and capers. Cap- 
tain Denis walked home with me to our lodgings, and 
I told him how I liked Sunday the best day 
week — that is, every other Sunday, because I went 
away quite early, and walked three miles to mother 
and grandfather at Winchelsea, and saw Agnes. 

And who, pray, was Agnes ? To-day her name is 
Agnes Duval, and she sits at her work-table hard by. 
The lot of my life has been changed by knowing her. 
To win such a prize in life’s lottery is given but to 
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very very few. I I^e done (of any worth) 

tas been, done ;^^ying to deserve her. I might 
have remained, iat: for her, in my humble native lot 
to be neither honest nor happy, but that my good 
angel yonder succored me. All I have I owe to her : 
but I pay with all I have, and what creature can do 
more? 



CHAPTER II. 


THE HOUSE OF SAVERNE. 

Mademoiselle de Savekne came from Alsace, 
where lier family occupied a much higher rank than 
that held by the worthy Protestant elder from whom 
her humble servant is descended. Her mother was a 
Viomesnil, her father was of a noble Alsacian family, 
Counts of Barr and Saverne. The old Comte de Sa- 
verne was alive, and a chamberlain in the court of his 
Polish Majesty, good King Stanislas at Nanci, when 
his son the Vicomte de Barr, a man already advanced 
in years, brought home his blooming young bride to 
that pretty little capital. 

The Comte de Saverne was a brisk and cheery old 
gentleman, a^his son was gloomy and severe. The 
CkmnPs hotel at Nanci was one of the gayest of the 
little court. His Protestantism was by no means 
austere. He was even known to regret that there 
were no French convents for noble damsels of the 
Protestant confession, as there were across the Pthine,, 
where his own two daughters might be bestov^yj^L^mt 
of the way. M csderaoiselles de Saverne were ungainly^ 
in appearance, fierce and sour in temper, resembling, 
in these particulars, their brother Mons. le Baron de 
Barr. 

In his youth. Monsieur de Barr had served not 
without distinction, being engaged against Messieurs 
the English at Hastenbeck and Laufeldt, where he 
had shown both courage and capacity. His Protes- 
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tantism prevented his promotion in the. ^rmy. He 
left it, steadfast in his faith, but soured in his temper. 
He did not care for whist or music like his easy old 
father. His appearance at the Count’s little suppers 
was as cheerful as a death’s-head at a feast. M. de 
Barr only frequented these entertainments to give 
pleasure to his young wife, who pined and was 
wretched in the solitary family mansion of Saverne, 
wTiere the Vicomte took up his ^residence when first 
married. 

He was of an awful temper, and subject to storms 
of i)assion. Being a very conscientious man, he suf- 
fered extremely after one of these ebullitions of rage. 
Between his alternations of anger and remorse, his 
life, was a sad one ; his household trembled before 
him, and especially the poor little wife whom he had 
brought out of her quiet country village to be the vic- 
tim of his rage and repentances. More than once 
she fled to the old Count of Saverne at Nanci, and the 
kindly selfish old gentleman used his feeble endeavors 
to protect his poor little daughter-in-law. Quickly 
after these quarrels letters would arifve, containing 
vows of the most abject repentance on the Baron’s 
part. These matrimonial campaigns followed a regu- 
lar course. First rose the outbreak of temper ; then 
the lady’s flight ensued to papa-in-law at ISTaiici ; then 
came letters expressive of grief ; then the repentant 
iJfimitial himself arrived, whose anguish and cries of 
mea culpa were more insupportable than his outbreaks 
of rage. After a few years, Madame de Barr lived 
almost entirely with, her father-in-law at Nanci, and 
was scarcely seen in her husband’s gloomy mansion of 
Saverne. 

For some years no child was born of this most un- 
happy union. Just when poor King Stanislas came 
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by his lamentable death (being burned at his own 
fire), the old Comte de Saverne died, and his son^ 
found that he inherited little more than his father’s 
name and title of Saverne, the family estate being 
greatly impoverished by the late Count’s extravagant 
and indolent habits, and much weighed down by the 
portions awarded to the Demoiselles de Saverne, the 
elderly sisters of the present elderly lord. 

The town house at Kanci was shut up for a while ; 
and the new Lord of Saverne retired to his castle 
with his sisters and his wife. With his Catholic 
neighbors the stern Protestant gentleman had little 
communion j and the society which frequented his 
dull house chiefly consisted of Protestard- clergymen 
who came from the other side of the Rliine. Along 
its left bank, which had only become French territory 
of late years, the French and German languages were 
spoken indifferently ; in the latter language M. de 
Saverne was called the Herr von Zabern. After his 
father’s death, Herr von Zabern may have melted a 
little, but he soon became as moody, violent, and ill- 
conditioned as%ver the Herr von Barr had been. Sa- 
verne was a little country town, with the crumbling 
old Hotel de Saverne in the centre of the place, and a 
straggling street stretching on either side. Behind 
the house were melancholy gardens, squared and 
clipped after the ancient French fashion, and, be- 
yond the garden wall, some fields and woods, pSff 
the estate of the Saverne family. These fields and 
woods were fringed by another great forest, which 
had once been the property of the house of Saverne, 
but had been purchased from the late easy proprietor 
by Messeigneurs de Rohan, Princes of the Empire, 
of France, and the Church, Cardinals, and Arch- 
bishops of Strasbourg, between whom and their gloomy 
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Protestant neighbor there was no good-will. Not only 
l^iiestions of faith separated them, but questions of 
chasse. The Comte de Saverne, who loved shooting, 
and beat his meagre woods for game with a couple of 
lean dogs, and a fowling-piece over his shoulder, 
sometimes came in sight of the grand hunting-parties 
of Monseigneur the Cardinal, who went to the chase 
like a Prince as he was, with piqueurs and horn- 
blowers, whole packs of dogs, and a troop of gentle- 
men in his uniform. Not seldom his Eminence’s 
keepers and M. de Saverne’s solitary garde-chasse 
had quarrels. ^^Tell your master that I will shoot 
any red-legs which come upon my land,” M. de Sa- 
verne said in one of these controversies, as he held 
up a partridge which he had just brought down ; and 
the keeper knew the moody nobleman would be true 
to his word. 

Two neighbors so ill-disposed towards one another 
were speedily at law ; and in the courts at Strasbourg 
a poor provincial gentleman was likely to meet with 
scanty justice when opposed to such a powerful enemy 
as the Prince Archbishop of the province, one of the 
greatest noblemen of the kingdom. Boundary ques- 
tions, in a land where there are no hedges, game, 
forest, and fishery questions — how can I tell, who 
am no lawyer, what set the gentlemen at loggerheads ? 
In later days I met one M. Georgel, an abbe, who 
had been a secretary of the Prince Cardinal, and he 
told, me that M. de Saverne was a headlong, violent, 
ill-conditioned little mauvais co^ccheur^ as they say in 
France, and ready to quarrel with or without a reason. 

These quarrels naturally took the Comte de Saverne 
to his advocates and lawyers at Strasbourg, and he 
would absent himself for days from home, where his 
poor wife was perhaps not sorry to be rid of him. It 
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chanced, on one of these expeditions to the chief town 
of his province, that he fell in with a former comradi 
in his campaigns of Hastenbeck and Laufeldt, an 
officer of Soubise’s regiment, the Baron de la Motte.^ 
La Motte had been destined to the Church, like many 
cadets of good family, but, his elder brother dying, he 
was released from the tonsure and the seminary, and 
entered the army under good protection. Mesdemoi- 
selles de Saverne remembered this M. de la Motte at 
Naiici in old days. He bore the worst of characters ; 
he was gambler, intriguer, duellist, profligate. I sus- 
pect that most gentlemen’s reputations came oft* ill 
under the tongues of these old ladies, and have heard 
of other countries where mesdemoiselles are equally 
hard to please. ‘^Well, have we not all our faults 
I imagine M. de Saverne saying, in a rage. Is 
there no such thing as calumny ? Are we never to 
repent, if we have been wrong ? I know he has led 
a wild youth. Others may have done as much. But 
prodigals have been reclaimed ere now, and I for my 
part will not turn my back on this one.” Ah, I 
wish he had ! ” De la Motte said to me myself iii 
later days, but it was his fate, his fate ! ” 

One day, then, the Comte de Saverne returns home 
from Strasbourg with his new friend ; presents the 
Baron de la Motte to the ladies of his house, makes 
the gloomy place as cheerful as he can for his guest, 
brings forth the best wine from his cave, and beats 
his best covers for game. I myself knew the Baron 
some years later ; — a handsome, tall, sallow-faced 
man, with a shifty eye, a soft voice, and a grand 

1 That unlucky Prince de Rohan was to suffer by another 
Delamotte, who, with his “Valois” of a wife, played such a no- 
torious part in the famous “ diamond necklace ” business, but the 
two Lvovthies Avere not, I believe, related. — D. D. 
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jinanner. Monsieur de Saverne for his part was short, 
\>laek, and ill-favored, as I have heard my fnother say. 
But Mrs. Duval did not love him, fancying that lui 
iU-treated her Bifche. Where she disliked people, my 
worthy parent would never allow them a single good 
quality ; but she always averred that Monsieur de la 
Motte was a perfect fine gentleman. 

^Tlie intimacy between these two gentlemen in- 
creased apace. M. de la Motte^was ever welcome at 
Saverne : a room in the house was called his room : 
their visitor was an acquaintance of their enemy the 
Cardinal also, and would often come from the one 
chateau to the other. Laughingly he would tell how 
angry Monseigneur was with his neighbor. He wished 
he could make peace between the two houses. He 
gave quite good advice to Monsieur de Saverne, and 
])oiiitcd out the danger he ran in provoking so power- 
ful an adversary. Men had been imprisoned for life 
for less reason. The Cardinal might get a lettre de 
cachet against his obstinate o})ponent. He could, 
besides, ruin Saverne with fines and law costs. The 
contest between the two was quite unequal, and the 
weaker party must inevitably be crushed, unless these 
unhappy disputes should cease. As far as the ladies 
of the house dared speak, they coincided in the 
opinion of M. de la Motte, and were for submission 
and reconciliation witli their neighbors. Madame de 
Saverlie/s own relations heard of the feud, and im- 
plored the Count to bring it to an end. It was one 
of these, the Baron de Viomesnil, going to command 
in Corsica, who entreated M. de Saverne to accom- 
pany him on the campaign,' Anywhere the Count 
was safer than in his own house with an implacable 
and irresistible enemy at his gate. M. de Saverne 
yielded to his kinsman’s importunities. He took 



18 


DENIS DUVAL. 


down his sword and pistols of Laufeldt from the walk 
where they had hung for twenty years. He set thef 
afPaits of his house in order, and after solemnly 
assembling his family, and on his knees confiding it 
to the gracious protection of Heaven, he left home to 
join the suite of the French General. 

A few weeks after he left home — several years 
after his marriage — his wife wrote to inform him 
that she was likely to be a mother. The stern man, 
who had been very unhappy previously, and chose to 
think that his wife/s barrenness was a punishment of 
Heaven for some crime of his or hers, was very much 
moved by this announcement. I have still at home a 
German Bible which he used, and in which is written 
in the German a very affecting prayer composed by 
him, imploring the Divine blessing upon the child 
about to be born, and hoping that this infant might 
grow in grace, and bring peace and love and unity 
into the household. It would appear that he made 
no doubt he should have a son. His hope and aim 
were to save in every possible way for this child. I 
have read many letters of his which he sent from 
Corsica to his wife, and which she kept. They were 
full of strange minute orders, as to the rearing and 
education of this son that was to be born. He en- 
joined saving amounting to niggardliness in his 
household, and calculated how much might be put 
away in ten, in twenty years, so that the coming heir 
might have a property worthy of his ancient name. 
Ill case he should fall in action, he laid commands 
upon his wife to pursue a system of the most rigid 
economy, so that the child at coming of age might be 
able to appear creditably in the world. In these 
letters, I remember, the events of the campaign were 
dismissed in a very few words ; the main part of the 
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letters consisted of prayers, speculations, and prophe- 
cies regarding the child, and sermons couched in the 
language of the writer’s stern creed. When the child 
was born, and a girl ai)peared in place of the boy, 
upon whom the poor father had set his heart, I hear 
the family were so dismayed, that they hardly dared 
to break the news to the chief of the house. 

Who told me ? The same man who said he wished 
he^had never seen M. de SaverneK the man for whom 
the unhappy gentleman had conceived a warm friend- 
ship ; — the man who was to bring a mysterious 
calamity upon those whom, as I do think, and in his 
selfish way, he loved sincerely, and he spoke at a 
time when he could have little desire to deceive 
me. ^ 

The lord of the castle is gone on the campaign. 
The chatelaine is left alone in her melancholy tower 
with her two dismal duennas. My good mother, 
speaking in later days about these matters, took up 
the part of her Biche against the Ladies of Barr and 
their brother, and always asserted that the tyranny 
of the duennas, and the meddling, and the verbosity, 
and the ill temper of M. de Savcrne himself, brought 
abofit the melancholy events which now presently en- 
sued. The Comte de Saverno was a little man (my 
mother said) who loved to hear himself talk, and who 
held forth from morning till night. His life was a 
fuss. He would weigh the coffee, and count the lumps 
of sugar, and have a finger in every pie in his frugal 
house. Night and morning he preached sermons to 
his family, and he continued to preach when not 
en chair Cj laying down the law upon all subjects, 
untiringly voluble. Cheerfulness in the company of 
such a man was hypocrisy. Mesdames de Barr had 
to disguise weariness, to assume an air of content- 
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ment, and to appear to be interested when the Count 
preached. As for the Count’s sisters, they were ac-f 
customed to listen to their brother and lord with 
respectful submission. They had a hundred domes- 
tic occupations ; they had baking and boiling, and 
pi(3kling, and washing, and endless embroidery : the 
life of the little chateau was quite supportable to 
them. They knew no better. Even in their father’s 
days at Nanci, the ungainly women kept pretty ma&h 
aloof from the world, and were little better than 
domestic servants in waiting on Monseigneur. 

And Madame de 8averne, on her first entrance into 
the family, accepted the subordinate position meekly 
enough. She spun and she bleached, and she worked 
great embroideries, and busied herself abolit her 
house, and listened demurely whilst Monsieur le 
Comte was preaching* lint then there came a time 
when her duties interested her no more, when his 
sermons became especially wearisome, when sharp 
words passed between her and her lord, and the poor 
thing exhibited symptoms of impatience and revolt. 
And with the revolt arose awful storms and domestic 
battles ; and after battles submission, reconciliation, 
forgiveness, hypocrisy. » 

It has been said that Monsieur de Saverne loved 
the sound of his own croaking voice, and to hold 
forth to his own congregation. ^N'ight after night he 
and his friend M. de la Motte would have religious 
disputes together, in which the Huguenot gentleman 
flattered himself that he constantly had the better of 
the ex-pupil of the seminary. I was not present 
naturally, not setting niy foot on French ground until 
five-and-twenty years after, but I can fancy Madame 
la Oointesse sitting at her tambour frame, and the 
old duenna ladies at their cards, and the combat of 
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the chutches going on ^tween the^e two champions 
In the little old saloon of the Hotel de Bavetne. As 
I hope fot pardon/’ M. de la Motte said to me at a 
supreme moment of his life, ‘^and to meet those 
whom on earth I loved, and made unhappy, no wrong 
passed between Clarisse and me, save that wrong 
which consisted in disguising from her husband the 
regard we had for one another. Once, twice, thrice, 
I 'Vent away from their houses but that unhappy 
Baverne would bring me back, and I was only too 
glad to return. I would let him talk for hours — I 
own it — so that I might be near Clarisse. I had to 
answer from time to time, and rubbed up my old 
seminary learning to reply to his sermons. I must 
often have spoken at random, for my thoughts were 
far away from the poor man’s radotages^ and he could 
no more change my convictions than he could change 
the color of my skin. Hours and hours thus passed 
away. They would have been intolerably tedious to 
others : they were not so to me. I preferred that 
gloomy little chateau to the finest place in Europe. 
To see Clarisse, was all I asked. Denis ! There is a 
power irresistible impelling all of us. From the 
moment I first set eyes on her, I knew she was my 
fate. I shot an Englisli grenadier at Hastenbeck, 
who would have bayoneted poor Baverne but for me. 
As I lifted him up from the ground, I thought, ‘ I 
shall have to repent of ever having seen that man.’ 
I felt the same thing, Duval, when I saw you.” And 
as the unhappy gentleman spoke, 1 remembered how 
I for my part felt a singular and unpleasant sensation 
as of terror and approaching evil when first I looked 
at that handsoriie, ill-omened face. 

I thankfully believe the w^ords which M. de la 
Motte spoke to me at a time when he could have no 
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cause to disguise the truth ; aud am assured of the im 
nocence of the Comtesse de Saverne. Poor lady ! if 
she erred in thought, she had to pay so awful a pen- 
alty for her crime, that we humbly hope it has been 
forgiven her. She was not true to her husband, 
though she did him no wrong. If, while trembling 
before him, she yet had dissimulation enough to smile 
and be merry, I suppose no preacher or husband would 
be very angry with her for that hypocrisy. I have 
seen a slave in the West Indies soundly cuffed for 
looking sulky : we expect our negroes to be obedient 
and to be happy too. 

Now when M. de Saverne went away to Corsica, I 
suspect he was strongly advised to take that step by 
his friend M. de la Motte. When he was gone, M. de 
la Motte did not present himself at the Hotel de 
Saverne, where an old schoolfellow of his, a pastor 
and preacher from Kehl, on the German llhine bank, 
was installed in command of the little garrison, from 
which its natural captain had been obliged to with- 
draw; but there is no doubt that poor Clarissa de- 
ceived this gentleman and her two sisters-in-law, and 
acted towards them with a very culpable hypocrisy. 

Although there was a deadly feud between the two 
chateaux of Saverne — namely, the CardinaPs new- 
built castle in the Park, and the Count^s hotel in the 
little town — yet each house knew more or less of the 
other’s doings. When the Prince Cardinal and his 
court were at Saverne, Mesdemoiselles de Barr were 
kept perfectly well informed of all the festivities 
which they did not share. In our little Fareport 
here, do not the Miss Prys, my neighbors, know what 
I have for dinner, the amount of my income, the price 
of my wife’s last gown, and the items of my son’s, 
Captain Scapegrace’s, tailor’s bill. No doubt the 
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Ladies of Barr were equally well informed of the 
dpings of the Prince Coadjutor and his court. Such 
gambling, such splendor, such painted hussies from 
Strasbourg, such plays, masquerades, and orgies as 
took place in that castle ! Mesdemoiselles had the 
very latest particulars of all these horrors, and the 
Cardinal’s castle was to them as the castle of a 
wicked ogre. From her little dingy tower at night 
Maiame de Saverne could look out, and 'see the Car- 
dinal’s sixty palace windows all a-flame. Of summer 
nights, gusts of unhallowed music would be heard 
from the great house, where dancing festivals, theat- 
rical pieces even, were performed. Though Madame 
de Saverne was forbidden by her husband to frequent 
those assemblies, the townspeople were up to the pal- 
ace from time to time, and Madame could not help 
hearing of the doings there. In spite of the Count’s 
'prohibition, his gardener poached in the Cardinal’s 
woods : one or two of the servants were smuggled in 
to see a fete or a ball ; then Madaine’s own woman 
went ; then Madame herself began to have a wicked 
longing to go, as Madame’s first ancestress had for 
the fruit of the forbidden tree. Is not the apple 
always ripe on that tree, and does not the tempter 
forever invite you to pluck and eat ? Madame de 
Saverne had a lively little waiting-maid, whose bright 
eyes loved to look into neighbors’ parks and gardens, 
and who had found favor with one of the domestics 
of the Prince Archbishop. This woman brought news 
to her mistress of the feasts, balls, banquets, nay, 
comedies, which were performed at the Prince Cardi- 
nal’s. The Prince’s gentlemen went hunting in his 
uniform. He was served on plate, and a lackey in 
his livery stood behind each guest. He had the 
French comedians over from Strasbourg. Oh ! that 
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M. de Moli^jre was a droll gentleman, and how grand 
the Cid was ! f 

Now, to see these plays and balls, Martha, the 
maid, must have had intelligence in and out of both 
the houses of Saverne. She must have deceived 
those old dragons, Mesdemoiselles. . She must have 
had means of creeping out at the gate, and silently 
creeping back again. She- told her mistress every- 
thing she saw, acted the plays for her, and described 
the dresses of the ladies and gentlemen. Madame de 
Saverne was never tired of hearing her maid^s stories. 
When Martha was going to a f6te, Madame lent her 
some little ornament to wear, and yet when Pasteur 
Schnorr and Mesdemoiselles talked of the proceed- 
ings at Great Saverne, and as if the fires of Gomorrah 
were ready to swallow up that palace, and all within 
it, the Lady of Saverne sat demurely in silence, and 
listened to their croaking and sermons. Listened? 
The pastor exhorted the household, the old ladies 
talked night after night, and poor Madame de 
Saverne never heeded. Her thoughts were away 
in Great Saverne ; her spirit was forever hankering 
about those woods. Letters came now and again 
from M. de Saverne, with the army. They had been 
engaged with the enemy. Very good. He was un- 
hurt. Heaven be praised ! And then the grim hus- 
band read his poor little wife a grim sermon ; and 
the grim sisters and the Chaplain commented on it. 
Once, after an action at Calvi, Monsieur de Saverne, 
who was always specially lively in moments of 
danger, described how narrowly he had escaped with 
his life, and the Chaplain took advantage of tlie cir- 
cumstance, and delivered to the household a prodi- 
gious discourse on death, on danger, on preservation 
here and hereafter, and alas, and alas ! poor Madame 
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de Saverue found that she had not listened to a word 
of the liomily. Her thoughts were not 'with the 
preacher, nor with the Captain of ViomesniVs regi- 
ment before Calvi ; they were in the palace at Great 
Saverne, with the balls, and the comedies, and the 
music, and the fine gentlemen from Paris and Stras- 
bourg, and out of the Empire beyond the Rhine, who 
frecjpieiited the Prince’s entertainments. , 

What happened where the wiclfed spirit was whis- 
pering, Eat,” and the tempting apple hung within 
reach ? One night when the household was at rest, 
Madame de Saverne, muffled in cloak and calash, 
with a female companion similarly disguised, tripped 
silently out of the back gate of the H6tel de Saverne, 
found a carriole in waiting, with a driver who a])par- 
ently knew the road and the passengers he was to 
carry, and after half an hour’s drive through the 
straight avenues of the park of Great Saverne, 
alighted at the gates of the chiltean, where the driver 
gave up the reins of the carriole to a domestic in 
waiting, and, by doors and passages which seemed 
perfectly well known to him, the coachman and the 
two women entered the castle together and found 
their way to a gallery in a great hall, in which many 
lords and ladies were seated, and at the end of which 
was a stage, with a curtain before it. Men and 
women came backwards and forwards on the stage, 
and recited dialogue in verses. O mercy ! It was a 
comedy they were acting, one of those wicked de- 
lightful plays which she was forbidden to see, and 
which she was longing to behold ! After the comedy, 
was to be a ball, in which the actors would dance in 
their stage habits. Some of the people were in 
masks already, and in that box near to the stage, sur- 
rounded by a little crowd pf dpminos, sat Mou' 
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seigneur the Prince Cardinal himself. Madame de 
Saverne had seen him and his cavalcade sometim'es 
returning from hunting. She would have been as 
much puzzled to say what the play was about as to 
give an account of Pasteur Schnorr’s sermon a few 
hours before. But Frontin made jokes with his mas- 
ter Damis ; and Geronte locked up the doors of his 
house, and went to bed grumbling ; and it grew (juite 
dark, and Mathurine flung a rope-ladder out of win- 
dow, and she and her mistress Elmire came down the. 
ladder ; and Frontin held it, and Elmire, with a lit- 
tle cry, fell into the arms of Mons. Damis ; and mas- 
ter and man, and maid and mistress, sang a merry 
chorus together, in which human frailty was very 
cheerfully depicted ; and when they had done, away 
they went to the gondola which was in waiting at 
the canal stairs, and so good-night. And when old 
Geronte, wakened up by the disturbance, at last came 
forth in his nightcap, and saw the boat paddling 
away out of reach, you may be sure that the audience 
laughed at the poor impotent raging old wretch. It 
was a very merry play indeed, and is still popular 
and performed in France and elsewhere. 

After the play came a ball. Would Madame 
dance ? Would the noble Countess of Saverne dance 
with a coachman ? There were others below on the 
dancing-floor dressed in mask and domino as she was. 
Who ever said she had a mask and domino ? You 
see it^has been stated that she was muffled in cloak 
and calash. Well, is not a domino a cloak ? and has 
it not a hood or calash appended to it ? and, pray, do 
not women wear masks at home as well as at the 
Ridotto ? 

Another question arises here. A high-born lady 
entrusts herself to a charioteer, who drives her to the 
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castle of a prince her husband’s enemy. Who was 
her companion ? Of course he could be no otiier than 
that luckless Monsieur de la Motte. He had never 
been very far away from Madame de Saverne since 
her husband’s departure. In spite of chaplains, and 
duennas, and guards, and leeks and keys, he had 
found means of communicating with her. How ? 
By what lies and stratagems ? By what arts and 
bribA*y ? These poor people are both gone to their 
account. Both suffered a fearful punishment. I will 
not describe their follies, and don’t care to be Mons. 
Figaro, and hold the ladder and lantern, while the 
count scales Rosina’s window. Poor, frightened err- 
ing soul ! She suffered an awful penalty for what, 
no doubt, was a great wrong. 

A child almost, she was married to M. de Saverne, 
without knowing him, without liking him, because 
her parents ordered her, and because she was bound 
to comply with their will. She was sold and went to 
her ' slavery. She lived at first obediently enough. 
If she shed tears, they were dried ; if she quarrelled 
with her husband, the two were presently reconciled. 
She bore no especial malice, and was as gentle, subord- 
inate a slave as ever you shall see in Jamaica or 
Barbadoes. NTobody’s tears were sooner dried, as I 
should judge : none would be more ready to kiss the 
hand of the overseer who drove her. But you don’t 
expect sincerity and subservience too. I know, for 
my part, a lady who only obeys when she likes: 
and faith ! it may be it is I who am the hypocrite, 
and have to tremble, and smile, and swindle before 
her. 

When Madame de Saverne’s time was nearly come, 
it was ordered that she should go to Strasbourg, 
where the best medical assistance is to be had : and 
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here, six months after her husband^s depatture for 
Corsica, their child, Agnes de Saverne, was born. ‘ 

Did secret terror and mental disquietude and re- 
morse now fall on the unhappy lady ? She wrote to 
my mother, at this time her only confidante (and yet 
not a confidante of all !). 

“ 0 Ursule ! I dread this event. Perhaps I shall die. I 
think I hope 1 shall. In these long days, since he haj been 
away, I have got so to dread his return, that I believe I shall 
go mad when I see him. Do you know, after the battle before 
Calvi, when I read that many officers had been killed, I 
thought, is M. de Saverne killed ? And I read the list down, 
and his name was not there : and, my sister, my sister, I was 
not glad ! Have I come to be such a monster as to wish my 
own husband — No ; I wish I was. I can^t speak to M. 
Schnorr about this. * He is so stupid. He does n^t understand 
me. He is like my husband; forever preaching me his 
sermons. 

‘‘ Listen, Ursule I Speak it to nobody ! I have been to 
hear a sermon. Oh, it was indeed divine ! It was not from 
one of our pastors. Oh, how they weary me ! It was from a 
good bishop of the French Church — not our German Church 
the Bishop of Amiens — who happens to be here on a visit to 
the Cardinal Prince. The Bishop^s name is M. de la Motte. 
He is a relative of a gentleman of whom we have seen a great 
deal lately — of a great friend of M. de Saverne, who saved, my 
husband^ s life in the. battle M. de S. is always talking about. 

“ How beautiful the cathedral is ! It ^was night when I 
went. The church was lighted like the stars, and the music 
was like Heaven, Ah, how different from M. Schnorr at 
home, from — from somebody else at my new home who is 
always preaching — that is, when he is at home ! Poor man I 
I wonder whether he preaches to them in Corsica I I pity 
them if he does. Don’t mention the cathedral if you write to 
me. The dragons don’t know anything about it. How they 
would scold if they did ! Oh, how they ennuyent me, the 
dragons ! Behold them 1 They think I am writing to my 
husband. Ah, Ursule ! When I write to him, I sit for hours 
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before tlie papei*. I say nothing ; and what I say seems to 
be lies. Whereas when I write to you, my pen runs — runs ! 
The paper is covered before I think I have begun. 8o it is 
when 1 write to — ] I do believe that vilain dragon is peering 
«t my note with her spectacles ! Yes, my good sister, I am 
writing to M. le Comte!” 

To this letter a postscript is added, as by the Coun- 
tess’s command, in the German language, in which 
MaSame de Saverne’s medical attendant announces 
the birth of a daughter, and that the child and mother 
are doing well, 

The daughter is sitting before me now — with spec- 
tacles on nose too — very placidly sj)elling the Ports- 
mouth paper, where I hope she will soon read the 
promotion of Monsieur Scapegrace, her son. She has 
exchanged her noble name for mine, which is only 
humble and honest. M.y dear ! your eyes are not so 
'bright as once I remember them, and the raven locks 
are streaked with silver. To shield thy head from 
dangers has been the blessed chance and duty of my 
life. When I turn towards her, and see her moored 
in our harbor of rest, after our life’s checkered voy- 
age, Calm and' happy, a sense of immense gratitude 
fills my being, and my heart says a hymn of praise. 

The first days of the life of Agnes de Saverne were 
marked by incidents which were strangely to influence 
her career. Around her little cradle a double, atri])le 
tragedy was about to be enacted. Strange that death, 
crime, revenge, remorse, mystery, should attend round 
the cradle of one so innocent and pure — as pure and 
innocent, I pray Heaven now, as upon that day when, at 
scarce a month old, the adventures of her life began. 

That letter to my mother, written by Madame de 
Saverne on the eve of her child’s birth, and finished 
by her attendant, bears date November 25, 1768. A 
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month later Martha Seebach, her attendant, wrote (in 
German) that her mistress had suffered frightfully 
from fever ; so much so that her reason left her for 
some time, and her life was despaired of. Mesde- 
moiselles de Barr were for bringing up the child by 
hand ; but not being versed in nursery practices, the 
infant had ailed sadly until restored to its mother. 
Madame de Saverne was now tranquil. Madame^was 
greatly better. She had suffered most fearfully. In 
her illness she was constantly calling for her foster- 
sister to protect her from some danger, which, as she 
appeared to fancy, menaced Madame. 

Child as I was at the time when these letters were 
passing, I remember the arrival of the next. It lies 
in yonder drawer, and was written by a poor fevered 
hand which is now cold, in ink which is faded after 
fifty years.' I remember my mother screaming out in 
German, which she always spoke when strongly 
moved, Dear Heaven, my child is mad — is mad ! 
And indeed that poor faded letter contains a strange 
rhapsody. 

“ Uraule,” she wrote, — I do not care to give at length the 
words of the poor wandering creature, — “ after my child was 
born the demons wanted to take her from me. But I struggled 
and kept her quite close, and now they can no longer hurt her. 
I took her to church. Martha went with me, and He was 
there — he always is — to defend me from the demons, and I had 
her christened Agnes, and I was christened Agnes too. Think 
of my being christened at twenty-two ! Agnes the First, and 
Agnes the Second. But though my name is changed, I am 
always the same to my Ursule, and my name now is, Agnes 
Clarisse de Saverne, born de Viomesnil.” 

1 The memoirs appear to have been written in the years '20, '21. 
Mr. Duval was gazetted Rear-Admiral and K. C, B. in the promo 
tions on the accession of King George IV. 
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She had aot^^ly, when not quite mistress of Iiir 
own reason, bi&h baptized into the Eoman ^atholic 
Church with her child. Was she sane when she so 
acted ? Had she thought of thp step before tak- 
ing it? Had she known Catholic clergymen at Sa- 
verne, or had she other reasons for her conversion 
than those which were furnished in the conversations 
which took place between her husband and M. de la 
Motffe ? In this letter the poor l^y says, “ Yester- 
day two persons came to my bed with gold crowns 
round their heads. One was dressed like a priest ; 
one was beautiful and covered with arrows, and they 
said, ‘ We are Saint Fabian and Saint Sebastian ; and 
to-morrow is the day of Saint Agnes ; and she will be 
at church to receive you there.^ 

What the real case was I never knew. The Prot- 
estant clergyman whom I saw in after days could only 
bring his book to show that he had christened the in- 
fant not Agnes, but Augustine. Martha Seebach is 
dead. La Motte, when I conversed with him, did not 
touch upon this part of the poor lady’s history. I 
conjecture that the images and pictures whicli she had 
seen in the churches operated upon her fevered brain ; 
that, having procured a Eoman Calendar and Missal, 
she knew saints’ days and feasts ; and, not yet recov- 
ered from her delirium or quite responsible for the 
actions which she performed, she took her child to 
tlie cathedral, and was baptized there. 

And now, no doubt, the poor lady had to practise 
more deceit and concealment. The demons ” were 
the old maiden, sisters left to watch over her. She 
had to hoodwink these. Had she not done so before 
— when she went to the Cardinal’s palace at Saverne ? 
Wherever the poor thing moved I fancy those ill- 
omened eyes of La Motte glimmering upon her out of 
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the darkness. Poor Eve — not lost quite, I pray and 
think, but that serpent was ever trailing after her, 
and she was to die poisoned in its coil, Who shall 
understand the avjful ways of Fate ? A year after 
that period, regarding which I write, a lovely Imperial 
Princess rode through the Strasbourg streets radiant 
and blushing, amidst pealing bells, roaring cannon, 
garlands and banners, and shouting multitudes. Did 
any one ever think that the last stage of that •life’s 
journey was to be taken in a hideous tumbrel, and to 
terminate on a scaffold ? The life of Madame de Sa- 
verne was to last but a year more, and her end to be 
scarcely less tragical. 

Many physicians have told me how often after the 
birth of a child the brain of a mother will be affected. 
Madame de Saverne remained for some time in this 
febrile condition, if not unconscious of her actions, at 
least not accountable for all of them. At the end of 
three months she woke up as out of a dream, having 
a dreadful recollection of the circumstances whicfe' 
had passed. Under what hallucinations we never 
shall know, or yielding to what persuasions, the wife 
of a stern Protestant nobleman had been to a Koinan 
Catholic church, and had been christened there with 
her child. She never could recall that step. A great 
terror came over her as she thought of it — a great 
terror and a hatred of her husband, the cause of all her 
grief and her fear. She began to look out lest he 
should return ; she clutched her child to her breast, 
and barred and bolted all doors for fear people should 
rob' her of the infant. The Protestant chaplain, the 
Protestant sisters-iu-law, looked on with dismay and 
anxiety ; they thought justly that Madame de Saverne 
was not yet quite restored to her reason ; they con- 
sulted the physicians, who agreed with them ; who 
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awYQd, pi'escribed j who w^pe treated by the 
patient with scorn, laughter, insult semetiiijes ; some* 
times with tears and terror, according to her wayward 
mood. Her condition was most puiKzling, The sisters 
wrote from time to time guarded reports respecting 
her to her husband in Corsica. He, for his part, re- 
plied instantly with volumes of his woptecl verbose 
commonplace. He acquiesced in the decrees of Fate, 
whin informed that a daughter w^s born to him ; and 
presently wrote whole reams of instructions regarding 
her nurture, dress, and physical and religious training. 
The child was called Agnes ? He would have pre- 
ferred Barbara, as being his mother’s name. I re- 
member in some of the poor gentleman’s letters there 
were orders about the child’s pap, and instructions as 
to the nurse’s diet. He was coming home soon. The 
Corsicans had been defeated in every action, Had he 
been a Catholic he would have been a knight of the 
King’s orders long ere this. M. de Viomesnil hoped 
still to get for him the order of Military Merit (the 
Protestant order which his Majesty had founded ten 
years previously). These letters (which were subset 
quently lost by an accident at sea spoke modestly 
enough of the Count’s personal adventures, I hold 
him to have been a very brave man, and only not 
tedious and ^prolix when he spoke of his own merits 
and services. 

The Count’s letters succeeded each other post after 
post. The end of the war was approaching, and with 
it his return was assured. He exulted in the thought 
of seeing his child, and leading her in the way she 
should, go — the right way, the true way. As the 

1 The letters from Madame de Saverne to my mother at Win* 
ehelsea were not subject to this mishap, but were ulwavs kept hj 
Madame Duval in her own escritoire. 
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mother’s brain cleared, her terror grew greater — her 
terror and loathing of her husband. She could not 
bear the thought of his return, or to face him with the 
confession which she knew she must make. His wife 
turn Catholic and baptize his child ? She felt he 
would kill her, did he know what had happened. She 
went to the priest who had baptized her. M. Georgel 
(his Eminence’s secretary) knew her husband. The 
Prince Cardinal was so great and powerful a prelate, 
Georgel said, that he would protect her against all the 
wrath of all the Protestants in France. I think she 
must have had interviews with the Prince Cardinal, 
though there is no account of them in any letter to 
my mother. 

The campaign was at an end. M. de Vaux, M. de 
Viomesnil, both wrote in highly eulogistic terms of 
the conduct of the Comte de Saverne'. Their good 
wishes would attend him home ; Protestant as he was 
their best interest should be exerted in his behalf. 

The day of the Count’s return approached. The 
day arrived: I can fancy the brave gentleman with 
beating heart ascending the steps of the homely lodg- 
ing where his family have been living at Strasbourg 
ever since the infant’s birth. How he has dreamed 
about that child: prayed for her and his wife at 
night-watch and bivouac — prayed for them as he 
stood, calm and devout, in the midst of battle. 

When he enters the room, he sees only two frighb 
ened domestics and the two ghastly faces of his 
scared old sisters. 

Where are Clarisse and the child ? ” he asks. 

The child and the mother were gone. The aunts 
knew not where. 

A stroke of palsy could scarcely have smitten the 
unhappy gentleman more severely than did the news 
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whicli his trembling family was obliged to give him. 
In later days I saw M. Sclmorr, the G-ernian pastor 
from Kehl, who has been mentioned already, and who 
was installed in the Count’s house as tutor and chap- 
lain during the absence of the master. When 
Madame de Saverne went to make her coucher at 
Strasbourg ” (M. Schnorr said to me), I retired to 
my duties at Kehl, glad enough to return to the quiet 
of ray home, for the noble lady’s ifeception of me was 
anything but gracious ; and I had to endure much 
female sarcasm and many unkind words from Madame 
la Cointesse, whenever, as in duty bound, I presented 
myself at her table. Sir, that most unhappy lady 
used to make sport of me before her domestics. She 
used to call me her jailer. She used to mimic my 
ways of eating and drinking. She would yawn in the 
midst of my exhortations, and cry out, ‘ 0 que c’est 
bete ! ’ and when I gave out a Psalm, would utter lit- 
tle cries, and say, ^Pardon me, M. Schnorr, but you 
sing so out of tune you make my head ache ; ’ so that 
I could scarcely continue that portion of the service, 
the very domestics laughing at me when I began to 
sing. My life was a martyrdom, but I bore my tor- 
tures meekly, out of a sense of duty and my love for 
M. le Comte. When her ladyship kept her chamber 
I used to wait almost daily upon Mesdemoiselles the 
Count’s sisters, to ask news of her and her child. I 
christened the infant ; but her mother was too ill to 
be present, and sent me out word by Mademoiselle 
Marthe that she should call the child Agnes, though I 
might name it what I pleased. This was on the 21st 
January, and I remember being struck, because in the 
Eomaii Calendar the feast of Saint Agnes is celebrated 
on that day. 

Haggard and actually grown gray, from a black 
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man which he was, my poor lotd came fx) me with 
wildness and agony of grief in all his features and 
actions, to announce to me that Madame la Comtesse 
had fled, taking her infant with her. And he had a 
scrap of paper with him, over which he wept and 
raged as one demented $ now pouring out fiercer im- 
precations, now bursting into passionate tears and 
cries, calling upoil his wife, his darling, his prodigal, 
to come back, to bring him his child, when all should 
be forgiven* As he thus spoke his screams and groans 
were so piteous, that I myself was quite unmanned, 
and my mother, who keeps house for me (and who 
happened to be listening at the door), was likewise 
greatly alarmed by my poor lord’s passion of grief* 
And when I read on that paper that my Lady Countess 
had left the faith to which our fathers gloriously tes- 
tified in the midst of trouble, slaughter, persecution, 
and bondage, I was scarcely less shocked than my 
good lord himself. 

We crossed the bridge to Strasbourg back again 
and went to the Cathedral Church, and entering there, 
We saw the Abbe Georgel coming out of a chapel 
where he had been to perform hi’s devotions. The 
Abbe, who knew me, gave a ghastly smile as he recog- 
nised me, and for a pale man, his cheek blushed up a 
little when I said, ‘ This is Monsieur le Comte de 
Saverne.’ 

‘ Where is she ? ’ asked my poor lord, clutching 
the Abba’s arm* 

a < ’ asked the Abbe, stepping back a little. 

‘ Where is my child ? where is my wife ? ’ cries 
the Count* 

^‘‘Silence, Monsieur!’ says the Abbe. ^Do you 
know in whose house you are ? ’ and the chant from 
the altar, where the service was being performed, came 
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upon us, 6.nd smote my poor lord as though a shot had 
struck him. We were standing, he tottering against 
a pillar in the nave, close by the christening font, and 
over my lord’s head Was a picture of St. Agnes. 

The agony of the poor gentleman could not but 
touch any one who witnessed it. ^ M. le Comte,’ says 
the Abb^, 'I feel for you. This great surprise has 
come upon you unprepared — I ^ I pray that it may 
be^or your good.’ 

^ You know, then, what has happened ? ’ asked M. 
de Saverne ; and the Abbe was obliged to stammer a 
confession that he did know What had occurred. He 
was, in fact, the very man who had performed the rite 
which separated my unhappy lady from the church of 
her fathers. 

Sir,’ he said, with some spirit, ^this was a service 
which no clergyman could refuse. I would to Heaven, 
Monsieur, that you, too, might be brought to ask it 
from me.’ 

• The poor Count, with despair in his face, asked to 
see the register which confirmed the news, and there 
we saw that on the 21st January, 1769, being the 
feast of St. Agues, the noble lady, Clarisse, Countess 
of Saverne, born de Vioinesnil, aged twenty-two years, 
and Agnes, only daughter of the same Count of. Saverne 
and Cla*risse his wife, were baptized and received into 
the Church in the presence of two witnesses (clerics) 
whose names were signed. 

The poor Count knelt over the registry book with 
an awful grief in his face, and in a mood which I 
heartily pitied. He bent down, uttering what seemed 
an imprecation rather than a prayer, and at this mo- 
ment it chanced that the service at the chief altar was 
Concluded, and Monseigneur and his suite of clergy 
came into the sacristy. Sir, the Comte de Savetue, 
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starting up, clutching his sword in his hand, and 
shaking his fist at the Cardinal, uttered a wild speech 
calling down imprecations upon the church of which 
the Prince was a chief : ^ Where is my lamb that you 
have taken from me ? ’ he said, using the language of 
the Prophet towards the King who had despoiled him. 

‘‘The Cardinal haughtily said the conversion of 
Madame de Saverne was of Heaven, and no act of his, 
and, adding, ‘bad neighbor as you have been to file, 
sir, I wish you so well that I hope you may follow her.’ 

“At this the Count, losing all patience, made a 
violent attack upon the Church of Pome, denounced 
the Cardinal, and called down maledictions upon his 
head ; said that a day should come when his abomina- 
ble pride should meet with a punishment and fall ; 
and spoke, as, in fact, the poor gentleman was able to 
do only too readily and volubly, against Pome and all 
its errors. ^ 

“The Prince Louis de Pohan replied with no little 
dignity, as I own. He said that such words in sucP a 
place were^offensive and out of all reason : that it only 
depended on him to have M. de Saverne arrested, and 
punished for blasphemy and insult to the Church : but 
that, pitying the Count’s unhappy condition, the Cardi- 
nal would forget the hasty and insolent words he had 
littered — as he would know how to defend Madame 
de Saverne and her child after the righteous step 
which she had taken. And he swept out of the sac- 
risty with his suite, and passed through the door 
which leads, into his palace, leaving my poor Count 
still in his despair and fury. 

“ As he spoke with those Scripture phrases which 
M. de Saverne ever had at command, I remember 
how the Prince Cardinal tossed up his head and 
smiled. I wonder whether he thought of the words 
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when his own day of disgrace came, and the fatal af- 
fair of the diamond necklace which brought him to 
ruin.’^ ^ 

^^Not without difficulty (M. Schnorr resumed) “I 
induced the poor Count to quit the church where his 
wife^s apostasy had been performed. The outer gates 
and walls are decorated with numberless sculptures 
of saints of the Eoman Calendar : and for a minute 
or t^o the poor man stood on the Jihreshold shouting 
imprecations in the sunshine, and calling down woe 
upon France and Eome. I hurried him away. Such 
language was dangerous, and could bring no good to 
either of us. He was almost a madman when I con- 
ducted him back to his home, where the ladies his 
sisters, scared with his wild looks, besought me not to 
leave him. 

Again he went into the room which his wife and 
child had inhabited, and, as he looked at the relics of 
both which still were left there, gave way to bursts of 
grief which were pitiable indeed to witness. I speak 
of what happened near forty years ago, and remember 
the scene as though yesterday : the passionate agony 
of the poor gentleman, the sobs and prayers. On a 
chest of drawers there was a little cap belonging to 
the infant. He seized it: kissed it; wept over it: 
calling upon, the mother to bring the child back and 
he would forgive all. He thrust the little cap into 
his breast: opened every drawer, book, and closet, 
seeking for some indications of the fugitives. My 
opinion was, and that even of the ladies, sisters of M. 

^ My informant, Prote?itant though he was, did not, as I re- 
member, speak witli very much asperity against the Prince Cardi- 
nal. He said that the Prince lived an edifying life after his fall, 
succoring the poor, and' doing everything in his power te defend 
the cause of loyalty. — D. D. 
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le Comte, that Madame had taken refuge in a convent 
with the child, that -the Cardinal knew where she was, 
poor and friendless, and that the Protestant gentleman 
would in vain seek for her. Perhaps when tired of 
that place — I for my part thought Madame la Com- 
tesse a light-minded, wilful person, who certainly had 
no vocation^ as the Catholics call it, for a religious 
life — I tliought she might come out after awhile, 
and gave my patron such consolation as I could •de- 
vise, upon this faint hope. He who was all forgive- 
ness at one minute, was all wrath at the next. He 
would rather see his child dead than receive her as a 
Catholic. He would go to the King, surrounded by 
harlots as he was, and ask for justice. There were 
still Protestant gentlemen left in France, whose spirit 
was not altog('ther trodden down, aii4 they would 
back him in demanding reparation for this outrage. 

I had some vague suspicion, which, however, I 
dismissed from my mind as unworthy, that there 
might be a third party cognizant of Madame^s flight ; 
and this was a gentleman, once a great favorite of M. 
le Comte, and in whom T myself was not a little in- 
terested. Three or four days after the Comte de Sa- 
verne went away to the war, as I was meditating on a 
sermon which I proposed to deliver, walking at the 
back of my lord’s house of Saverne, in the fields 
which skirt the wood where the Prince Cardinal’s 
great Schloss stands, I saw this gentleman with a gun 
over his shoulder, and recognized him — the Chevalier 
de la Motte, the very person who had saved the 
life of M. de Saverne in the campaign against the 
English. 

M. de la Motte said he was staying with the 
Cardinal, and trusted that the ladies of Saverne were 
well. He sent his respectful com])liments to them : 
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ill a laughing way said he had been denied the door 
when he came to a visit, which he thought was an un- 
kind act towards an old comrade ; and at the same 
time expressed his sorrow at the Count^s departure — 
^ for, Herr Pfarrer,’ said he, ‘ you know I am a good 
Catholic, and in many most important conversations 
which I had with the Comte de Saverne, the differ- 
ences between our two churches was the subject of 
our^talk, and I do think I should have converted him 
to ours.’ I, humble village pastor as I am, was not 
afraid to speak in such a cause, and we straightway had 
a most interesting conversation together, in which, as 
tho gentleman showed, I had not the worst of the ar- 
gument. It appeared he had been educated for the 
Eoman Church, but afterwards entered the army. 
He was a moat interesting man, and his name was the 
Chevalier de la Motte. You look as if you had known 
him, M. le Capitaine — will it please you to replenish 
your pipe, and take another glass of my beer ? ” 

I said I had effectivement known M. de la Motte ; 
and the good old clergyman (with many compliments 
to me for speaking French and German so glibly) 
proceeded with his artless narrative : I was ever a 
poor horseman : and when I came to be chaplain and 
major-domo at the Hdtel de Saverne, in the Count’s 
absence, Madame more than once rode entirely away 
from me, saying that she could not afford to go at my 
clerical jog-trot. And being in a scarlet amazon, and 
a conspicuous object, you see, I thought I saw her at 
a distance talking to a gentleman on a schimmel 
horse, in a grass-green coat. When I asked her to 
whom she spoke, she said, ^ M. le Pasteur, you rado^ 
Uz with your gray horse and your green coat! If 
you are set to be a spy over me, ride faster, or bring 
out the old ladies to bark at your side.’ The fact is, 
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the Countess was forever quarrelling with those old. 
ladies, and they were a yelping ill-natured pair. 
They treated me, a pastor of the Eeformed Church of 
the Augsburg Confession, as no better than a lackey, 
sir, and made me eat the bread of humiliation; 
whereas Madame la Comtesse, though often haughty, 
flighty, and passionate, could also be so winning and, 
gentle, that no one could resist her. Ah, sir ! said 
the pastor, that woman had a coaxing way with *her 
when she chose, and when her flight came I was in 
such a way that the jealous old sisters-in-law said I 
was in love with her myself. Pfui! For a month 
before my lord’s arrival 1 had been knocking at all 
doors to see if I could find my poor wandering lady 
behind them. She, her child, and Martha her maid, 
were gone, and we knew not whither. # 

On that very first day of his unhappy arrival, M. 
le Comte discovered what his sisters, jealous and 
curious as they were, what I, a man of no inconsider- 
able acumen, had failed to note. Amongst torn 
papers and chiffons, in her ladyship’s bureau, there 
was a scrap with one line in her handwriting — 
^Ursule^ Ursule, le tyran rev — ’ and no more. 

^ Ah ! ’ M. le Comte said, ‘ she is gone to her foster- 
sister in England ! Quick, quick, horses ! ’ And be- 
fore two hours were passed he was on horseback, 
making the first stage of that long journey.” 
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THE TRAVELLERS. 

The poor gentleman was in sucJi haste that the old 
proverb was realized in his case, and his journey was 
anything but speedy. At I^anci he fell ill of a fever, 
which had nearly carried him off, and in which he 
unceasingly raved about his child, and called upon 
his faithless wife to return her. Almost before he 
was convalescent, he was on his way again, to Bou- 
logne, where ^he saw that English coast on which he 
rightly conjectured his fugitive wife was sheltered. 

And here, from my boyish remembrance, which, 
respecting these early days, remains extraordinarily 
clear, »I can take up the story, in which I was myself 
a very young actor, playing in the strange, fantastic, 
often terrible, drama which ensued a not insignificant 
part. As I survey it now, the curtain is down, and 
the play long over ; as I think of its surprises, dis- 
guises, mysteries, escapes, and dangers, I am amazed 
myself, and sometimes inclined to be almost as great 
a fatalist as M. de la Motte, who vowed that a supe- 
rior Power ruled our actions for us, and declared that 
he could no more prevent his destiny from accom- 
plishing itself, than he could prevent his hair from 
growing. What a destiny it was ! What a fatal 
tragedy was now about to begin ! 

One evening in our Midsummer holidays, in the 
year 1769, I remember being seated in my little chair 
at home, with a tempest of rain beating down the 
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street. We had customers on most evenings, but 
there happened to be none on this night ; and I re- 
member I was puzzling over a bit of Latin grammar, 
to which mother used to keep me stoutly when I came 
home from school. 

Jt is fifty years since.^ I have forgotten who knows 
how many events of my life, which are not much 
worth the remembering ; but I have as clearly before 
my eyes now a little scene which oceurred on fiiis 
momentous night, as though it had been acted within 
this hour. As we are sitting at our various employ* 
ments, we hear stex)S coming up the street, which was 
empty, and silent but for the noise of the wind and 
rain. We hear steps — several steps — along the 
pavement, and they stop at our door. 

‘^Madame Duval! It is Gregson!^^ cries a voice 
from without. 

Ah, bon Dieu ! says mother, starting up and 
turning quite white. 

And then I heard the cry of an infant. ♦ Dear 
heart I How well I remember that little cry ! 

As the door opens, a great gust of wind sets our 
two candles flickering, and I see enter — 

A gentleman giving his arm to a lady who is veiled 
in cloaks and wraps, an attendant carrying a crying 
child, and Gregson the boatman after them. 

My mother gives a great hoarse shriek, and crying 
out, Clarisso ! Clarisse I rushes up to the lady and 
hugs and embraces her passionately. The child cries 
and wails. The nurse strives to soothe the infant. 
The gentleman takes off his hat and wrings the wet 
from it, and looks at me. It was then I felt a strange 
shock and terror. I have felt the same shock once or 
twice in ray life : and once, notably, the person so af- 

1 The narrative seems to have been written about the year 1820. 
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fecting me has been my enemy, and has come to a 
dismal end. 

We have had a very rough voyage,’’ says the gen- 
tleman (in Frehch) to my grandfather. have 

been fourteen hours at sea. Madame has suffered 
greatly and is much exhausted.” 

Thy rooms are ready,” says mother, fondly. “ My 
poor Biche, thou shalt sleep in comfort to-night, and 
ne^d fear nothing, nothing ! ” 

A few days before I had seen mother and her ser- 
vant mightily busy in preparing the rooms on the 
first floor, and decorating them. When 1 asked whom 
she was expecting, she boxed my ears, and bade me be 
quiet j but these were evidently the expected visitors ; 
and, of course, from the names which mother used, I 
knew that the lady was the Countess of Saverne. 
^^And this is thy son, Ursule?” says the lady 
He is a great boy ! My little wretch is always 
crying.” 

the little darling,” says mother, seizing the 
child, which fell to crying louder than ever, scared 
by the nodding plume and bristling crest ” of Ma- 
dame Duval,' who wore a great cap in those days, and 
indeed looked as fierce as any Hector. 

When the pale lady spoke so harshly about the 
child, I remember myself feeling a sort of surprise 
and displeasure. Indeed, I have loved children all 
my life, and am a fool about them (as witness my 
treatment of my own rascal), and no one can say that 
I was ever a tyrant at school, or ever fought there ex- 
cept to hold my own. 

My mother produced what food was in the house, 
and welcomed her guests to her humble table. What 
trivial things remain impressed on the memory ! I 
remember laughing in my boyish way because the 
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lady said, ‘^Ah! c’est 9a du ? je n^en ai jamais 
gofite. Mais c’est tres mauvais, n’est-ce pas, M. le 
Chevalier ? ’’ I suppose they had not learned to 
drink tea in Alsace yet. Mother stopped my laugh- 
ing with her usual appeal to my ears. I was daily 
receiving that sort of correction from the good soul. 
Grandfather said, If Madame the Countess would like 
a little tass of real Nantes brandy after hen voyage, 
he could supply her ; but she would have none^'of 
that either, and retired soon to her chamber, which 
had been prepared for her with my mother’s best 
sheets and diapers, and in which was a bed for her maid 
Martha, who had retired to it with the little crying 
child. For M. le Chevalier de la Motte an apartment 
was taken at Mr. Billis’s the baker’s, down the street : 
— a friend who gave me many a plum-cake in my 
childhood, and whose wigs grandfather dressed, if 
you must know the truth. 

At morning and evening we used to have prayers, 
which grandfather spoke with much eloquence ; but 
on this night, as he took out his great Bible, and was 
for having me read a chapter, my mother said, No. 
This poor Clarisse is fatigued, and will go to bed.” 
And to bed accordingly the stranger went. And as I 
read my little chapter, I remember how tears fell 
down mother’s cheeks, and how she cried, “ Ah, mon 
Dieu, mon Dieu ! ayez pitic d’elle,” and when I was 
going to sing our evening hymn, ‘‘Nun ruhen alle 
Wiilder,” she told me to hush. Madame up stairs 
was tired, and wanted to sleep. And she went up 
stairs to look after Madame, and bade me be a little 
guide to the strange gentleman, and show him the 
way to Billis’s house. Off I went, prattling by his 
side ; I dare say I soon forgot the terror which I felt 
when I first saw him* You may be sure all Winchel- 
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sea knew that a French lady, and her child, and her 
maid, were come to stay with Madame Dural, and a 
French gentleman to lodge over the baker’s. 

I never shall 'forget my terror and astonishment 
when mother told me that this lady who came to us 
was a Papist. There were’‘*two gentlemen of that re- 
ligion living in our town, at a handsome house called 
the Priory ; but they had little to do with persons in 
my parents’ humble walk of life, though of course my 
mother would dress Mrs. Weston’s head as well as 
any other lady’s. I forgot also to say that Mrs. 
Duval went out sometimes as ladies’ nurse, and in 
that capacity had attended Mrs. Weston, who, how- 
ever, lost her child. The Westons had a chai)el in 
their house, in the old grounds of the Priory, and 
clergymen of their persuasion used to come over from 
my Lord Newburgh’s of Slindon, or from Arundel, 
where there is another great Papist house ; and one 
or two Poinan Catholics — there were very few of 
them in our town — were buried in a part of the old 
gardens of the Priory, where a monks’ burying-place 
had been before Harry VIII.’s time. 

The new gentleman was the first Papist to whom 
I had ever spoken j and as I trotted about the town 
with him, showing him the old gates, the church, and 
so forth, I remember saying to him, And have you 
burned any Protestants ? ” 

Oh, yes ! ” says he, giving a horrible grin, I have 
roasted several, and eaten them afterwards.” And I 
shrank back from him, and his pale grinning face ; 
feeling once more that terror which had come over 
me when I first beheld him. He was a queer gentle- 
man ; he was amused by my simplicity and odd say 
ings. He was never tired of having me with him. 
He said I should be his little English master; and 
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indeed lie learned the language surprisingly quick, 
whereas poor Madame de Saverne never understood a 
‘ word of it. 

She was very ill — pale, with a red spot on either 
cheek, sitting for whole hours in silence, and looking 
round frightened, as if a prey to some terror. I have 
seen rny mother watching her, and looking almost as 
scared as the Countess herself. At times j Madame 
could not bear the crying of the child, and wRiild 
order it away from her. At other times, she would 
clutch it, cover it with cloaks, and lock her door, and 
herself into the chamber with her infant. She used 
to walk about the house of a night. I had adittle 
room near mother’s, which I occupied during the 
holidays, and on Saturdays and Sundays, when I 
came over from Kye. I remember quite well wak- 
ing up one night, and hearing Madame’s voice at ' 
mother’s door, crying out, Ursula, Ursula ! quick ! 
horses ! I must go away. He is coming ; I know he 
is coming ! ” And tlien there were remonstrances 
on mother’s part, and Madaine’s maid came out of her 
room, with entreaties to her mistress to return. At 
the cry of the child, the poor mother would rush away 
from whatever place she was in, and hurry to tlie 
infant. Not that she loved it. At the next moment 
she would cast the child down on the bed, and go to 
the window again, and look to the sea. For hours she 
sat at that window, with a curtain twisted round her, 
as if hiding from some one. Ah ! how have I looked 
up at that window since, and the light twinkling 
here ! 1 wonder does the house remain yet ? I don’t 
like now to think of the passionate grief I have passed 
through, as I looked up to yon glimmering lattice. 

It was evident our poor visitor was in a deplorable 
condition. The apothecary used to come and shake 
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his head, and order medicine. The medicine did 
little good. The sleeplessness continued, ^he was a 
prey to constant fever. She would make incoherent 
answers to questions put to her, laugh and weep at 
odd times and places ; push her meals away from her, 
though they were the best my poor mother could 
supply 5 order my grandfather to go and sit in the 
kitchen, and not have the impudence to sit down be- 
fore her; coax and scold my mother by turns, and 
take her up very sharply when she rebuked me. 
Poor Madame Duval was scared by her foster-sister. 
She, who ruled everybody, became humble before the 
poor crazy lady. J can see them both now, the lady 
in white, listless and silent as she would sit for hours 
taking notice of no one, and mother watching her with 
terrified dark eyes. 

The Chevalier de la Motte had his lodgings, and 
came and went between -his house and ours. I 
thought he was the lady’s cousin. He used to call 
himself her cousin ; I did not know what our pastor 
M. Borel meant when he came to mother one day, and 
said, ^^Pi, done, what a pretty business thou hast 
commenced, Madame Denis — thou an elder’s daugh- 
ter of our Church ! ” 

What business ? ” says mother. 

“ That obharboring crime and sheltering iniquity,” 
says he, naming the crime, viz., No. vii. of the 
Decalogue. 

Being a child, I did not then understand tlie word 
he used. But as soon as he had spoken, mother, taking 
up a saucepan of soup, cries out, Get out of there, 
Monsieur, all pastor as you are, or I will send this 
soup at thy ugly head, and the saucepan afterwards.” 
And she looked so fierce, that I am not surprised the 
little man trotted off. 
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Shortly afterwards grandfather comes home, looking 
almost as frightened as his commanding officer, M. 
Borel. Grandfather expostulated with his daughter- 
in-law. He was in a great agitation. He wondered 
how she could speak so to the pastor of the Church. 

All the town,” says he, is talking about you and 
this unhappy lady.” 

“ All the town is an old woman,” replies Madame 
Duval, stamping her foot and twisting her must^iche, 
I might say, almost. ^^What? These white-beaks 
of Trench cry out because I receive my foster-sister ? 
What ? It is wrong to shelter a j)Oor foolish dying 
woman ? Oh, the cowards, the cowards ! Listen, 
petit-papa ; if you hear a word said at the club against 
your bru, and do not knock the man down, I will.” 
And, faith, I think grandfather’s bru would have kept 
her word. 

I fear my own unlucky simplicity brought parjb of 
the opprobrium down upon my poor mother, which she 
had now to suffer in our French colony ; for one day 
a neighbor, Madame Orochu by name, stepping in and 
asking, How is your boarder, and how is her cousin 
the Count ? ” 

Madame Clarisse is no better than before,” said I 
(shaking my head wisely), “ and the gentleman is not 
a count, and he is not her cousin, Madame Crochu ! ” 

Oh, he is no relation ? ” says the mantua-maker. 
And that story was quickly told over the little town, 
and when we went to church next Sunday, M. Borei 
preached a sermon which made all the congregation 
look to us, and poor mother sat boiling red like a lob- 
ster fresh out of the pot. I did not quite know what 
I had done : I know what mother was giving me for 
my pains, when our poor patient, entering the room, 
hearing, I sux)pose, the hissing of the stick (and never 



DENIS DUVAL. 


51 


a word from me, I used to bite a bullet, and bold my 
tongue), rushed into the room, whisked the eane out 
of mother’s hand, flung her to the other end of the 
room with a strength quite surprising, and clasped me 
up in her arms and began pacing up and down the 
room, and glaring at mother. Strike your own child, 
monster, monster ! ” says the poor lady. Kneel down 
and ask pardon : or, as sure as I am the queen, I will 
ord<?i* your head off ! ” 

At dinner, she ordered me to come and sit by her. 

Bishop ! ” she said to grandfather, ‘^my lady of honor 
has been naughty. She whipped the little prince with 
a scorpion. I took it from her hand. Duke ! if she 
does it again, there is a sword : I desire you to cut the 
Countess’s head off ! ” And then she took a carving- 
knife and waved it, and gave one of her laughs, which 
always set poor mother a-crying. She used to call ns 
dukes and princes — I don’t know what — poor soul. 
It was the Chevalier de la Motte, whom she generally 
styled duke, holding out her hand, and saying, Kneel, 
sir, kneel, and kiss our royal hand.” And M. de la 
Motte would kneel with a sad sad face, and go through 
this hapless ceremony. As for grandfather, who was 
very bald, and without his wig, being one evening below 
her window culling a salad in his garden, she beckoned 
him to her smiling, and when the poor old man came, 
she upset a dish of tea over his bald pate and said, I 
appoint you and anoint you Bishop of St., Denis ! ” 

The woman Martha, who had been the companion 
of the Comtesse de Saverne in her unfortunate flight 
from home — I believe that since the birth of her child 
the poor lady had never been in her right senses at all 
— broke down under the ceaseless watching and care 
her mistress’s condition necessitated, and I have no 
doubt found her duties yet more painful and difficult 
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when a second mistress, and a very harsh, imperious, 
and jealous one, was set over her in the person of 
worthy Madame Duval. My mother was for order- 
ing everybody who would submit to her orders, and 
entirely managing the affairs of all those whom she 
loved. She put the mother to bed, and the baby in 
her cradle; she prepared food for both of them, 
dressed one and the other with an equal affection, and 
loved that unconscious mother and child with a J)as- 
sionate devotion. But she loved her own way, was 
jealous of all who came between her and the objects 
of her love, and no doubt led her subordinates an un- 
comfortable life. 

Three months of Madame Duval tired out the Coun- 
tesses Alsatian maid, Martha. She revolted and said 
she would go home. Mother said she was an ungrate- 
ful wretch, but was delighted to get rid of her. She 
always averred the woman stole articles of dress, and 
trinkets, and laces, belonging to her mistress, before 
she left us : and in an evil hour this wretched Martha 
went away. 1 believe she really loved her mistress, 
and would have loved the child, had my mother’s 
rigid arms not pushed her from its cot. Poor little 
innocent, in what tragic gloom did thy life begin! 
But an unseen Power was guarding that helpless in- 
nocence : and sure a good angel watched it in its hour 
of danger ! 

So Madame Duval turned Martha out of her tent as 
Sarah thrust out Hagar. Are women pleased after 
doing these pretty tricks ? Your ladyships know 
best. Madame D. not only thrust out Martha, but 
flung stones after Martha all her life. She went 
away, not blameless perhaps, but wounded to the quick 
with ingratitude which had been shown to her, and a 
link in that mysterious chain of destiny which was 
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binding all these people — me the boy of seven years 
old j yonder little speechless infant of as many months ; 
that poor wandering lady bereft of reason 5 that dark 
inscrutable companion of hers who brought evil with 
him wherever he came. 

From Dungeness to Boulogne is but six-and-thirty 
miles, and our boats, when war was over, were con- 
stantly making journeys there. Even in war-time 
the tittle harmless craft left each^ other alone, and, I 
suspect, carried on a great deal of peaceable and 
fraudulent trade together. Grandfather had a share 
in a fishing boat with one Thomas Gregson of 
Lydd. When Martha was determined to go, one of 
our boats was ready to take her to the place from 
whence she came, or transfer her to a French boat, 
which would return into its own harbor.^ She was 
carried back to Boulogne and landed, I know the 
day full well from a document now before me, of 
which the dismal writing and signing were occasioned 
by that very landing. 

As she stepped out from the pier (a crowd of peo- 
ple, no doubt, tearing the poor wretch’s slender lug- 
gage from her to carry it to the Customs) almost the 
first person on whom the woman’s eyes fell was her 
master the Comte de Saverne. He had actually only 
reached the. place on that very day, and walked the 
pier, looking towards England, as many a man has 
done from the same spot, v^hen he saw the servant of 
his own wife come up the side of the pier. 

He rushed to her, as she started back screaming 
and almost fainting, but the crowd of beggars behind 
her prevented her retreat. The child, — does the 

^ There were points for which our boatp used to make, and meet 
the Erencli boats when not disturbed, and do a great deal more 
business than 1 could tlien understand. — D. D. 
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* ohild live ? ” asked the poor Count, in the German 
tongue, which both spoke. 

The child was well. Thank God, thank God ! The 
poor father’s heart was freed from that terror, then ! 
I can fancy the gentleman saying, “ Your mistress is 
at Winchelsea, with her foster-sister ? ’’ 

Yes, M. le Cointe.^’ 

^^The Chevalier de la Motte is always at Win- 
chelsea ? ” 

“ Ye — oh, no, no, M. le Comte ! ” 

Silence, liar ! He made the journey with her. 
They stopped at the same inns. M. le Brun, mer* 
chant, aged 34 ; his sister, Madame Dubois, aged 24, 
with a female infant in her arms, and a maid, left 
this port, on the 20th April, in the English fishing- 
boat ‘Mary,’ of Eye. Before embarking they slept at 
the ^ Ecu de France.’ I knew I should find them.” 

^‘By all that is sacred, I never left Madame once 
during the voyage ! ” 

Never till to-day ? Enough. How was the fish- 
ing-boat called which brought you to Boulogne ? ” 

One of the boat’s crew was actually walking behind 
the unhappy gentleman at the time, with some packet 
which Martha had left in it.^ It seemed as if fate 
was determined upon suddenly and swiftly bringing 
the criminal to justice, and under the avenging sword 
of the friend he had betrayed. He bade the man 
follow him to the hotel. , There should be a good 
drink-money for him^ 

Does he treat her well ? ” asked the poor gentle- 
man, as he and the maid walked on. 

Dame ! No mother can be more gentle than he 
is with her ? ” Where Martha erred was in not say- 

1 I had this from the woman herself, whom we saw when we 
Vaid our visit to Lorraine and Alsace in 1814. 
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ing that her mistress was utterly deprived of reason, 
and had been so almost since the child^s birth. She 
owned that she had attended her lady to the cathe- 
dral when the Countess and the infant were chris- 
tened, and that M. de la Motte was also present. 

He has taken body and soul too,” no doubt the 
miserable gentleman tht)ught. 

He happened to alight at the very hotel where the 
fugiiJlves of whom he was in search had had their 
quarters four months before (so that for two months 
at least poor M. de Saverne must have lain ill at 
ISTanci at the commencement of his journey). The 
boatman, the luggage people, and Martha the servant 
followed the Count to this hotel ; and the femme-de- 
chamhre remembered how Madame Dubois and her 
brother had been at the hotel — a poor sick lady, who 
sat up talking the whole night. Her brother slept in 
the right wing across the court. Monsieur has the 
lady’s room. How that child did cry ! See, the win- 
dows look on the port. ‘^Yes, this was the lady’s 
room.” 

And the child lay on which side ? ” 

On that side.” 

M. de Saverne looked at the place which the woman 
pointed out, stooped his head towards tlie pillow, and 
cried as if his heart would break. The fisherman’s 
tears rolled down too over his brown face and hands. 
Le pauvre homme, le pauvre horn me ! 

‘^Come into my sitting-room with me,” he said to 
the fisherman. The man followed him and shut the 
door. 

His burst of feeling was now over. He became 
entirely calm. ^ 

“You know the house from which this woman 
came, at Winchelsea, in England ? ” 
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“Yes.” 

You took a gentleman and a lady thither ? 

“ Yes/’ 

You remmber the man ? 

Terfectly/’ 

For thirty louis will you go to sea to-night, take 
11 i)assenger, and deliver a letter to M. de la Motte ?” 

The man agreed : and I take out from my secretary 
that letter, in its tawny ink of fifty years’ date^ and 
read it with a strange interest always : — 

“ To the Chevalier Francois Joseph de la Motte ^ at 
Winchelsea, in England. 

“ I knew I should find you. I never doubted where you 
were. But for a sharp illness which 1 made at Naiici, 1 should 
have been with you two months earlier. After what has oc- 
curred between us, I know this invitation will be to you as a 
command, and that you will hasten as you did to my rescue 
from the English bayonets at Hastenbec.k. Between us, M. 
le Chevalier, it is to life or death. T depend upon you to coin- 
municnte this to no one, and to follow the messenger, who 
will bring you to me. 

‘^COMTH DE S A VERNE. 

This letter was brought to our house one evening 
as we sat in the front shop. 1 had the child on my 
knee, which would have no other playfellow but me* 
The Countess was pretty quiet that evening — the 
night calm, and the windows open. Grandfather 
was reading his book. The Countess and M. de la 
Motte were at cards, though, poor thing, she could 
scarce play for ten nnimt(^s at a time ; and there 
comes a knock, at which grandfather puts down his 
book.i 

1 There was a ])articiilar kiK>ck, as I learned later, in use among 
grandpapa’s private Iriends, and Moiis. Bidois no doubt had this 
signal. 
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All’s well,” says he. ^^Entrez. Comment! c’est 
vons, Bidois ? ” 

Oui, c’est bien moi, patron ! ” says Mons. Bidois, 
a great fellow in boots and petticoat, with an eelskin 
queue hanging down to his heels. “ C’est lii le petit 
du pauv’ Jean Louis ? Est i genti le pti patron 1 ” 

And as he looks at me, he rubs a hand across his 
nose. 

jft this moment Madame la Oomtesse gave one, 
two, three screams, a laugh, and then cried — Ali, 
c’est moil mari qui revient de la guerre. 11 est la — 
k la cfoisee. Bonjoiir, M. le Comte ! Bonjour. Vous 
avez une petite fille bien laide, bien laide, que je 
n’aime pas du tout, pas du tout ! He is there ! I 
saw him at the window. There ! there 1 Hide mo 
from him. He will kill me, he will kill me ! ” she 
cried. ^ 

Calmez-vous, Clarisse,” says the Chevalier, who 
was weary, no doubt, of the poor ladies endless out- 
cries and follies. 

Calmez-vous, ma fille I ” sings out mother, from 
the inner room, where she was washing. 

Ah, Monsieur is the Chevalier de la Motte ? ” 
says Bidois- 

Monsieur,” says the Chevalier, looking 
haughtily up from the cards. 

In that case, 1 have a letter for M. le Chevalier.” 
And the sailor handed to the Chevalier de la Motte 
that letter which I have translated, the ink of which 
was black and wet then, though now it is sere and 
faded. 

This Chevalier had faced death and danger in a 
score of dare-devil expeditions. At the game of 
steel and lead there was no cooler performer. He 
put the letter which he had received quietly into his 
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pocket, finished his game with the Countess, and tell- 
ing Bidois to follow him to his lodgings, took leave 
of the company. I dare say the poor Countess built 
up a house with the cards, and took little more notice. 
Mother, going to close tlie shutters, said, It was 
droll, that little man, the friend to Bidois, was still 
standing in the street. You see we had all sorts of 
droll friends. Seafaring men, speaking a jargon of 
English, French, Dutch, were constantly dropping in 
upon us. Dear Heaven ! when I think in what a 
company I have lived, and what a galere I rowed in, 
is it not a wonder that I did not finish where some of 
my friends did ? 

I made a drole de mHier at this time. I was set by 
grandfather to learn his business. Our apprentice 
taught me the commencement of the noble art of wig- 
weaving. As soon as I was tall enough to stand to a 
gentleman’s nose I was promised to he 2 yromoted to be a 
shaver. I trotted on mother’s errands with her band- 
boxes, and what not ; and I was made dry-nurse to 
poor Madame’s baby, who, as I said, loved me most 
of all in the house ; and who would put her little 
dimpled hands out and crow with delight to see me. 
The first day I went out with this little baby in a 
little wheel-chair mother got for her, the town boys 
made rare fun of me : and I had to fight one, as poor 
little Agnes sat sucking her little thumb in her chair, 
1 suppose ; and whilst the battle was going on, who 
should home up but Dr. Barnard, the English rec- 
tor of Saint Philip’s, who lent us French Protestants 
the nave of his church for our service, whilst our 
tumble-down old church was being mended. Dr. 
Barnard (for a reason whicli I did not know at that 
time, but which T am compelled to own now was a 
good one) did not like grandfather, nor mother, nor 
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our family* You may be sure our people abused him 
in return. He was called a haughty priest — a vilain 
heeg-veegy mother used to say, in her French- English. 
And perhaps one of the causes of her dislike to him 
was, that his hig vig — a fine caulifiower it was — was 
powdered at another barber’s. Well, whilst the 
battle royal was going on between me and Tom Caffin 
(dear heart ! how well I remember the fellow, though 
— iSfc me see — it is fifty-four year| since we punched 
each other^’s little noses), Dr. Barnard walks up to 
us boys and stops the fighting. ^‘You little rogues, 
I ’ll have you all put in the stocks and whipped by 
my beadle,” says the Doctor, who was a magistrate 
too : as for this little French barber, he is always in 
mischief.” 

They laughed at me and called me Dry-nurse, and 
wanted to upset the little cart, sir, and I wouldn’t 
bear it. And it ’s my duty to |)rotect a poor child 
that can’t help itself,” said I, very stoutly. ^^Her 
mother is ill. Her nurse has run away, and she has 
nobody — nobody to protect her but me — and ^ Notre 
Fere qui est aux cieux;’”and I held up my little 
hand as grandfather used to do ; and if those boys 
hurt the child, I will fight for her.” 

The Doctor rubbed his hand across his eyes ; and 
felt in his pocket and gave me a dollar. 

And come to see us all at the Kectory, child,” Mrs. 
Barnard says, who was with the Doctor ; and she 
looked at the little baby that was in its cot, and said, 
Poor thing, poor thing ! ” 

And the Doctor, turning round to the English boys, 
still holding me by the hand, said, ‘^Mind, all you 
boys ! If I hear of you being such cowards again as 
to strike this little lad for doing his duty, I will have 
you whipped by my beadle, as sure as my name is 
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/yiioinas Barnard, Shake hands, you Thomas OafRn, 
with the French boy ; and I said, I would shake 
hands or fight it out whenever Tom Caffin liked ; and 
so took my place as pony again, and pulled my little 
cart down Sandgate. 

These stories got about amongst the townspeople, 
and fisherman, and seafaring folk, I suppose, and the 
people of our little circle ; and they were the means, 
God help me, of bringing me in those very early llays 
a legacy which I have still. You see, the day after 
Bidois, the French fisherman, H^aid us a visit, as I 
was pulling my little cart up the hill to a little farm- 
er’s house where grandfather and a partner of his had 
some pigeons, of which I was very fond as a boy, I 
met a little dark man wdiose face I cannot at all re- 
call to my mind, but who spoke French and German 
to me like grandfather and mother. “That is the 
child of Madame von Zaberu ? ” says he, trembling 
very much. 

“ Ja, Herr ! ” says the little boy. 

O Agnes, Agnes ! How -the years roll away ! 
What strange events have befallen us : what passion- 
ate grief# have we had to sutler : what a merciful 
Heaven has protected us, since, that day when your 
father knelt over the little car, in which his child lay 
sleeping ! I have the picture in my mind now. I 
see a winding road leading down to one of the gates 
of our town ; the blue marsh-land, and yonder, across 
the marsh, Bye towers and gables ; a great silver sea 
stretching beyond ; and that dark man’s figure stoop- 
ing and looking at tbe child asleep. He never kissed 
tlie infant or touched her. I remember it woke smil- 
iAg, and held out its little arms, and he turned away 
with a sort of groan. 

Bidois, the French fisherman I spoke of as having 
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been to see us on the night before, came up here 
with another oompanion, an Englishman I think. 

Ah ! we seek for you everywhere, M6ii8ieur le 
Comte,” says he. “The tide serves and it is full 
time.” 

Monsieur le Chevalier is on board ? ” says the 
Comte de Saverne. 

“ II est bien Ik,” says the fisherman. And they 
werft down the hill through the^ate, without turn- 
ing to look back. 

Mother was quite fpaiet and gentle all that day. It 
seemed as if something scared her. The poor Coun- 
tess prattled and laughed, or cried in her unoonscious 
way. But grandfather at evening prayer that night 
making the exposition rather long, mother stamped 
her foot, and said, “ Assez bavardd comme 9a, mon 
pere,” and sank back in her chair with her apron over 
her face. 

She remained all next day very silent, crying often, 
and reading in our great German Bible. She was 
kind to me that day. I remember her saying, in her 
deep voice, “Thou art a brave boy, Denikin.” It 
was seldom she patted my head so softly. That night 
our patient was very wild ; and laughing a great deal, 
and singing so that the people would stop in the 
streets to listen. 

Dr. Barnard again met me that day, dragging 
my little carriage, and he fetched me into the Kec- 
tory for the first time, and gave me cake and wine, 
and the book of the “ Arabian hTights,” and the ladies 
admired the little baby, and said it was a pity it was 
a little Papist, and the Doctor hoped I was not going 
to turn Papist, and I said, “ Oh, never.” hTeither 
mother nor I liked that darkling Koman Catholic 
clergyman who was fetched over from our neighbors 
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fk Priory by M. de la Motte* The Chevalie? was 
^^^y firm himself in that religion. I little thought 
that I was to see him on a day when his courage 
and his faith were both to haye an awful trial. 

I was reading then in this fine book of Monsieur 
Galland which the Doctor had given me. 1 had 
no orders to go to bed, strange to say, and I dare say 
was peeping into the cave of the Forty Thieves along 
with Master Ali Baba, when I heard the clock whir- 
ring previously to striking twelve, and steps coming 
rapidly up our empty street. ^ 

Mother started up, looking quite haggard, and un- 
did the bolt of the door. 

** C’est lui ! ” says she, with her eyes starting, and 
the Chevalier de la Motte came in, looking as white 
as a corpse. 

Poor Madame de Saverne up stairs, awakened by 
the striking clock perhaps, began to sing overhead, 
and the Chevalier gave a great start, looking more 
ghastly than before, as my mother with an awful face 
looked at him. 

“ II Pa voulu,^^ says M. de la Motte, hanging down 
his head ; and again poor Madame’s crazy voice be- 
gan to sing. 

BEPORT. 

“On the 27tb June of this year, 1769, the Comte de Sa- 
verne arrived at Boulogne-sur-Mer, and lodged at the ‘ Ecu de 
France,' where also was staying M. le Marquis du Quesne 
Menneville, Chef d'Escadre of the Naval Armies of his Majesty. 
The Comte de Saverne was previously unknown to the Marquis 
du Quesne, but recalling to M. du Quesne’s remembrance the 
iact that his illustrious ancestor the Amiral du Quesne pro- 
fessed the Reformed religion, as did M de Saverne himself, 
M. de Saverne entreated the Marquis du Quesne to be his 
friend in a rencontie uhich deplorable circumstances rendered 
unavoidable. 
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“At the^feame time, M. de Saveme etated to M. le Marquis 
du Quesne the causes of his quarrel with the Cheva|i!er Francis 
Joseph de la Motte, late officer of the r|gimeut of Soubise, at 
present residing in “England in the town of Winchelsea, in the 
county of Sussex. The statement made by the Comte de Sa- 
verne was such as to convince M. du Quesne of the Count^s 
right to exact a reparation from the Chevalier de la Motte. 

A boat was despatched on the night^f the fipth June, with 
a messenger bearing the note of M. le Comte de Saveine. 
And in this boat M. de la Motte returnid from England. 

“ The undersigned Comte de Berigny, in garrison at Bou- 
logne, and an acquaintance ol M. de la Motte, consented to 
serve as his witness in the meeting with M. de Saverne. 

“ The meeting took place at seven o'clock in the morning, 
on the sands at half a league from the port of Boulogne : and 
the weapons *ch6len*were pistols. Both gentlemen were per- 
fectly and collected!, as one might expect from officers 
distinguished in the King's service, who had faced the enemies 
of together 

“ Before firing, M. le Chevalier de la Motje advanced four 
steps, and holding bis pistol down, and laying his hand on his 
he.art, he said, — * I swear on the faith of a Christian, and the 
honor of a gentleman, that I am innocent of the charge laid 
against me by Monsieur de Saverne.* 

“ Tbe Corate de Saverne said, — ‘ M le Chevalier de la 
Motte, i have made no charge ; and if I had, a lie costs you 
nothing/ 

“ M. de la Motte, saluting the witnesses courteously, and 
with grief rather than anger visible upon his countenance, re- 
turned to his line on the sand which was marked out as the 
place where he was to stand, at a distance of t^n paces from 
his advoTBary. 

“ At the signal being given both fired simultaneously The 
ball of M de Saverne grazed M. de la Motte’s side-curl, while 
his ball struck M. de Saverne in tbe right breast. M. de Sa- 
verne stood a moment, and1‘ell.) 

“ The seconds, the surgeon, and M. de la Motte advanced 
towards the fallen gentleman ; and M. de la Motte holding up 
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" At the feajtoe time, Savetne stated to M. le Marcj^^ 
dll Qiiesne the causes of hW quarrel with the ChevaUfet Frar®8 
Joseph de la Motte, late officer of the i|ginjent of Soubise, at 
present residing in England in the town of Winchelsea, in the 
county of Sussex. The statement made by the Comte de Sa- 
verne was such as to convince M. du Quesne of the Count^s 
right to ^xaot a reparation from the Chevalier de la Motte. 

A boat was despatched on the night^f the 29th J ime, with 
a me^enger bearing the note of M. le Comte de Saverne. 
And in this boat M. de la Motte returs^d from England 

The undersigned Comte de B^rigny, in garrison at Bou- 
logne, and an acquaintance of M. de la Motte, consented to 
serve as his witness in the meeting with M. de Saverne. 

The meeting took pkce at seven o’clock in the morning, 
on the sands at ^alf a league from the port of Boulogne : and 
the weapofis ^htei Vere pistols. Both gentlemen w'ere per- 
fect^yi||lm and collected, as one might expect from officers 
distinguished in the King’s service, who had faced the enemies 
of together 

Before firin|$ M. le Chevalier de la Motje advanced four 
steps, and holding his pistol down, and laying his hand on his 
heart, he said, — ‘ I swear on the faith of a Christian, and the 
honor of a gentleman, that I am innocent of the charge laid 
against me by Monsieur de Saverne.* 

‘‘ The Comte de Saverne said, — ‘ M le Chevalier de la 
Motte, I have made no charge ; and if I had, a lie costs you 
nothing.’ 

“ M. de la Motte, saluting the witnesses courteously, and 
with grief rather than anger visible upon his countenance, re- 
turned to his line on the sand which was marked out as the 
place where he was to stand, at a distance of ten paces from 
bis adversary. 

“ At the signal being given lx)th fired simultaneously The 
ball of M de Saverne grazed M. de la Motte’s side-curl, while 
his ball struck M. de Saverne in the right breast. M. de Sa- 
veme stood a moment, and^elj. 

The seconds, the surgeon, and M. de la Motte advanced 
towards the fallen gentleman ; and M. de la Motte holding up 
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kis hand, again said, — * I take Heaven to witness the person is 
innocent/ 

“ The Comte de Sav^rne seemed to be about to speak. He 
lifted himself from the sand, supporting himself on ope arm : 
but all he said was, ‘ You, you — 'and a great issue of blood 
rushed from his throat, and he fell ba^^, and, with a few con- 
vulsions, died. 

(Signed) Marquis du Quesne Mej^nevilee,! 

Chef (TEncadre aux A rmees Navaki du Roy, 
“CoMPTE PE BeHIGNY, * 

“ Brigadier de Cavaleriey 

SURGEON'S REPORT. 

“ I, Jean Baptiste Drouot, Surgeon-Major of the Regiment 
Royal Cravate, in garrison at Boulogne-sur-Mer, certify that I 
was present at the meeting which ended so lamentably. The 
death of the gentleman who succumbed was immediy^ ; the 
ball, passing to the right of the middle of tlie breastbone, pene- 
trated the lung and the large artery supplying it with blood, 
and caused death by immediate suffocation." 



CHAPTER. IV. 


OUT OF THE DEPTHS. 

That last night which he wa^ to pass u].)on earth, 
M. de Saverne spent in a little tavern in Winchelsea, 
frerjiiented by fishing people, and known to Bidois, 
who, even during the war, was in the constant habit 
of coming to England upon errands in which Mons. 
Grandpapa was very much interested — precentor, 
eldei\ perrnquier as he was. 

Tift Comte de Saverne had had some talk with tlie 
fisherman during the voyage from Boulogne, and more 
conversation took place on this last night, when the 
Count took Bidois partly into his confidence : and, 
witliout mentioning the precise cause of his cparrel 
with M. de la Motte, said that it was inevitable ; that 
the man was a villain who ought not to be allowed to 
])ollute the earth ; and that no criminal was ever more 
righteously executed than tliis Chevalier would be on 
th(i morrow, when it was agreed that the two were to 
meet. 

The meeting would have taken place on that very 
night, but M. de la Motte demanded, as indeed he had 
a right to do, some hours for the settlement of his own 
affairs; and preferred to fight on French ground 
rather than English, as the survivor of the (piarnd 
would be likely to meet with very rough treatment in 
this country. 

La Motte betook himself then to arranging his pa^ 
pers. As for the Comte de Saverne, he said all his dis^ 
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positions were made A dowry — that which his wife 
brought — would go to her child. His own property 
was devised to his own relations, and he could give 
the child notliing. He had only a few pieces in his 
purse, and, Tenez,''^ says he, “ this watch. Should 
anything befall me, I desire it may be given to the 
little boy who saved my — that is, her child.’’ And 
the voice of M. le Comte broke as he said these words, 
and the tears ran over his fingers. And the sedman 
wept too, as he told the story to me years after, nor 
were some of mine wanting, I think, for that poor 
heart-broken, wretched man, writhing in helpless 
agony, as the hungry sand drank his blood. As- 
suredly, the guilt of that blood was on thy head, 
Francis de la Motte. 

The watch is ticking on the table before me as I 
write. It has be(m my companion for half a century. 
I remember my childish delight when Bidois brought 
it to me, and told my mother the tale of the meeting 
of the two gentlemen. 

“You see her condition,” M. de la Motte said to my 
mother at this time. “ We are separated fotever, as 
hopelessly as though one or other were dead. My 
hand slew her husband. Perhaps my fault destroyed 
her reason. I transmit misfortunes to those T love 
and would serve. Shall I marry her ? I will if you 
think I can serve her. As long as a guinea remains 
to me, 1 will halve it with her. I have but very few 
left now. My fortune has crumbled under my hands, 
as have my frieii(lshij)s, my once bright prospects, my 
ambitions, I am a doomed man : somehow I drag 
down those who love me into my doom.” 

And so indeed there was a Cain rnavk^ as it were, 
on this unhappy man. He did bring wreck and ruin 
on those who loved him. He was as a lost soul, I 
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somehow think, whose tortures had begun already. 
Predestined to evil, to crime, to gloom ; but now and 
again some one took pity upon this poor wretcli, and 
amongst those who pitied him was my stern mother. 

And here I may relate how it happened that I 

saved” the child, for which act poor M. de Saverne 
rewarded me. Bidois no doubt told that story to M. 
le Comte in the course of their gloomy voyage. Mrs. 
Martha, the Countess’s attendajit, had received or 
taken leave of absence one night, after putting the 
child and the poor lady, who was no better than a 
child, to bed. I went to my bed, ^ and to sleep as boys 
sleep ; and I forget what business called away my 
mother likewise, but when she came back to look for 
her poor Biche and the infant in its ci’adle — both 
were gone. 

I have seen the incomparable Siddons, in the play- 
as, white and terrificul, she passed through the dark- 
ened hall after King Duncan’s murder. My mother’s 
face wore a look of terror to the full as tragical; 
when, starting up from my boyish sleep, I sat up in 
my bed and saw- her. She was almost besides herself 
with terror.' The poor insane lady and her child 
were gone — who could say where ? Into the marshes 
— into the sea — into the darkness — it was impos- 
sible to say w-hither the Countess had fled. 

“We must get up, my boy, and find them,” says 
Mother, in a hoarse voice; and I was sent over to Mr, 
Bliss’s the groe.er, in East Street, where the Chevalier 
lived, and where T found him sitting (with twopriests- 
by the way, guests, no doubt, of Mr. AVestpn, at the 
Priory), and all these?, and Mother, on her sid(^, with 
me following her, went out to look for the fugitives. 

We went by pairs, taking different roads. Mother’s 
was the right one as it appeared, for wo liad not 
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walked many minutes, when we saw a white figure 
ontning towards us, glimmering out of tile dark, and 
heard a voice singing. 

^^Ah, mon DieuI’’ says Mother, and ‘‘Gott sey 
dank,^’ and I know not what exclamations of grati- 
tude and relief. It was the voice of the Countess. 

As we came up, she knew us with our lights and 
began to imitate, in her crazy way, the cry o| the 
Watchman, whom the poor sleepless Soul had often 
heard Under the windows. Past twelve o^clock, a 
starlight night ! ’’ she sang, and gave one of her sad 
laughs. 

When we came up to her we found her in a white 
wrapper, her hair flowing down her back and over 
her poor pale face, and again she sang, Fast twelve 
o’clock.” 

The child was not With her. Mother trembled in 
every limb. The lantern shook so in her hand I 
thought she would drop it. 

She put it down on the ground. She took her 
shawl off her back, and covered the poor lady with it, 
who smiled in her childish way, and said, “ C’est bon ; 
o’est chaud 9a ; ah I que c’est bien ! ” 

As I chanced to look down at the lady’s feet, 1 saw 
one of them was naked. Mother, herself in a dreadful 
agitation, embraced and soothed Madame de BaVerne. 

Tell me, my angel, tell me, my love, where is the 
child ? ” says Mother, almost fainting. 

“The child, what child? That little brat wlio 
always cries ? I know nothing about children,” says 
the poor tiling. “ Take me to my bed this moment, 
Madam I How dare you bring me into the streets 
with naked feet ! ” 

“ Where have you been walking, my dear ? ” says 
poor Mother, trying to soothe her. 



DENIS DUVAL. 




I have been to Grfeat Saverne. I ^^ore a domino. 
I knew the Coachman quite well, though lie wag 
muffled up all but his nose. I was presented to 
Monseigneur le Cardinal. I made him SUch a curtsy 
— like this. Oh, my foot hurts me ! 

She often rambled about this ball and play, and 
hummed snatches of tunes and little phrases of dia- 
logue, which she may have heard there. Indeed, I 
believe it was the only play ami ball the poor thing 
ever saw in her life ; her brief life, her wretched life. 
’Tis pitiful to think how unhappy it was. When I 
recall it, it tears my heart strings somehow, as It 
doth to see a child in pain. 

As she held up the iioor bleeding foot, I saw that the 
edge of her dress was all wet, and covered with sand. 

Mother, Mother ! ” said I, she has been to the 
sea ! ’’ 

Have you been to the sea, Clarisse ? ” asks 
mother. 

J^ii etc au bal : j^ai danse; j’ai chants. J^ai bien 
reconnu mon cocher. J’ai etc au bal chez le Cardinal. 
But you must not tell M. de Saverne. Oh, no, you 
]nust n’t teir him ! ” 

A sudden thought came to me. And, whenever I 
remember it, my heart is full of thankfulness to the 
gracious Giver of all good thoughts. Madanie, of 
whom I was not afraid, and who sometimes was 
amused by my prattle, would now and then take a 
walk accompanied by Martha her maid, who held the 
infant, and myself, who liked to draw it in its litthi 
carriage. We used to walk down to the. shore, and 
there was a rock there, on which the poor lady would 
sit for hours. 

“ You take her home. Mother,” says T, all in a 
tremble. Fou give me the lantern, and 1 ’ll go — 
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I '11 go " — I was off before I said where. Down I 
through Westgate ; down I ran along the road 
towards the place I guessed at. When I had gone a 
few hundred yards, I saw in the road something 
white. It was the Countess's slipper^ that she had 
left there. I knew she had gone that way. 

I got down to the shore, running, running with all 
my little might. The moon had risen by this time, 
shining gloriously over a great silver S(^a. A tidfe of 
silver was pouring in over the sand. Yonder was 
that rock where we often had sat. The infant was 
sleeping on it under the stars iineonscioiis. He, 
who loves little children, had watch(3d over it. I 
scarce can see the words as I write them down. My 
little baby was waking. She had known nothing 
of the awful sea coming nearer with each wave ; but 
slie knew me as I came, and smiled and warbled a 
little infant welcome. I took her up in my arms, 
and trotted home with my pretty burden. As I 
paced up the hill, M. de la Motte and one of the 
P^'cnch clergymen met me. By ones and twos the 
other searchers after my little wanderer came home 
from their (piest. She was laid in her little crib, and 
never knew, until years later, the danger from which 
she had been rescued. 

My adventures became known in our town, and I 
made some acquaintances who were very kind to me, 
and were the means of advancing me in after-life. I 
was too young to understand much what was happen- 
ing round about me ; but now, if the truth must be 
told, I must confess that old grandfather, besides his 
business of perruquier, which you will say is no very 
magnificent trade, followed others which were far 
less reputable. What do you say, for instance, of a 
church elder, who lends money a la petite semaine* 
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and at great interest ? The fishermen, the market- 
people, nay, one or two farmers and gentlemen round 
about, were beholden to Grandfather for suf)plies, and 
they came to him, to be shaved in more ways than 
one. No good came out of his gains, as I shall pres- 
ently tell : but meanwhile his hands were forever 
stretched out to claw other folks’ money towards 
himself ; and it must be owned that Madame sa hru 
loved a purse too, and was by no means scrupulous 
as to the way of filling it. Monsieur le Chevalier de 
la Motte was free-handed and grand in his manner. 
He paid a pension, I know not how much, for the 
maintenance of poor Madame de Saverne. He had 
brought her to the strait in which she was, poor 
thing. Had he not worked on her, she never would 
have left her religion ; she never would have fled from 
her husband : that fatal duel would iie^er have oc- 
curred : right or wrong, he was the cause of her ca- 
lamity, and he would make it as light as it might be. 
I know how, for years, extravagant and embarrassed as 
he was, he yet supplied means for handsomely main- 
taining the little Agnes when she was presently left an 
orphan in the world, when mother and father both 
were dead, and her relatives at home disowned her. 

The ladies of Barr, Agnes’s aunts, totally denied 
that the infant was their brother’s child, and refused 
any contribution towards her maintenance. Her 
mother’s family equally disavowed her. They liad 
been taught the same story, and I suppose we believe 
willingly enough what we wish to believe. The poor 
lady was guilty. Her child had been born in her 
husband’s absence. When his return was announced, 
she fled from her home, not daring to face him ; and 
the unhappy Comte de Saverne died by the pistol of 
the man who had already robbed him of his honoiv 
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La Motte had to bear this obloquy, or only protest 
against it by letters from England. He could not go 
over to Lorraine, where he was plunged in debt. 

At least, Duval,” said he to me, when I shook hands 
with him, and with all my heart forgave him, ^^mad, 
and reckless as I have been, and fatal to all whom I 
loved j I have never allowed the child to want, and 
have supported her in comfort, when I was myself 
almost without a meal.” A bad mail, no doubt# this 
was ; and yet not utterly wicked : a great criminal 
who paid an awful penalty. Let us be humble, who 
have erred too ; and thankful, if we have a hope that 
we have found mercy. 

I believe it was some braggart letter, which La 
Motte wrote to a comrade in M. de Vaux^s camp, and 
in which he boasted of making the conversion of a 
petite Protestant e at Strasbourg, which came to the 
knowledge of i)oor M. de Saverne, hastened his re- 
turn home, and brought about this dreadful end. La 
Motte owned as much, indeed,- in the last interview 
I ever had with him. 

Who told Madame de Saverne of her husband^s 
death ? It was not for years after that I myself 
(unlucky chatterbox, whose tongue was always blab- 
bing) knew what had happened. My mother thought 
that she must have overheard Bidois the boatman, 
who told the whole story over his glass of Geneva 
in our parlor. The Countess’s chamber was over- 
head, and the door hd’t open. The poor thing used 
to be very angry at the notion of a locked door, and 
since that awful escapade to the sea-shore, my mother 
slept in her room, or a servant whom she liked pretty 
well supplied Mother’s place. 

In her condition tlie dreadful event affected her 
but little ; and we never knew that she was aware of 
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it until one evening when it happened that a neigh- 
bor, one of our French people of Rye, was talking 
over the tea-table, and telling us of a dreadful thing 
he had seen on Penenden Heath as he was coming 
home. He there saw a woman burned at the stake for 
the murder of her husband. The story is in the 
^^Gentleman’s Magazine ” for the year 1769, and that 
will settle pretty well the date of the evening when 
our^neighbor related the horribly tale to us. 

Poor Madame de Saverne (wlio had a very grand 
air, and was perfectly like a lady) said quite simply, 
“In this case, my good Ursula, I shall be burned too. 
For y6u know I was the cause of my husband being 
killed. M. le Chevalier went and killed him in Cor- 
sica.” And she looked round with a little smile, and 
nodded ; and arranged her white dress with her slim 
hot hands. 

When the poor thing spoke, the Chevalier sank 
back as if he had been shot himself. 

“ Good-night, neighbor Marion,” groans Mother ; 
“she is very bad to-night. Come to bed, my dear, 
come to bed.” And the poor thing followed Mother, 
curtsying very finely to the company, and saying, 
quite softly, “ Oat, out, out, they will burn me ; they 
will burn me.” 

This idea seized upon her mind and never left it. 
Madame la Comtesse passed a night of great agita- 
tion ; talking incessantly. Mother and her maid 
were up with her all night. All night long we could 
hear her songs, her screams, her terrible laughter. 
Oh, pitiful was thy lot in this world, poor guiltless, 
harmless lady. In thy brief years, how little happi- 
ness ! For thy marriage portion only gloom, and ter- 
ror, and submission, and captivity. The awful Will 
above us ruled it so. Poor frightened spirit I it has 
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woke under serener skies now, and passed out of 
reach of our terrors, and temptations, and troubles. 

At my early age I could only be expected to obey 
my elders and parents, and to consider all things were 
right which were done round about me. Mother’s 
cuffs on the head I received without malice, and if 
the truth must be owned, had not seldom to submit 
to the major operation which my grandfather usefi. to 
perform with a certain rod which he kept in a locked 
cupboard, and accompany with long wearisome ser- 
mons between each cut or two of his favorite instru- 
ment. These good people, as I gradually began to 
learn, bore but an indifferent reputation in the town 
which they inhabited, and were neither liked by the 
French of their own colony, nor by the English among 
whom we dwelt. Of course, being a simple little fel- 
low, I honored my father and mother as became me — 
my grandfather and mother, that is — father being 
dead some years. 

Grandfather, 1 knew, had a share in a fishing-boat, 
as numbers of people had, both at Eye and Winchel- 
sea. Stokes, our fisherman, took me out once or 
twice, and I liked the sport very much : but. it ap- 
peared that I ought to have said nothing about the 
boat and the fishing — for one night when we pulltMl 
out only a short way beyond a rock which we used to 
call the Bull Kock, from a pair of horns which stuck 
out of the water, and there were hailed by my old friend 
Bidois, who had come from l^oulogne in his lugger ; 
and then — Well then, T was going to explain the 
whole matter artlessly to one of our neighbors who 
happened to step in to su])per, when Grandpapa (who 
liad made a grace of five minutes long before taking 
the dish-cover off) fetched me a slaj) across the face 
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which sent me reeling off my perch. And the Cheva- 
lier, who was supping with us, only laughed at my 
misfortune. 

This being laughed at somehow affected me more 
than the blows, I was used to those, from Grand- 
father and Mother too*; but when people once had 
been kind to me I could not bear a different behavior 
from them. And this gentleman certainly was. lie 
improved my French very mucl^ and used to laugh at 
my blunders and bad ju’onuiiciation. He took a good 
deal of pains with me when I was at home, and made 
me speak French like a little gentleman. 

In a very brief time he learned English himself, 
with a droll accent to be sure, but so as to express 
himself quite intelligibly. His head-quarters were at 
Winchelsea, though he would frequently be away at 
Deal, Dover, Canterbury, even London. He paid 
Mother a pension for little Agnes, who grew apace, 
and was the most winning child I ever set eyes on. 
I remember, as well as yesterday, the black dress 
which was made for her after her poor mother’s 
death, her pale cheeks, and the great solemn eyes 
gazing out’ from under the black curling ringlets 
which fell over her forehead and face. 

Why do I make zigzag journeys ? ’T is the privi- 
lege of old age to be garrulous, and its happiness to 
remember early days. As I sink back in my arm- 
chair, safe and sheltered tot dlscrmlna, and hap- 
pier than it has been the lot of most fellow-sinners to 
be, the past comes back to me — the stormy past, the 
strange unhappy yet happy past — and I look at it 
scared and astonished sometimes ; as huntsmen look 
at the gaps and ditches over which they have leaped, 
and wonder how they are alive. 

My good fortune in rescuing that little darling child 
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caused the Chevalier to be very kind to me ; and 
when he was with us, I used to hang on to the skirts 
of his coat, and prattle for hours together, quite los- 
ing all fear of him. Except my kind nainesake, the 
captain and admiral, this was the fifst gentlemian I 
ever met in intimacy — a gentleman with many a 
stain, nay crime to rej^roach him ; but not all lost, I 
hope and pray. I own to having a kindly feeling 
towards that fatal man. I see myself a child ])rat- 
tling at his coat-skirts, and trotting along our roads 
and marshes with him. I see him with his sad pale 
face — and a kind of hlighting look he had — looking 
at that unconscious lady, at that little baby. My 
friends the Neapolitans would have called his an evil 
eye, and exorcised it accordingly. A favorite walk 
we had was to a house about a mile out of Winchelsea, 
where a grazing farmer lived. My delight then was 
to see not his cattle, but his pigeons, of which he had 
a good stock, of croppers, pouters, runts, and turbits ; 
and amongst these I was told there were a sort of ])ig- 
eons called carriers, which would fly for prodigious 
distances, returning from the place to which they were 
taken though it were ever so distant, to that where 
they lived and were bred. 

Whilst I was' at Mr. Perreau’s, one of these pigeons 
actually came in flying from the sea, as it appeared 
to me : and Perreau looked at it, and fondled it, and 
said to the Chevalier, ‘‘ There is nothing. It is to be 
at the old place. On which M. le Chevalier only 
said, C’est bien ; ’’ and as we walked away told me 
all he knew about pigeons, which I dare say was no 
great knowledge. 

Why did he say there was nothing ? I asked in 
the innocence of my prattle. The Chevalier told me 
that these birds sometimes brought messages, written 
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on a little paper, and tied under their wings, and that 
Perreau said there was nothing because ; there was 
nothing. 

Oh, then ! he sometimes does have messages with 
his birds ? ” 

The Chevalier shrugged his shoulder, and took a 
great pinch out of his fine snuff-box. ^^What did 
pap% Duval do to you the other day when you began 
to talk too fast ? ” says he. Le^Urn to hold thy little 
tongue, Denis, mon gargon. If thou livest a little 
longer, and tellest all thou seest, the Lord help thee ! 
And I sup230se our conversation ended here, and he 
strode home, and I trotted after him. 

I narrate these things occurring in childhood by the 
help of one or two marks which have been left behind 

as the ingenious boy found his way home by the 
pebbles which he dro])ped along his line of march. 
Thus I hap2)en to know the year when poor Madame 
de Saverne must have been ill, by referring to the date 
of the execution of the woman whom our neighbor 
saw burned on Penenden Heath. Was it days, was 
it weeks after this that Madame de Saverne’s illness 
ended as all our illnesses will end one day ? 

During the whole course of her illness, whatever its 
length may have been, those priests from Slindon (or 
from Mr. Weston’s the Popish gentleman’s at the 
Priory) were constantly in our house, and I suppose 
created a great scandal among the Protestants of the 
town. M. de la Motte showed an extraordinary zeal 
in this business ; and, sinner as he was, certainly was 
a most devout sinner, according to his persuasion. I 
do not remember, or was not cognizant, when the end 
came ; but I remember my astonishment as, passing 
by her open chamber door, I saw candles lighted 
before her bed, and some of those clergy watching 
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there, and the Chevalier de la Motte kneeling in the 
passage in an attitude of deep contrition and grief. 

On that last day there was, as it appeared, a great 
noise and disturbance round our house. The people 
took offence at the perpetual coming in and out of the 
priest ; and on the very night when the coffin was to 
be taken from our house, and the clergymen were per- 
forming the last services there, the windows o:{ the 
room, where the poor* lady lay, were broken in by a 
great volley of stones, and a roaring mob shouting, 
^^No Popery, down with priests !” 

Grandfather lost all courage at these threatening 
demonstrations, and screamed out at his hnc for bring- 
ing all this persecution and danger upon him. Silenc®, 
miserable 1 says she. “Go sit in the back kitchen 
and count your money-bags 1 ” at least, did not 

lose her courage. 

M. de la Motte, though not frightened, was much 
"disturbed. The matter might be very serious. I did 
not know at the time how furiously angry our towns- 
people were with my parents for harboring a Papist. 
Had they known that the lady was a converted Prot- 
estant, they would, doubtless, have been more violent 
still. 

We were in a manner besieged in our house ; the 
garrison being — the two priests in much terror ; my 
grandfather, under the bed for what I know, or some- 
where where he would be equally serviceable ; my 
mother and the Chevalier, with their wits about them ; 
and little Denis Duval, no doubt very much in the way. 
When the poor lady died it was thought advisable to 
send her little girl out of the way; and Mrs. Weston 
at the Priory took her in, who belonged, as has before 
been said, to the ancient faith. 

We looked out with no little alarm for the time 
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when the hearse should come to take the poor lady’s 
body away ; for the people would not leave the street, 
and barricaded either end of it, having perpetrated no 
actual violence beyond the smashing of the windows 
as yet, but ready no doubt for more mischief. 

Calling me to him, M. de la Motte said, Denis, 
thou re member est about the carrier pigeon the other 
day with nothing under his wing ? ” I remembered, 
of course. ^ 

^^Thou shalt be my carrier pigeon. Thou shalt 
carry no letter but a message. I can trust thee now 
with a secret.” And I kept it, and will tell it now 
that the people are quite out of danger from that 
jpiece of intelligence, as I can promise you. 

^‘You know Mr. Weston’s house?” Know the 
house where Agnes was — the best house in the 
town? Of course I did. He named eight or ten 
houses besides Weston’s at which I was to go and 
say, The mackerel are coming in. Come as many 
of you as can.” And I went to the houses, and said 
the words ; and when the people said, Where ? ” I 
said, “ Opposite our house,” and so went on. 

The last and handsomest house (I had never been 
in it before) was Mr. Weston’s, at the Priory : and 
there T went and called to see him. And I remember 
Mrs. Weston was walking up and down a gallery 
over the hall with a little crying child who would not 
go to sleep. 

Agnes, Agnes !” says I, and that baby was quiet 
in a minute, smiling, and crowing, and flinging out 
her arms. Indeed, mine was the first name she could 
speak. 

The gentlemen came out of their parlor, where they 
were over their pipes, and asked me, surlily enough, 
What I wanted.” I said, The mackerel were 
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out, and the crews were wanted before Peter DuvaUs, 
the barber’s/’ And one of them, with a scowl on his 
face, and an oath, said they would be there, and shut 
the door in my face. 

As I went away from the Priory, and crossed the 
churchyard by the Ilectory gate, who should come up 
but Dr. Barnard in his gig, with lamps lighted j 
and I always saluted him after he had been so Ijind 
to me, and had given me the books and the cake. 
“ What,” says he, my little shrimper ! Have you 
fetched any fish off the rocks to-night ? ” 

‘‘Oh, no, sir!” says 1. “I have been taking 
messages all round.” 

“ And what message, my boy ? ” 

1 told him the message about the mackerel, etc. ; 
but added that I must not tell the names, for the 
Chevalier had desired me not to mention them. And 
then I went on to tell how there was a great crowd in 
the street, and that they were breaking windows at 
our house. 

“Breaking windows? What for?” I told him 
what had happened. “Take Dolly to the stables. 
Don’t say anything to your mistress, Samuel, and 
come along with me, my little shrimper,” says the 
Doctor. He was a very tall man in a great wliite 
wig. 1 see him now skipping over the tombstones, 
by the great ivy tower of the church, and so through 
the cliurchyavd gate towards our house. 

The hearse had arrived by this time. The crowd 
had increased, and there was much disturbance and 
agitation. As soon as the hearse came, a yell rose up 
from the people. “ Silence, shame ! Hold your 
tongue ! Let the poor woman go in quiet,” a few 
peo])le said. These were the men of the mackerel 
f^herf/ ; whom the Weston gentleman presently joined. 
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But the fishermen were a small crowd ; the towns- 
people were many and very angry. As we passed by 
the end of Port Street (where our house was) we 
could see the people crowding at either end of the 
street, and in the midst the great hearse with its 
black plumes before our door. 

. It was impossible that the hearse could pass 
through the crowd at either end of the street, if the 
peopfe were determined to bar the way. I went in, 
as I had come, by the back gate of the garden, where 
the lane was still quite solitary. Dr. Barnard follow- 
ing me. We were awfully scared as we passed 
through the back kitchen (where the oven and boiler 
i^ by the sight of an individual who suddenly leaped 
out of the copper, and who cried out, 0 mercy, 
mercy, save me from the wicked men ! This was 
my grandpapa, and, with all respect for grandpapas 
(l)eing of their age and standing myself now), I can- 
not but own that mine on this occasion cut rather a 
pitiful figure. 

Save my house ! Save my property ! ” shouts my 
ancestor, and the Doctor turns away from him scorn- 
fully, and passes on. 

In the passage out of this back kitchen we met 
Monsieur de la Motte, who says, “Ah, c’est toi, mon 
gar^on. Thoii hast been on thy errands. Our people 
are well there ! and he makes a bow to the Doctor, 
who came in with me, and who replied by a salutation 
equally stiff. M. de la Motte, reconnoitring from the 
upper room, had, no doubt, seen his people arrive. 
As I looked towards him I remarked that he was 
armed. He had a belt with pistols in it, and a sword 
by his side. 

In the back room were the two Roman Catholic 
clergymen, and four men who had come with the 
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hearse. They had been fiercely assailed as they en- 
tered the house with curses, shouts, hustling, and I 
believe even sticks and stones. My mother was serv- 
ing them with brandy when we came in. She was 
astonished when she saw the rector make his appear- 
ance in our house. There was no love between his 
reverence and our family. 

He made a very grand obeisance to the Koman 
Catholic clergyman. '^Gentlemen,” said he, ^^as rec- 
tor of this parish, and magistrate of the county, I 
have come to keep the peace : and if there is any 
danger, to share it with you. The lady will be buried 
in the old churchyard, I hear. Mr. Trestles, are you 
ready to move ? 

The men said they would be prepared immediately, 
and went to bring down their melancholy burden. 

Open the door, you ! ’’ says the Doctor. The people 
within shrank back. I will do it/’ says my mother. 

Et moi, parbleu ! ” says the Chevalier advancing, 
his hand on his hilt. 

I think, sir, I shall be more serviceable than you,” 
says the Doctor, very coldly. ‘‘If these gentlemen, 
my confreres, are ready, we will go out ; I will go first 
as rector of this parish.” And Mother drew the bolts, 
and he walked out and took off his hat. 

A Babel roar of yells, shouts, curses, came pouring 
into the hall as the door opened, and the Doctor re- 
mained on the seeps, bareheaded and undaunted. 

“ How many of my parishioners are here ? Stand 
aside all who come to my church ! ” he called out 
very bold. 

At this arose immense roars of “No Popery ! down 
with the priests ! down with them ! drown them ! ” 
and I know not what more words of hatred and 


menace. 
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You men of the French church/’ shouted out the 
Doctor, are you here ? ’’ 

We are here ! Down with Popery ! roar the 
Frenchmen. 

Because you were persecuted a hundred years ago, 
you want to persecute m your turn. Is that what 
your Bible teaches you ? Mine does n’t. When your 
church wanted repair, I gave you my nave where you 
had your service, and were welcom^. Is this the way 
you repay kindness which has been shown to you, 
you who ought to know better ? For shame on you ! 
T say for shame ! Don’t try and frighten me. Roger 
Hooker, I know you, you poaching vagabond ; who 
kept your wife and children when you were at Lewes 
Jail ? How dare yotc be persecuting anybody, Thomas 
Flint ? As sure as my name is Barnard, if you stop 
this procession, I will commit you to-morrow.” 

Here was a cry of Huzzay for the Doctor ! huzzay 
for the Rector ! ” which I am afraid came from the 
mackerels, who were assembled by this time, and were 
7iot mum as fish generally are. 

Now, gentlemen, advance, if you please ! ” Tliis 
he said to the two foreign clergymen, who came for- 
ward courageously enough, the Chevalier de la Motte 
walking behind them. ‘^Listen, you friends and 
parishioners. Churchmen and Dissenters ! These two 
foreign dissenting clergymen are going to bury, in 
a neighboring churchyard, a departed sister, as 
you foreign dissenters have buried your own dead 
without harm or hindrance ; and I will accompany 
these gentlemen to the grave prepared for the deceased 
lady, and I will see her laid in peace there, as surely 
as I hope myself to lie in peace.” 

Here the people shouted ; but it was with admira- 
tion for the Rector. There was no outcry any mora 
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The little procession fell into an orderly rank, passed 
through the streets, and round the Protestant church 
to the ‘old burying-ground behind the house of the 
Priory. The Rector walked between the two Roman 
Catholic clergymen. I imagine the scene before me 
now — the tramp of the people, the flicker of a torch 
or two ; and then we go in at the gate of the Priory 
ground into the old graveyard of the monastery, 
where a grave had been dug, on which the ston# still 
tells that Clarissa, born de Viomesnil, and widow of 
Francis Stanislas Count of Saverne and Barr in Lor- 
raine, lies buried beneath. 

When the service was ended, the Chevalier de la 
Motte ( by whose side I stood, holding by his cloak ) 
came up to the Doctor. Monsieur le Docteur,’’ says 
he, ^^you have acted like a gallant man; you have 
prevented bloodshed — ’’ 

I am fortunate, sir,’’ says the Doctor. 

^^You have saved the lives of these two worthy 
ecclesiastics, and rescued from insult the remains of 
one — 

Of whom I know the sad history,” says the Doc- 
tor, very gravely. 

I am not rich, but will you permit me to give this 
purse for your poor ? ” 

Sir, it is my duty to accept it,” replied the Doctor. 
The purse contained a hundred louis, as he afterwards 
told me. 

And may I ask to take your hand, sir ? ” cries the 
poor Chevalier, clasping his own together. 

No, sir ! ” said the Doctor, putting his own 
hands behind his back. ‘‘Your hands have that on 
them which the gift of a few guineas cannot wash 
away.” The Doctor spoke very good French. “ My 
child, good-night ; and the best thing I can wish 
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thee is to wish thee out of the hands of that 
man/^ 

Monsieur ! ’’ says the Chevalier, laying his hand 
on his sword mechanically. 

I think, sir, the last time it was with the pistol 
you showed your skill ! V says Dr. Barnard, and went 
in at his own wicket as he spoke, leaving poor La 
Motte like a man who has just been struck with a 
bio#; and then he fell to weepjng and crying that 
the curse — the curse of Cain was upon him. 

My good boy,’’ the old Eector said to me in after 
days, while talking over these adventures, thy 
friend the Chevalier was theanost infernal scoundrel 
I ever set eyes on, and I never looked at his foot 
without expecting to see it was cloven.” 

‘^ And could he tell me anything about the poor 
Countess ? ” I asked. He knew nothing. He saw 
her but once, he thought. And faith,” says he, with 
an arch look, it so hap])ened that I was not too inti- 
mate with your own worthy family.” 



CHAPTER V. 


I HEAR THE SOUND OF BOW BELLS. 

Whatever may have been the Rector^s disliki^ to 
my parents, in respect to us juniors and my dear 
little Agnes de Saverne he had no such prejudices, 
and both of us were great favorites with him. He 
considered himself to be a man entirely without prej- 
udices ; and towards Roman Catholics he certainly 
was most liberal. He sent his wife to see Mrs. 
Weston, and an * acquaintance was made between the 
families, who had scarcely known each other before. 
Little Agnes was constantly with these Westons, 
with whom the Chevalier de la Motte also became 
intimate. Indeed, we have seen that he must have 
known them already, when he sent me on the famous 
mackerel ” message which brought together a score 
at least of townspeople. T remember Mrs. Weston 
as a frightened-looking woman, who seemed as if she 
had a ghost constantly before her. Frightened, how- 
ever, or not, she was always kind to my little Agnes. 

The younger of the Weston brothers (he who swore 
at me the night of the burial) was a red-eyed, pimple- 
faced, cock-fighting gentleman forever on the trot, 
and known, I dare say not very favorably, all the 
country round. They were said to be gentlemen of 
good private means. They lived in a pretty genteel 
way, with a post-chaise for the lady, and excellent 
nags to ride. They saw very little company; but 
this may have been because they were Roman Cath- 



DENIS DUVAL. 


87 


olics, of whom' there were not many in the county, 
except at Arundel and Slindon, where the lords and 
ladies were of too great quality to associate with a 
pair of mere fox-hunting, horse-dealing squires. M. de 
la Motte, who was quite the fine gentleman, as I have 
said, associated with these people freely enough ; but 
then he had interests in common with them, which 
I began to understand Avhen I was some ten or a 
dozen years old, and used to go to^see my little Agnes 
at tlie Priory. She was growing apace to be a fine 
lady. She had dancing-masters, music-masters, lan- 
guage-masters (those for(ngn tonsured gentry who 
were always about the Priory), and was so tall that 
Mother talked of putting powder in her hair. Ah, 
belle dame! another hand hath since whitened it, 
tliough I love it ebony or silver ! 

I continued at Rye School, boarding with Mr. 
Rudge and his drain-drinking daughter, and got a 
pretty fair smattering of such learning as was to be 
had at the school. I had a fancy to go to sea, but 
Dr. Rarnard was strong against that wish of mine : 
unless indeed I should go out of Rye and Winchelsea 
altogether — get into a king’s ship, and perhaps on 
tlie quarterdeck, under the patronage of iny friend 
Sir Pete]’ Dennis, who ever continued to be kind 
to me. 

Every Saturday night I trudged home from Rye, as 
gay as schoolboy could be. After Madame de Sa- 
verne’s death the Chevalier de la Motte took our 
lodgings on the first floor. He was of an active dis- 
position, and found business in plenty to occupy him. 
He would be absent from his lodgings for weeks and 
months. He made journeys on horseback into the 
interior of the country ; went to London often ; and 
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sometimes abroad with our fishermen’s boats. As I 
have said, he learned our language well, and taught 
me his. Mother’s German was better than her 
French, and my book for reading the German was 
Doctor Luther’s Bible ; indeed, that very volume in 
which poor M. de Saverne wrote down his prayer for 
the child whom he was to see only twice in this 
world. 

Though Agnes’s little chamber was always ready at 
our house, where she was treated like a little lady, 
having a servant specially attached to her, and all the 
'world to spoil her, she passed a great deal of time 
with Mrs. Weston, of the Priory, who took a great 
affection for the child even before she lost her own 
daughter. I have said that good masters were here 
found for her. She learned to speak English as a 
native, of course, and French and music from the 
Fathers who always were about the house. Whatever 
the child’s expenses or wants were, M. de la Motte 
generously defrayed them. After his journeys he 
would bring her back toys, sweetmeats, knick-knacks 
fit for a little duchess. She lorded it over great and 
small in the Priory, in the Perruquery, as we may call 
my mother’s house, ay, and in the Rectory too, where 
Dr. [Ind Mrs. Barnard were her very humble servants> 
like all the rest of us. 

And here I may as well tell you that I was made to 
become a member of the Church of England, because 
Mother took huff at our French Protestants, who 
would continue persecuting her for harboring the Pa- 
pists, and insisted that between the late poor Countess 
and the Chevalier there had been an unlawful inti- 
macy. M. Borel, our pastor, preached at poor mother 
several times, she said. I did not understand his in- 
nuendoes, being a simple child, I fear not caring much 
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foi' semons In those days. Fot Grandpapa’s I know 
I did not ; he used to give us half an hour at morning, 
and half an hour at evening. I could not help think*^ 
ing of Grandfather skipping out of the copper, and 
calling on tis to spare his life on the day of the funeral ; 
and his preaching went in at one ear and out at 
t ’other. One day — apropos of some pomatum which a 
customer wanted to buy, and which I knew Mother 
made with lard and bergamot he^;iself— I heard him 
tell such a fib tg a customer^ that somehow I never 
could respect the old man afterwards. He actually 
said the pomatum had just come to him from France di- 
rect from the Dauphin’s own hair^dresser : and our 
neighbor, I dare say, would have bought it, but I said, 

Oh, Grandpapa, you must mean some other poma- 
tum ! I saw Mother make this with her own hands.” 
Grandfather actually began to cry when I said this. 
He said I was being his death. He asked that some 
body should fetch him out and hang him that mo- 
ment. Why is there no bear, says he, to eat that 
little monster’s head oif and destroy that prodigy of 
crime ? Nay, I used to think I was a monster some- 
times : he would go on so fiercely about my wicked- 
ness and perverseness. 

Dr. Barnard was passing by our pole one day,' and 
our open door, when Grandfather was preaching 
Upon this sin of mine, with a straj) in one hand, lay- 
ing over my shoulders in the intervals of the dis- 
course* Down goes the strap in a minute, as the 
Doctor’s lean figure makes its appearance at the door ; 
and Grandfather begins to smirk and bow, and hope 
his reverence Vias well. My heart was full. 1 had 
had sermon in the morning, and sermon at night, and 
strapping every day that week ; and Heaven help me, 
I loathed that old man, and loathe him still. 
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How can T, sir,” says T, bursting out into a passion 
of tears — How can I honor my grandfather and 

mother if Grandfather tells such d lies as he 

does ? ” And T stamped with my feet, trembling with 
wrath and indignation at the disgrace put upon me. 
I then burst out with my story, which fchere was no 
controverting ; and I will say Grandfather looked at 
me as if he would kill me ; and I ended my tale sob- 
bing at the Doctor’s knees. * 

Listen, Mr. . Duval,” says Dr. Barnard, very 
sternly: “I know a great deal more than you think 
about you and your doings. My advice to you is to 
treat this child well, and to leave off some practices 
which will get you into trouble, as sure as your name 
is what it is. I know where your pigeons go to, and 
where they come from. And some day, when I have 
you in my justice-room, we shall see whether I will 
show you any more mercy then you have showm to 
this child. I know you to be — ” and the Doctor 
whispered something into Grandfather’s ears and 
stalked away. 

Can you guess by what name the Doctor called my 
grandfather ? If he calbnl him hypocrite, ma foi, he 
was not far wrong. But the truth is, he called him 
smuggler, and that was a name which fitted hundreds 
of people along our coast, I promise you. At Hythe, 
at Folkestone, at Dover, Deal, Sandwich, there were 
scores and scores of these gentry All the way to 
London they had depots, friends, and correspondents. 
Inland and along the Thames there were battles end- 
less between them and the revenue people. Our 
friends ‘^the mackerel,” who came put at Monsieur 
de la Motte’s summons, of course were of this calling. 
One day when he came home from one of his expedi- 
tions, I remember jumping forward to welcome him^ 
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for he was at one time very kind to me, and as I ran 
into his' arms he started back, and shrieked out an 
oath and a sacr6-hhm or two. He was wounded in the 
arm. There had been a regular battle at Deal between 
the dragoons and revenue officers on the one side, 
and the smugglers and their friends. Cavalry had 
charged cavalry, and Monsieur de la Motte (his smug- 
gling name, he told me afterwards, was Mr. l"aul, or 
Pole /had fought on the mackerel side. 

So were my gentlemen at the Pripry of the Mack- 
erel party. Why, I could name you great names of 
merchants and bankers at Canterbury, Dover, Roches- 
ter, who were engaged in this traffic. My grand- 
father, you see, howled with the wolves ; but then he 
used to wear a snug laml/s~skin over his wolfs hide. 
Ah, shall I thank Heaven, like the Pharisee, that I am 
not as those men are ? I hope there is no harm in 
being thankful that I have been brought out of temp- 
tation ; that I was not made a rogue at a child’s age ; 
and that I did not come to the gallows as a man. Such 
a fate has befallen more than one of the i:)recious 
friends of my youth, as I shall have to relate in due 
season. 

That habit I had of speaking out everything that 
was on my mind brought me, as a child, into innumer- 
able scrapes, but I do thankfully believe has preserved 
me from still greater. What could you do with a 
little chatterbox, who, when his grandfather offered 
to sell a pot of pomatum as your true Pommade de 
Cythere, must cry out, No, Grandpapa, Mother made 
it with marrow and bergamot ” ? If anything hap- 
pened which I was not to mention, I was sure to blun- 
der out some account of it. Good Dr. Barnard, and 
my patron Captain Denis (who was a great friend 
of our Rector), I suppose used to joke about this pro- 



l>i:NlS DUVAl. 


pensity of mine, and would laugh for ten minutes 
together, as I told my stories ; and I think the Doctor 
had a serious conversation with my mother on the 
matter ; for she said, He has reason. The boy shall 
not go any more. We will try and have one honest 
man in the family.” 

Go any more where ? Now I, will tell you (and I 
am much more ashamed of this than of the barber^s 
pole, Monsieur mon fils, that I can promise * you). 
When 1 was boarding at the grocer’s at Rye, 1 and 
other boys were constantly down at the water, and we 
learned to manage a boat pretty early. Rudge did not 
go out himself, being rheumatic and lazy, but his ap- 
prentice would be absent frequently all night ; and on 
more than one occasion I went out as odd boy in the 
boat to put my hand to anything. 

Those pigeons I spoke of anon came from Boulogne. 
When one arrived he brought a signal that our Bou- 
logne correspondent was on his way, and we might be 
on the look-out. The French boat would make for a 
point agreed upon, and we lie off until she came. We' 
took cargo from her : barrels without number, 1 re- 
member. Once we saw her chased away by a revenue- 
cutter. Once the same ship fired at us. I did not 
know what the balls were, which splashed close along- 
side of us ; but 1 remember the apprentice of Rudge’s 
(he used" to make love to Miss R., and married her 
afterwards) singing out, Lord, have mercy,” in an 
awful consternation, and the Chevalier crying out, 
‘^'Hold, your tongue, miserable ! You were never born 
to be drowned or shot.” He had some hesitation 
about taking me out on this expedition. He was em 
gaged in running smuggled goods, that is the fact ; 
and “ smuggler ” was the word which Doctor Barnard 
whispered in my grandfather^s ear. If we were hard 
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preseed at certe-in poipts whioh we knew, and could 
ascertain by cross-bearings which we took, we would 
sink our kegs till a more convenient time', and then 
return and. drag for them, and bring them up with line 
and grapnel, 

1 certainly behaved much better when we were fired 
at than that oaf of a }3evil, who lay howling his “ Lord, 
have mercy upon us,” at the bottom of the boat ; but 
sometiow the Chevalier discouraged my juvenile efforts 
in the smuggling line, from his fear of that unlucky 
tongue of mine, which would blab everything I knew. 
I may have been out a jishing half a dozen times in 
all; but especially after we had been fired at, La 
Motte was for leaving me at home. My mother was 
averse, too, to my becoming a seaman (a smuggler) 
by profession. Her aim was to make a gentleman of 
me, she said, and 1 am most unfeignedly thankful to 
her for keeping. me out of mischiefs way. Had I been 
permitted to herd along with the black sheep, Dr. 
Barnard would never have been so kind to me as he 
was ; and indeed that good man showed me the greatest 
favor. When I came home from school he would often 
have me to the Kectory, and hear me my lessons, and 
he was pleased to say 1 was a lively boy of good parts. 

The Doctor received rents for his college at Oxford, 
which has considerable property in these parts, and 
twice a year would go to London and pay the moneys 
over. In my boyish times these journeys to London 
were by no means without danger; and if you will 
take a Gentleman^s Magazine ” from the shelf you 
will find a highway robbery or two in every month\s 
chronicle. We boys at school were never tired of 
talking of highwaymen and their feats. As I often 
had to walk over to Rye from home of a night (so as 
to be in time for early mdrniiig school), I must needs 
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buy a little brass- barrelled pistol, with which I prac- 
tised in secret, and which 1 had to hide, lest Mother or 
Rudge, or the schoolmaster, should take it away from 
me. Once as I was talking with a schoolfellow, and 
vaporing about what we would do, were we attacked, I 
fired my pistol and shot away a piece of his coat. I 
might have hit his stomach, not his coat — Heaven be 
good to us ! — and this accident made me more care- 
ful in the use of my artillery. And now 1 used to 
practise with small shot instead of bullets, and pop at 
sparrows whenever 1 could get a chance. 

At Michaelmas, in the year 1770 (I promise you I 
remember the year), my dear and kind friend. Dr. 
Barnard, having to go to London with his rents, pro- 
posed to take me to London to see my other patron, 
Sir Peter Denis, between whom and the Doctor there 
was a great friendship; and it is to those dear friends 
that 1 owe the great good fortune which has befallen 
me in life. Indeed, when 1 think of what I might 
have been, and of what I have escaped, my heart is 
full of thankfulness for the great mercies which have 
fallen to my share. Well, at this happy and event- 
ful Michaelmas of 1770, Dr. Barnard says to me, 
“Denis, my child, if thy mother will grant leave, I 
have a mind to take thee to see thy godfather. Sir 
Peter Denis, in London. I am going up with iny 
rents, my neighbor Weston will share the horses 
with me, and thou shalt see the Tower and Mrs. 
Salmon\s wax-work before thou art a week older.” 

You may suppose that this proposition made Mas- 
ter Denis Duval jump for joy. Of course T had heard 
of London all my life, and talked with people wlui 
had been there, but that I should go myself to Ad- 
miral Sir Peter Denis’s house, and see the play, St. 
Paul’s and Mrs. Sabnon’s, here was a height of bliss 
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I never had hoped to atoin. I could not sleep for 
thinking of my pleasure ; 1 had some money, and I 
promised to buy as many toys for Agnes as the 
Chevalier used to bring her. My mother said I 
should go like a gentleman, and turned me out in a 
red waistcoat with plate buttons, a cock to my hat, 
and ruffles to my shirts. How I counted the hours 
of th^ night before our departure ! 1 was up before 

the dawn, packing my little valisp. I got my little 
brass-barrelled pocket-pistol, and I loaded it with 
shot. I put it away into my breast-pocket; and if 
we met with a highwayman I promised myself he 
should have my charge of lead in his face. The 
Doctor’s post-chaise was at his stables not very far 
from us. The stable lanterns were alight, and Brown, 
the Doctor’s man, cleaning the carriage, when Mr. 
Denis Duval comes up to the stable door, lugging his 
portmanteau after him through the twilight. Was 
ever daylight so long a-coming? Ah! There come 
the horses at last; the horses from the “King’s 
Head,” and old Pascoe, the one-eyed postilion. How 
well I remember the sound of their hoofs in that 
silent street !' I can tell everything that happened 
on that day; what we had for dinner — viz., veal 
cutlets and French beans, at Maidstone ; where we 
changed horses, and the color of the horses. “ Here, 
Brown! Here’s my portmanteau! I say, where 
shall I stow it ? ” My portmanteau was about as 
large as a good-sized apple-pier. I jump into the car- 
riage and we drive up to the Rectory : and I think 
the Doctor will never come out. There he is at last : 
with his mouth full of buttered toast, and I bob my 
head to him a hundred times out of the chaise win- 
dow. Then I must jump out, forsooth. “ Brown, 
shall 1 give you a hand with the luggage ?” says I, 
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and I dare say they all laugh. Well, I am so happy 
that anybody may laugh who likes. The Doctor 
comes out, his precious box under his arm. I see 
dear Mrs. Barnard’s great cap nodding at u^ out of 
the parlor window as we drive away from the Rec- 
tory door to stop a hundred yards farther on at the 
ih’iory. 

There at tlie parlor window stands my dea^ little 
Agnes, in a white frock, in a great cap with a blue 
ribbon and bow, and curls clustering over her face. 
I wish Sir Joshua Reynolds had painted thee in 
those days, my dear : but thou wert the veif image 
of one of his little ladies, that one who became Duch- 
ess of Buccleuch afterwards. There is ray Agnes, 
and now presently comes out Mr. Weston’s man and 
luggage, and it is fixed on the roof. Him, his mas- 
ter, Mr. George Weston, follows. This was the most 
good-natured of the two, and I shall never forget my 
sensation of delight, when I saw him bring out two 
holster-pistols, which he placed each in a pocket of 
the chaise. Is Tommy Chapman, the apothecary’s 
son of Westgate, alive yet, and does he remember my 
wagging my head to him as our chaise whirled by ? 
He was shaking a mat at the door of his father’s 
shop as my lordship accompanied by my noble friends 
passed by. 

First stage, Ham Street, “ The Bear.” A gray 
lurse and a bay to change, I remember them. Second 
stage, Ashford. Third stage .... I think I am asleep 
about the third stage : and no wonder, a poor little 
wretch who had been awake half the night before, 
and no doubt many nights previous, thinking of this 
wonderful journey. Forth stage, Maidstone, “ The 
Bell.” “ And here we will stop to dinner, Mastei 
Shrimpcatcher,” says the Doctor, and I jumped down 
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out of the carriage nothing loth. The Doctor fol- 
lowed with his box, of which he never lo^t sight. 

The Doctor liked his ease in his inn, and took 
sip of * punch go comfortably, that I for my part, 
thought he never would be gone. I was out in tho 
stables and looking at the horses, and talking to the 
ostler who was rubbing his nags down. I dare say I 
had ^peep into the kitchen, and at the pigeons in the 
inn yard, and at all things which were to be seen at 

The Bell,” while my two companions were still at 
their intermi^nable punch. It was an old-fashioned 
inn, wkh a gallery round the court-yard. Heaven 
bless us I Falstaff and Bardolph may have stopped 
there on the road to Gadshill. I was in the stable 
looking at the nags, when Mr. Weston comes out of 
the inn, looks round the court, opens the door of the 
post-chaise, takes out his pistols, looks at the priming, 
and puts them back again. Then we are off again, 
and time enough too. It seemed to me many hours 
since we had arrived at that creaking old Bell.” 
And away we go through Addington, Eynesford, by 
miles and miles of hop-gardens. I dare say I did not 
look at the prospect much, beautiful though it might 
be, my young eyes being for ever on the look-out for 
St. Paul’s and London. 

For a great part of the way Dr. Barnard and his 
companion had a fine controversy about their respec- 
tive religions, for which each was alike zealous. 
Nay : it may be the Rector invited Mr. Weston to take 
a place in his post-chaise in order to have this battle, 
for he never tired of arguing the question between 
the two churches. Towards the close of the day 
Master Denis Duval fell asleep on Dr. Barnard^s 
shoulder, and the good-natured clergyman did not 
disturb him. 
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1^,1 woke up with the sudden stoppage of the Car- 
lisle. The evening was falling. We were upon a 
lonely common, and a man on horseback was at the 
window of the post-chaise. 

Give us out that there box ! and your money ! 

[ heard him say in a very grulf voice. Oh heavens ! 
we were actually stopped by a highwayman ! It was 
delightful. j 

Mr. Weston jumped at his pistols very quick. 
Here \s our money, you scoundrel ! ” says he, and he 
fired point-blank at the rogue’s head. Confusion ! 
The pistol missed fire. He aimed the second, and 
again no report followed ! 

Some scoundrel has been tampering with these,” 
says Mr. Weston, aghast. 

Come,” says Captain Macheath, “ come, your — ” 
But the next word the fellow spoke was a frightful 
oath ; for I took out my little pistol, which was full 
of shot, and fired it into his face. The man reeled, 
and I thought would have fallen out of his saddle. 
The postilion, frightened no doubt, clapped spurs to 
his horse, and began to gallop. Sha n’t we stop and 
take that rascal, sir ? ” said I to the Doctor. On 
which Mr. Weston gave a peevish kind of push at me, 
and said, “No, no. It is getting quite dark. Let us 
push on.” And, indeed, the highwayman’s horse had 
taken fright, and we could see him galloping away 
across the common. 

I was so elated to think that I, a little boy, had 
shot a live highwayman, that I dare say I bragged 
outrageously of my action. We set down Mr. Weston 
at his inn in the Borough, and crossed London Bridge, 
and there I was in London at last. Yes, and that 
was the Monument, and then we came to the Ex- 
change, and yonder, yonder was St. Paul’s. We went 
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up Holborn, and so to Oririond Street, where iny 
patron lived in a noble mansion ; and where his wife, 
ray Lady Denis, received me with a great deal of 
kindness. You may be sure the battle with the high- 
wayman was fought over again, and I got due credit 
from myself and others for my gallantry. 

Sir Peter and his lady introduced me to a number 
of tl^eir acquaintances as the little bo}- who shot the 
highwayman. They received a great deal of com- 
pany, and I was frequently had in to their dessert. 
1 suppose I must own that my home was below in 
the housekeeper’s room with Mrs. Jellicoe ; but my 
lady took such a fancy to me that she continually had 
me up stairs, took me out driving in her chariot, or 
ordered one of the footmen to take me to the sights 
of the town, and sent me in his charge to the play. 
It was the last year Garrick performed ; and I saw 
him in the play of Macbeth, in a gold-laced blue coat, 
with scarlet plush waistcoat and breeches. Ormond 
Street, Bloomsbury, was on the outskirts of the town, 
then, with open country behind, stretching as far as 
Hampstead. Bedford House, north t)f Bloomsbury 
Square, with splendid gardens, was close by, and 
Montague House, where I saw stuffed camelopards, 
and all sorts of queer things from foreign countries. 
Then there were the Tower and the Waxwork, and 
Westminster Abbey, and Vauxhall. What a glorious 
week of pleasure it was ! At the week’s end the kind 
Doctor went home again, and all those dear kind peo- 
ple gave me presents, and cakes, and money, and 
spoilt the little boy who shot the highwayman. 

The affair was actually put into the newspapers, 
and who should come to hear of it but ray gracious 
Sovereign himself. One day. Sir Peter Denis took 
me tc) see Kew Gardens and the new Chinese pagoda 
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her Majesty had put up. Whilst walking here, and 
surveying this pretty place, I had the good fortune 
to see his M-j-sty, walking with our most gracious 
Qu — n, the Pr-nce of W — s, the Bishop of Osnahurf 
my namesake, and, I think, two, or it may be three, of 
the Princesses. Her M-j-sty knew Sir Peter from 
having sailed with him, saluted him very graciously, 
and engaged him in conversation. And the Best of 
Monarchs, looking towards his humblest subject and 
servant, said, What, what ? Little boy shot the 
highwayman. Shot him in the face. Shot him in 
the face ! ” On which the youthful Pr-nces graciously 
looked towards me, and the King asking Sir Peter 
what my profession was to be, the admiral said I 
hoped to be a sailor and serve his Majesty. 

I promise you I was a mighty grand personage 
when I went home ; and both at Rye and Winchelsea 
scores of people asked me what the King said. On 
our return, we heard of an accident which had hap- 
pened to Mr. Joseph Weston, which ended most 
unhappily for that gentleman. On the very day 
when we set o^it for London he went out shooting — 
a sport of which he was very fond ; but in climbing a 
hedge, and dragging his gun incautiously after him, 
the lock caught in a twig, and the piece discharged 
itself into the poor gentleman’s face, lodging a num- 
ber of shot into his left cheek, and into his eye, of 
which he lost the sight, after suffering much pain 
and torture. 

Bless my soul ! A charge of small shot in his 
face ! What an extraordinary thing ! ” cries Dr. Bar- 
nard, who came down to see Mother and Grandfather 
the day after our return home. Mrs. Barnard had 
told him of the accident at supper on the night 
previous. Had he been shot or shot some one him- 
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self, the Doctor could scarce have looked more scared. 
He put me in mind of Mr. Garrick, whom I had just 
seen at the playhouse, London, when he comes out 
after murdering the King. 

You look, Docteiir, as if you done it yourself,” 
says M. de la Motte, laughing, and in his English 
jargon. “ Two time, three time, 1 say, Weston, you 
shoo|^ youself, you carry you gun that way, and he 
say he not born to be shot, and he swear ! ” 

But, my good Chevalier, Doctor Blades picked 
some bits of crape out of his eye, , and thirteen or 
fourteen shot. What is the size of your shot, Denny, 
with .which you fired at the highwayman ? ” 

“ Quid auteni vides festucam in oculo fratris tui. 
Doctor ? ” says the Chevalier ; that is good doctrine 
— Protestant or Popish, eh ? ” On wliich the Doctor 
held down his head, and said, “ Chevalier, I am 
corrected ; I was wrong — very wrong.” 

And as for crape,” La Motte resumed, Weston 
is in mourning. He go to funeral at Canterbury four 
days ago. Yes, he tell me so. lie and my friend 
Lutterloh go.” This Mr. Liitterloh ^was a German 
living near Canterbury, with whom M. de la Motte 
liad dealings. Pie had dealings with all sorts of 
peo])le ; and very queer dealings, too, as I began to 
understand, now that I was a stout boy approaching 
fourteen years of age, and standing pretty tall in my 
shoes. 

De la Motte laughed then at the Doctor’s sus- 
picions. Parsons and women all the same, save 
your respect, ma bonne Madame Duval, all tell tales ; 
all believe evil of their neighbors. I tell you I see 
Weston shoot twenty, thirty time. Always drag his 
gun through hedge.” 

But the crape — ? ” 
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Bah ! Always in mourning, Weston is ! For 
shame of your cancans, little Denis ! Never think 
such thing again. Dou^t make Weston your enemy. 
If a man say that of me, I would shoot him myself, 
parhleu ! 

But if he has done it ? ” 

Parhleu I I would shoot him so much ze mor !” 
says the Chevalier, with a stamp of his foot. ^ And 
the first time- he saw me alone he reverted to the 
subject. ‘‘ Listen, Denisot ! ” says he : thou be- 
(‘-omest a great boy. Take my counsel, and hold thy 
tongue. This suspicion against Mr. Joseph is a mon- 
strous crime, as well as a folly. A man say that of 
me — right or wrong — I burn him the brain. Once 
I come home, and you run against me, and 1 cry out, 
and swear and pest. I was wounded myself, I deny 
it not.’’ 

And I said nothing, sir,” I interposed. 

^^No, I do tliee justice: thou didst say nothing. 
You know the metier we make sometimes ? That 
night in the boat ” zat niglit in ze boat,” he used to 
say), “ when tjie revenue cutter fire, and your poor 
camarade howl — ah, how he howl — you don’t sup- 
pose we were there to look for lobstarepot, eh ? T\i 
n’as pas bronche, toi. You did not crane ; you show 
yourself a man of heart. And now, petit, apprends a 
te taire ! ” And he gave me a shake of the hand, and 
a couple of guineas in it too, and went off to his 
stables on his business. He had two or three horses 
now, and was always on the trot ; he was very liberal 
with his money, and used to have handsome enter- 
tainments in his up-stairs room, and never quarrelled 
about the bills which Mother sent in. Hold thy 
tongiu', Denisot,” said he. Never tell who comes 
in or who goes out. And mind thee, child, if thy 
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tongue wags, little birds come whisper me, and 
say, ^ He tell.^ ” 

I tried to obey his advice, and to rein in that 
truant tongue of mine. When Dr. and Mrs. Barnard 
themselves asked me questions I was mum, and per- 
haps rather disappointed the good lady and the Be(‘-tor 
too by my reticence. For instance, Mrs. Barnard 
would say, That was a nice goose I saw going from 
market to your house, Denny.’^ 

“ Goose is very nice, Ma’am,’^ says I. 

^^The Chevalier often has dinners 
“ Dines every day, regular, Ma^am.’^ 

“ Sees the Westons a great deal ? 

*^Yes, Ma’am,’’ I say, with an indescribable heart- 
pang. And the cause of that pang I may as well tell. 
You see, though I was only thirteen years old, and 
Agnes but eight, I loved that little maid with all my 
soul and strength. Boy or man I never loved any 
other woman. I write these very words by my study 
fire in Fareport with madam opposite dozing over her 
novel till the neighbors shall come in to tea and their 
rubber. When my ink is run out, and, my little tale 
is written, and yonder church that is ringing to seven 
o’clock prayer shall toll for a certain D. D., you will 
please, good neighbors, to remember that 1 never 
loved any but yonder lady, and keep a place by 
Darby for Joan, when her turn shall arrive. 

Now in the last year or two, since she had been 
adopted at the Priory, Agnes came less and less often 
to see us. She did not go to church with us, being a 
Catholic. She learned from the good Fathers her 
tutors. She learned music and French and dancing 
to i)erfection. All the county could not show a finer 
little lady. AVhen she came to our shop it was in- 
deed a little countess honoring us with a visit. 
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Mother Was gentle before her — Gl^andfather obse- 
quious — I, of course, her most humble little servant. 
Wednesday (a half-holiday), and half Saturday, and 
all Sunday I might come home from school ; and how 
I used to trudge, and how I longed to see that little 
maiden, any gentleman may imagine who has lost his 
heart to an Agnes of his own. 

The lirst day of my arrival at home, aftq^’ the 
memorable London journey, I presented myself at the 
rrioiy, with my pocket full of presents for Agnes. 
The footman let me into the hall civilly enough : but 
the young lady was out with Mrs. Weston in the 
post-chaise. I might leave my message. 

I wanted to give my message. Somehow, in that 
fortnight’s absence from home, I had so got to long 
after Agnes that 1 never had my little sweetheart 
quite out of my mind. It may have been a silly 
thing, but I got a little pocket-book, and wrote in 
Trench a journal of all I saw in London. I dare say 
there were some pretty faults in grammar. I re- 
member a fine paragraph about my meeting the royal 
personages at Kew, and all their names written down 
in order ; and this little pocket-book I must needs 
send to Mademoiselle de Saverne. 

The next day I called again. Still Mademoiselle 
de Saverne was not to be seen: but in the evening a 
servant brought a little note from her, in which she 
thanked her dear brother for his beautiful book. 
That was some consolation. She liked the pocket- 
book, anyhow. I wonder, can you young people 
guess what I did to it before I sent it away ? Yes, I 
did. One, tree, feefty time,” as the Chevalier, 
would say. The next morning, quite early, I had to 
go back to school, having promised the Doctor to 
work hard after my holiday j and work I did with a 
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will, at my Freh^.h and my English, and my Naviga- 
tion. I thought Saturday would never come : but it 
did at last, and I trotted as quick as legs would carry 
me from school to Winchelsea. My legs were grow- 
ing apace now ; and especially as they took me home- 
wards, few could outrun them. 

All good women are match-makers at heart. My 
dear Mrs. Barnard saw quite soon what my condition 
of mind was, and was touched by my boyish fervor. 
I called once, twice, thrice, at the Priory, and never 
could get a sight of Miss Agnes. The servant used 
to slirug his shoulders and laugh at me in an insolent 
way, and the last time said — ^‘You need not call any 
more. We doidt want our hair cut here, nor no 
poiiiatum, nor no soap, do you understand that ? ’’ 
and he slammed the door in my face. I was stunned 
by this insolence, and beside myself with rage and 
mortification. I went to Mrs. T)arnard, and told her 
what had happened to me. I burst into tears of 
passion and grief as I flung myself on a sofa by the 
good lady. I told her how I had rescued little 
Agnes, how I loved the little thing better than all 
the world. I spoke my heart out, and eased it some- 
what, for the good lady wiped her eyes more than 
once, and finished by giving me a kiss. She did 
more ; she invited me to tea with her on the next 
Wednesday when I came home from school, and who 
should be there but little Agnes. She blushed very 
much. Then she came towards me. Then she held 
up her little cheek to be kissed, and then she cried — 
oil, how she did cry ! There were three people 
whimpering in that room. (How well I recollect it, 
opening into the garden, and the little old blue 
dragon teacups and silver pot !) There were three 
persons, I say, crying: a lady of fifty, a boy of thir- 
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teen, and a little girl of eigh‘t years of age. Can you 
guess what happened next ? Of course the lady of 
fifty remembered that she had forgotten her spec- 
tacles, and went up stairs to fetch them ; and then 
the little maiden began to open her heart to me, and 
told her dear Denny how she had been longing to see 
him, and how they were very angry with him at the 
Priory; so angry that his name waS never Jo be 
spoken. “The Chevalier said that, and so did the 
gentlemen — especially Mr. Joseph, who had been 
dreadful since his accident, and one day (says my 
dear) when you called, he was behind the door with a 
great horsewhip, and said he would let you in, and 
flog your soul out of your body, only Mrs. Weston 
cried, and Mr. George said, ^ Don’t be a fool, Joe.’ 
But something you have done to Mr. Joseph, dear 
Denny, and when your name is mentioned, he rages 
and swears so that it is dreadful to hear him. What 
can make the gentlemen so angry with you ? ” 

“ So he actually was waiting with a horsewhip, was 
he ? In that case I know what I would dp. L would 
never go about without my pistol. I have hit one 
fellow,” said I, “ and if any other man threatens me 
I will defend myself.” 

My dear Agnes said that they were very kind to 
her at the Priory, although she could not bear Mr. 
Joseph — that they gave her good masters, that she 
was to go to a good school kept by a Catholic lady at 
Arundel. And oh, how she wished her Denny would 
turn Catholic, and she prayed for him always, always ! 
And for that matter I know some one who never night 
or morning on his knees has forgotten that little 
maiden. The Father used to come and give her lessons 
three or four times in the week, and she used to learn 
her lessons by heart, walking up and down in the 
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great green walk in the kitchen-garden every morning 
at eleven o’clock. I knew the kitchen^garden ! the 
wall was in North Lane, one of the old walls of the 
convent ; at the end of the green walk there was a 
pear-tree. And that was where she always went to 
learn her lessons. 

And here, I suppose, Mrs. Barnard returned to the 
roon^, having found her spectacles. And as I take 
mine off my nose and shut my eyes, that well-remem- 
bered scene of boyhood passes before them — that 
garden basking in the autumn evening — that little 
maiden with peachy cheeks, and glistening curls, that 
dear and kind old lady, who says, ‘^’Tis time now, 
children, you should go home.” 

I had to go to school that night ; but before I went 
I ran up North Lane and saw the old wall and the 
pear-tree behind it. And do you know I thought I 
would try and get up the wall, and easy enough it was 
to find a footing between those crumbling old stones ; 
and when on the top I could look down from the 
branches of the tree into the garden below, and see 
the house at the farther end. So that was the broad 
walk where Agnes learned her lessons ? Master 
Denis Duval pretty soon had that lesson by heart. 

Yes : but one day in the Christmas holidays, when 
there was a bitter frost, and the stones and the wall 
were so slippery that Mr. D. D. tore his fingers and 
his small-clothes in climbing to his point of observa' 
tion, it happened that little Agnes was not sitting 
under the tree learning her lessons, and none but an 
idiot would have supposed that she would have come 
out on such a day. 

But who should be in the garden, pacing up and 
down the walk all white with hoar-frost, but Joseph 
Weston with his patch over his eye. Unluckily he 
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had one eye left with which he saw me ; and the next 
moment I heard the report of a tremendous oath, and- 
then a brickbat came whizzing at my head, so close 
that, had it struck me, it would have knocked out my 
eye, and my brains too. 

I Avas down the wall in a moment : it was slippery 
enough ; and two or three more brickbats came a mon 
adressey but luckily failed to hit their mark. 
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^ I ESCAPE FROM A GREAT DANGER. 

I SPOKE of the affair of the brickbats, at lionie, to 
Monsieur de la Motte only, not caring to tell Motlier, 
lest she should be inclined to resume her box-on-the- 
ear practice, for which I thought I was growing too 
old. Indeed, I had become a great boy. There were 
not half a dozen out of the sixty at Pocock’s who could 
beat me wlnui I was thirteen years old, and from those 
champions, were they ever so big, I never would sub- 
mit to a thrashing, without a fight on my part, in 
which, though I might get the worst, I was pretty 
sure to leave some ugly marks on my adversary's nose 
and eyes. I remember one lad especially, Tom Parrot 
by name, who was three years older than myself, and 
whom I could no more beat than a frigate can beat a 
seventy-four ; but we engaged nevertheless, and, after 
we had had some rounds together, Tom put one hand 
in his pocket, and, witli a queer face and a great black 
eye I had given him, says — “Well, Denny, I could do 
it — you know I could: but Ihn so lazy, I doiTt care 
about going on.’’ And one of the bottle-holders be- 
ginning to jeer, Tom fetches him such a rap on the 
ear, that I promise you he showed no inclination for 
laughing afterwards. By the way, that knowledge of 
the noble art of fisticuffs which I learned at school, 
I had to practice at sea presently, in the cockpit of 
more than one of his Majesty’s ships of war. 
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In respect of the slapping and caning at home, I 
think M. de la Motte remonstrated with my mother, 
and represented to her that I was now too old for 
that kind of treatment. Indeed, when I was fourteen, 
I was as tall as Grandfather, and in a tussle I am sure 
1 could have tripped his old heels up easily enough, 
and got the better of him in five minutes. Do I 
speak of him with undue familiarity ? I pretend no 
love for him ; I never could have any respect. Some 
of his ])racti(*.es which I knew of made me turn from 
him, and his loud professions only increased my dis- 
trust. Monsieur rnon fils , if ever you marry, and have 
a son, I hope the little chap will have an honest man 
for a grandfather, and that you will be able to say, 
loved him,” when the daisies cover me. 

La Motte, then, caused ^^the abolition of torture” 
in our house, and I was grateful to him. I had the 
queerest feelings towards that man. He was a per- 
fect fine gentleman when he so wished : of his money 
most liberal, witty (in a dry, cruel sort of way) most 
tenderly attached to Agnes. Eh hien I As I looked 
at his yellow, handsome face, cold shudders would 
come over me, though at this time I did not know 
that Agnes’s father had fallen by his fatal hand. 

When I informed him of Mr. Joe Weston’s salute 
of brickbats, he looked very grave. And I told him 
then, too, a thing which had struck me most forcibly 
— viz., that the shout which Weston gave and the oath 
which he uttered when he saw me on the wall, were 
precisely like the oath and execration uttered by the 
mqLn with the craped face, at whom I fired from the 
post-chaise. 

“ Bah, hetise I ” says La Motte. What didst thou 
on the wall ? One does not steal pears at thy age.” 

I dare say I turned red* “ I heard somebody’s 
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voice,” I said. fact, I heard Agnes singing in the 

garden, and — and I got on the wall to see her.” 

<^What, you — you, a little barber’s boy, climb a 
wall to speak to Mademoiselle Agnes de Saverne, of 
one of the most noble houses of Lorraine ? ” La Motte 
yelled, with a savage laugh. ^‘ Parbleu! Monsieur 
Weston has done well ! ” 

SJr ! ” said T, in a towering rage, “ barber as T am, 
my fathers were honorable Protestant clergymen in 
Alsace, and we are as good as highwaymen at any 
rate ! Barber, indeed ! ” I say again, j 

am ready to svjear that the man who swore at me, 
and the man I shot on the road, are one and the same ; 
and I’ll go to Dr. Barnard’s, and swear it before 
him ! ” 

The Chevalier looked aghast, and threatening for a 
while. Tu me menaces, je crois, petit manant ! ” 
says he, grinding his teeth, tf'ppis is too strong. 
Listen, Denis Duval ! Hold thy tongue, or evil will 
come to thee. Thou wilt make for thyself enemies 
the most unscrupulous, and the most terrible — do 
you hear ? I have placed Mademoiselle Agnes de 
Saverne with that admirable woman. Mistress Wes- 
ton, because she can meet at the Priory with society 
more fitting her noble birth than that which she will 
find under your grandfather’s pole — parbleu. Ah, 
you dare mount on wall to look for Mademoiselle de 
Saverne ? Gare aux manstraps, mon garden ! Vive 
JHeu, if T see- thee on that wall, I will fire on thee, 
moi le 'premier ! You pretend to Mademoiselle Agnes. 
Ha ! Ha ! Ha ! ” And he grinned and looked like 
that cloven-^oote^i gentleman of whom Dr. Barnard 
talked. 

I felt that henceforward there was war between La 
Motte and me. At this time I had suddenly shot up 
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to be a young man, and was not the obedient, prat- 
tling child of last year. I told Grandfather that I 
would bear no more punishment, such as the old man 
had been accustomed to bestow upon me ; and once 
when my mother lifted her hand, I struck it up, and 
griped it so tight that I frightened her. From that 
very day she never raised a hand to me. Nay, I 
think she was not ill-pleased, and soon actually began 
to spoil me. Nothing was too good for me. I know 
where the silk came from which made my fine new 
waistcoat, and the cambric for my ruftied shirts but 
very much doul:)t whether they ever paid any duty. 
As I walked to church, I dare say I cocked my hat^ 
and strutted very consequentially. When Tom Billis, 
the baker’s boy, jeered at my fine clothes, Tom,” 
says I, I will take my coat and waistcoat oft* for 
half an hour on Monday, and give thee a beating if 
thou hast a mind ; but to-day let us be at peace, and 
go to church.” 

On the matter of church I am not going to make 
any boast. That awful subject lies between a man 
and his conscience. 1 have known men of lax faith 
pure and just in their lives, as 1 have met very loud- 
professing Christians loose in their morality, and hard 
and unjust in their dealings. There was a little old 
man at home — Heaven help him ! — who was of this 
sort, and who, when I came to know his life, would 
put me into such a rage of revolt whilst preiiching 
his daily and nightly sermons, that it is a wonder I 
was not enlisted among the scoffers and evil-doers 
altogether. I have known many a young man fall 
away, and become utterly reprobate, because the bond 
of discipline was tied too tightly upon him, and be- 
cause he has found the preacher whoVas perpetually 
prating over him lax in his own conduct. I am 
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thankful, then, that I had a better instructor than my 
old grandfather with a strap and his cane j and was 
brought (I hope and trust) to a right state of think- 
ing by a man whose brain was wise, as his life was 
excellently benevolent and pure. This was iny good 
friend Dr. Barnard, and to this day I remember the 
conversations I had with him, and am quite sure they 
infLu(^iced my future life. Had I been altogether 
reckless and as lawless as ma^ y peojde of our ac- 
quaintance and neighborhood, he would have ceased 
to feel any interest in me : and instead of wearing his 
Majesty’s epaulets (which I trust 1 have not dis- 
graced), I might have been swabbing a smuggler’s 
boat, or riding in a night caravan, with kegs beside 
me and pistols and cutlasses to defend me, as that 
unlucky La Motte owned for his part that he had 
done. My good mother, though she gave up the 
practice of smuggling, never (*.ould see the harm in it ; 
but looked on it as a gaane wliere you played your 
stake, and lost or won it. She ceased to play, not 
because it was wrong, but it was expedient no more ; 
and Mr. Denis, her son, was the cause of her giving 
up this old trade. 

For me, I thankfully own that T was taught to see 
the inattei* in a graver light, not only by our Doctor’s 
S(u'mons (two or three of whicli, on tlie text of Ren- 
der unto Ca 3 sar,” he preached, to the rage of a great 
number of his congregation), but by many talks wliich 
he had with me ; when he showed me that I was in 
the wrong to break the laws of my country to which 
I owed obedience, as did every good citizen. He 
knew (though he never told me, and his reticence in 
this matter was surely very kind) that my poor 
father had died of wounds received in a smuggling 
encounter ; but he showed me how such a life must 
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be loose, lawless, secret, and wicked; must bring a 
man amongst desperate companions, and compel him 
to resist Csesar^s lawful authority by rebellion, and 
possibly murder. “ To thy mother I have used other 
arguments, Denny, my boy,” he said, very kindly. 

and the Admiral want to make a gentleman of 
thee. Thy old grandfather is rich enough to help us 
if he chooses. I won’t stop to inquire too strictly 
where all his money came from ; ^ but ’t is clear we 
cannot make a gentleman of a smuggler’s boy, who 
may be transported any day, or, in case of armed re- 
sistance, may be — ” And here my good Doctor puts 
his hand to his ear, and indicates the punishment for 
piracy which was very common in my young time. 
‘‘ My Denny does not want to ride with a crape over 
his face, and fire pistols at revenue officers ! No ! I 
pray you will ever show an honest countenance to the 
world. You will render unto Caisar the things which 
are Caesar’s, and — the rest, my child, you know.” 

Now, I remarked about this man, that when he 
approached a certain subject^ an involuntary awe came 
over him, and he hushed as it were at the very idea 
of that sacred theme., Jt was very different with 
poor grandfather prating his sermons (and with some 
other pastors I have heard), who used this Name as 
familiarly as any other — but who am I to judge ? 
and, my poor old grandfather, is there any need at 
tills distance of time that I should be picking out the 
trahem in ocnlo tuo ? — Howbeit, on that night, as 
I was walking home after drinking tea with my dear 
Doctor, I made a vow that I would strive henceforth 
to lead an honest life ; that my tongue should speak 
the truth, and my hand should lie sullied by no secret 

^ Eheu ! where a part of it trcni to, 1 sliall have to say pres- 
ently. - D. D. 
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crime. And as I spoke I saw my dearest little 
maiden^s light glimmering in her chamber, and the 
stars shilling overhead, and felt — who could feel 
more bold and happy than I ? 

That walk school wards by West Street certainly 
was a detour. I might have gone a straighter road, 
but then I should not have seen a certain window : a 
little ^twinkling window in a gable of the Priory 
House, where the light used to K popped out at, nine 
o’clock. T’ other day. When we took over the King 
of France to Calais (his Koyal Highness the Duke of 
Clarence being in command), I must needs hire a 
post-chaise from Dover, to look at that old window 
in the Priory House at Winchelsea. I went through 
the old tears, despairs, tragedies. 1 sighed as senti- 
mentally, after forty years, as though the infandi 
dolores were fresh upon me, as though I were the 
schoolboy trudging back to his task, and taking a 
last look at his dearest joy. I used as a boy to 
try and pass that window at nine, and I know a 
prayer was said for the inhabitant of yonder chamber. 
She knew my holidays, and iny hours of going to 
school and returning thence. If my little maid hung 
certain signals in that window (such as a flower, for 
example, to indicate all was well, a cross-curtain, and 
so fortli), I hope she practised no very unjustifiable 
stratagems. We agreed to consider that she was a 
prisoner in the hands of the enemy ; and we had few 
means of communication save these simple artiti(*es, 
which are allowed to be fair in love and war. IVIon- 
sieur de la Motte continued to live at our house, wlum 
his frequent affairs did not call him aw^ay thence; 
but, as I said, few words passed between us al‘t(*r 
that angry altercation alread}" described, and he and 
I were never friends again. 
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He warned me that T had another enemy, and facts 
strangely confirmed the Chevalier’s warning. One 
Sunday niglit, as I was going to school, a repetition 
of the brickbat assault was made upon me, and this 
time the smart cocked hat which Mother had given 
me came in for such a battering as effectually spoiled 
its modish shape. 1 told Dr. Barnard of this second 
attempt, and the good Doctor was not a little pu 7 .zled. 
He began to think that he was not so very wrong in 
espying a beam in Joseph Weston’s eye. We agreed 
to keep the matter quiet, however ; and a fortnight 
aft('r, on anotlier Sunday evening, as I was going on 
my accustomed route to school, whom should I meet 
but the Doctor and Mr. Weston walking together ! 
A little way beyond the town gate there is a low wall 
round a field ; and Dr. Barnard, going by this field a 
quarter of an hour before my usual time for passing, 
found Mr. Josex)h Weston walking there behind the 
stone enclosure ! 

Good-night, Denny,” says the Doctor, when he and 
his companion met me ; but surly Mr. Weston said 
nothing. “ I lave you had any more brickbats at your 
head, my boy ? ” the Bector continued. 

I said I was not afraid. I had got a good pistol, and 
a bullet in it this time. 

He shot that scoundrel on the same day you were 
shot, Mr. W(\ston,” says the Doctor. 

Did he ? ” growls the other. 

‘‘ And your gun was loaded with the same-sized 
shot which Denis used to pepper his rascal,” continues 
the Doctor. wonder if any of the crape went into 
the rascal’s wound ? ” 

“Sir,” said Mr. Weston, with an oath, “what do 
you mean for to hint ? ” 

“ The very oath the fellow used whom Denny hit 
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when yont brother and I travelled together. 1 am 
sorry to hear you use the language of such scoundrels, 
Mr. Weston.^’ , 

you dare to suspect me of anything unbeeoniing 
a gentleman, I ’ll have the law of you, Mr. Parson, 
that 1 will ! ” roars the other. 

Denis, mon gargon, tire ton pistolet de suite, et 
vise laoi bien cet hoinine la,” says the Doctor; and 
griping hold of Weston’s arm, vrliat does Dr. Barnard 
do but plunge his hand into Weston’s pocket and draw 
thence another pistol ! He said afterwards he saw 
the brass butt sticking out of Weston’s coat, as the 
two were walking together. 

“ What ! ” shrieks Mr. Weston : ‘‘is that young mis- 
creant to go about armed, and tell everybody he will 
murder me ; and ain-t I for to defend myself ? I 
walk in fear of my life for him ! ” 

“ You seem to me to be in the habit of travelling 
with pistols, Mr. Weston, and you know wlieti people 
pass sometimes with money in their post-chaises.” 

“ You scoundrel, you — you boy ! I call you to wit- 
ness the words this man have spoken. He have in- 
sulted me, and libelled me, and I ’ll have the lor on 
him as sure as I am born ! ” shouts tlie angry man. 

“Very good, Mr. Joseph Weston,” rejdied the other, 
fiercely. “ And I will ask Mr. Blades, the surgeon, 
to bring the shot which he took from your eye, and 
the scraps of crape adhering to your face, and we will 
go to lor as soon as you like ! ” 

Again I thought with a dreadful pang how Agnes 
was staying in that man’s house, and how this quarrel 
would more than ever divide her from me ; for now 
she would not be allowed to visit the Kectory — the 
dear neutral ground where I sometimes hoped to see 
her. 
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Weston never went to law with the Doctor, as he 
threatened. Some awkward questions would have 
been raised, which he would have found a diffi- 
culty in answering : and though he averred that his 
accident took place on the day before our encounter 
with the heaxL masque on Dartford Common, a little 
witness on our side was ready to aver that Mr. Joe 
Weston left his house at the Priory before sunrjse on 
the day when we took our journey to London, and 
that he returned the next morning with his eye bound 
up, when he sent for Mr. Blades, the surgeon of our 
town. Being awake, and looking from her window, 
my witness saw Weston mount his hc^^se by tlie stable- 
lantern below, and heard him swear at the groom as 
he rode out at the gate. Curses used to drop natu- 
rally out of this nice gentleman^s lips ; and it is cer- 
tain in his case that bad words and bad actions went 
together. 

The Westons were frequently absent from home, 
as was the Chevalier our lodger. My dear little 
Agnes was allowed to come and see us at these times ; 
or slipped out by the garden-door, and ran to see her 
nurse Duval, as she always called my mother. I did 
not understand for a while that there was any pro- 
liibition on the Westons’ part to Agnes visiting us, or 
know tlmt there was such mighty wrath harbored 
against me in that house. 

1 was glad, for the sake of a peaceable life at home, 
as for honesty’s sake too, that my mother did not 
oppose my determination to take no share in that 
smuggling business in which our house still engaged. 
Any one who opposed Mother in her own house had, 
I promise you, no easy time: but she saw that if she 
wished to make a gentleman of her boy, he must be 
no smuggler’s apprentice ; and when M. le Chevalier, 
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being appealed to, shrugged his shoulders and said 
he washed his hands of me — Eh Hen, M. de la 
Motte ! ” says she, we shall see if we can’t pass our 
selves of you and your patronage. I imagine that 
people are not always the better for it.” ISTo,” re- 
plied he, with a groan, and one of his gloomy lookvS, 
^^my friendship may do people harm, but my enmity 
is wo|^e — entendez~vous ? ” Dah, bah ! ” says the 
stout old lady. “ Denisot has a good courage of his 
own. What do you say to me about enmity to a 
harmless boy, M. le Clievalier ? ” 

I have told how, on the night of the funeral of 
Madame d‘e Save^ne, Monsieur de la Motte sent mo 
out to assemble his Mackerel men. Among these was 
the father of one of my town playfellows, by name 
Hookham, a seafaring man, who had met with an 
accident at his business — strained his back — and 
was incapable of work for a time. Hookham was an 
improvident man : the rent got into arrears. My 
grandfather was his landlord, and 1 fear me, not the 
most humane creditor in the world. Now, when 1 
returned home after my famous visit to London, my 
patron, Sir Peter Denis, gave me two guineas, and 
ray lady made me a present of another. No doubt I 
should have spent this money had I received it sooner 
in London ; but in our little town of Winchelsea 
there was nothing to tempt me in the shops, excej)t a 
fowling-piece at the pawnbroker’s, for whicli I had 
a great longing. But Mr. Triboulet wanted four 
guineas for the gun, and T had but three, and would 
not go into debt. He would have given me the piece 
on credit, and frequently tempted me with it, but I 
resisted manfully, thougli I could not help hankering 
about the shop, and going again and again to look at 
the beautiful gun. The stock fitted my shoulder to 
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a nicety. It was of the most beautiful workman* 
ship, "Why not take it now, Master Duval?” 
Monsieur Triboiilet said to me; "and pay me tlie re- 
maining guinea when you please. Ever so many 
gentlemen have been to look at it ; and I should be 
sorry now, indeed I should, to see such a beauty go 
out of the town.” As I was talking to Triboulet (it 
may have been for the tenth time), some one cg,me in 
with a telescope to pawn, and went away with fifteen 
shillings. " Don’t you know who that is ? ” says 
Triboulet (who was a chatterbox of a man). " That 
is John Hookham’s wife. Tt is but hard times with 
them since John’s accident. I have more of their 
goods here, and, entre nouSj John has a hard landlord, 
and quarter-day is just at hand.” I knew well enough 
that John’s landlord was hard, as he was my own 
grandfather. "If I take my three pieces to Hook- 
ham,” tljought I, " he may find the rest of the rent.” 
And so he did ; and my three guineas went into my 
grandfather’s pocket out of mine ; and I suppose 
some one else bought the fowling-piece for which I 
had so longed. 

" What, it is you who have given me this money, 
Master Denis ? ” says poor Hook ham, who was sitting 
in his chair, groaning and haggard with his illness. 
"I can’t take it — I ought not to take it.” 

"Kay,” said I ; "I should only have bought a toy 
with it, and if it comes to help you in distress, I can 
do without my plaything.” 

There was quite a chorus of benedictions from the 
poor family in consequence of this act of good-nature ; 
and I dare say 1 went away from Hookham’s might- 
ily pleased with myself and my own virtJfe. 

It appears I had not been goiui long when Mr. Joe 
Weston came in to see the man, and when he heard 
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that I ha4 relieved him, broke out into a flood of 
abuse against me, cursed me for a scoundrel and im- 
pertinent jackanapes, who was always giving myself 
the airs of a gentleman, and flew out of the house in 
a passion. Mother heard of the transaction, too, and 
pinched my ear with a grim satisfaction. Grandfather 
said nothing, but pocketed my tliree guineas when 
Mrs. Jdookham brought them ; and, though I did not 
brag about the matter much, ev. .ything is known in 
a small town, and I got a great deal of credit for a 
very ordinary good action. 

And now, strangely enough, Hookham’s boy con- 
firmed to me what the Sliiidon priests had hinted to 
good Dr. Barnard. Swear, says Tom (with that 
wonderful energy we used to have as boys) — Swear, 
Denis, ^ So help you, strike you down dead I’ you 
never will tell ! 

So help me,, strike me down dead ! said I. 

^^Well, then, those — you know who — the gentle- 
men — want to do you some mischief.” 

What mischief can they do to an honest boy ? ” I 
asked. 

‘^Oh, you don’t know what they are,” says Tom. 

If they meah a man harm, harm will happen to 
him. Father says no man ever comes to good who 
stands in Mr. Joe’s way. Where ’s John Wheeler, Of 
Rye, who had a quarrel with Mr. Joe ? He ’s in jail. 
Mr. Barnes, of Playden, had words with him at 
Hastings market : and Barne’s ricks were burnt down 
before six months were over. How was Thomas Barry 
taken, after deserting from the man-of-war ? He is 
an awful man, Mr. Joe Weston is. Dont get into his 
way. Fatfter says so. But you are not to tell — no, 
never, that he spoke about it. Don’t go alone to 
Rye of nights, Father says. Don’t go on any — and 
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you know what not — any fishing business, except 
with those you know/^ And so Tom leaves me with 
a linger to his lip and terror in his face. 

As for the fishing, though I loved a sail dearly, my 
mind was made up by good Dr. Barnard’s advice to 
me. I would have no more night-fishing such as I 
had seen sometimes as a boy; and when Budge’s 
apprentice one night invited me, and called^ me a 
coward for refusing to go, I showed him I was no 
coward as far as fisticuffs went, and stood out a battle 
with him, in which I do believe I should have proved 
conqueror, though the fellow was four years my 
senior, had not his ally. Miss Sukey Budge, joined 
him in the midst of our fight, and knocked me down 
wdth the kitchen bellows, when they both belabored 
me, as I lay kicking on the ground. Mr. Elder 
Budge came in at the close of this dreadful combat, 
and his abandoned hussy of a daughter had the im- 
pudence to declare that the quarrel arose because I 
was rude to her — I, an innocent boy, who would as 
soon have made love to a negress as to tliat hideous, 
poek-]narked, squinting, crooked, tipsy Sukey Budge. 
I fall in love with Miss Squintiim, indeed ! I knew' 
a pair of eyes at home so bright, iiinbcent, and pure, 
that 1 should have been ashamed to look in them had 
I been guilty of such a rascally treason. My little 
maid of Winchelsea heard of this battle, as she was 
daily hearing slanders against me from those worthy 
Mr. Westons ; but she broke into a rage at the accusa- 
tion, and said to the assembled gentlemen (as she told 
my good mother in after days), “ Denis Duval ia not 
wicked. He is brave and he is good. And it is not 
true, the story you tell against him. It i^a lie ! ” 

And now, once more it happened that my little 
pistol helped to confound my enemies, and was to me. 



DENIS DUVAL. 


123 


indeed,' "a .gute Wehr und Waffen, I was forever 
popping at marks with this little piece of artillery. 
I polished, oiled, and covered it with the utmost care, 
and kept it in my little room in a box of which I had 
the key. One day, by a most fortunate chance, I 
took my school-fellow, Tom Parrot, who became a 
great crony of mine, into the room. We went up 
stairs,tby the private door of Pudge’s house, and not 
through the shop, where Madeir. jiselle Figs and Mon- 
sieur the apprentice were §erving their customers ; 
and arrived in my room, we boys opened my box, 
examined the precious pistol, screw, barrel, flints, 
powder-horn, etc., locked the box, and went away to 
school, promising ourselves a good afternoon’s sport 
on that half-holiday. Lessons over, I returned home 
to dinner, to find black looks from all the inmates of 
the house where I lived, from the grocer, his daugh- 
ter, his apprentice, and even the little errand-boy 
who blacked the boots and swept the shop stared at 
me impertinently, and said, Oh, Denis, ain’t you 
going to catch it L,” 

'' What is the matter ? ” I asked, very haughtily. 

'' OL, my lord ! we ’ll soon show your lordship 
what is the matter.” (This was a silly nickname I 
had in the town and at school, where, I believe, I 
gave myself not a few airs since I had worn my fine 
new clothes, and paid my visit , to London.) '^This 
accounts for his laced waistcoat, and his guineas which 
he flings about. Does your lordship know these here 
shillings, and this half-crown ? Look at them, Mr. 
Beales ! See the marks on them which I scratcluul 
with my own hand before I put them into tlie till 
from whicfi ray lord took ’em.” 

Shillings ? — till ? What did they mean ? How 
dare you ask, you little hypocrite ! ” screams out 
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Miss Eudge. ‘‘I marked them shillings and that 
half-crown with my own needle, 1 did j and of that 
I can take my Bible oath.’’ 

‘‘Well, and what then?” I asked, remembering 
how this young woma:n had not scrupled to bear false 
witness in another charge against me. 

“ What then ? They were in the till this morning, 
young fellow ; and you know well enough whei»3 they 
were found afterwards,” says Mr. Beales. “Come, 
come ! This is a bad job. This is a sessions job, my 
lad.” 

“ But where were they found ? ” again I asked. 

“ We ’ll tell you that before Squire Boroughs and 
the magistrates, you young vagabond ! ” 

“ You little viper, that have turned and stung me ! ” 
“ You precious young scoundrel ! ” 

“ You wicked little story-telling, good-for-nothing 
little thief ! ” cry Budge, the apprentice, and Miss 
Budge dn a breath. And I stood bewildered by their 
outcry, and, indeed, not quite comprehending the 
charge which they made against mer 

“The magistrates are sitting at Town Hall now. 
We will take the little villain there at once,” says the 
grocer. “ You bring the box along with you, Consta- 
ble. Lord ! Lord ! what will Jiis poor grandfather 
say ? ” And, wondering still at the charge made 
against me, I was made to walk through the streets to 
the Town Hall, passing on the way by at least a score 
of our boys, who were enjoying their half -holiday. It 
was market-day, too, and the town full. It is forty 
years ago, but I dream about that dreadful day still : 
and, an old gentleman of sixty, fancy myself walking 
through Bye market, with Mr. Beales’s fist clutching 
my collar ! 

A number of our boys joined this dismal proces- 
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sion, and accompanied me into the magistrates^ room. 
“ Denis Duval up for stealing money cries one. 

This accounts for his fine clothes/^ sneers another. 
•^HeTl be hung/^ says a third. The market people 
stare, and crowd round, and jeer. I feel as if in a 
horrible nightmare. We pass under the pillars of the 
Market House, up the steps to the Town Hall, where 
the magistrates were, who chose market-day for tlieir 
sittings. 

How my heart throbbed, ^s I saw my dear Dr. Bar- 
nard seated among them. 

Oh, Doctor,” cries poor Denis, clasping his hands, 

you don’t believe me guilty ? ” 

Guilty of what ? ” cries the Doctor, from the raised 
table round which the gentlemen sat. 

Guilty of stealing.” 

“Guilty of robbing my till.” 

“ Guilty of taking two half-crowns, three shillings 
and twopence in copper, all marked,” shriek o\it 
Budge, the apprentice, and Miss Budge in a breath. 

“Denny Duval steal sixpences ! ” cries the Doctor; 
“ I would as soon believe he stole the dragon off the 
church-steeple ! ” 

“ Silence, you boys ! Silence in the court, there ; or 
flog ’em and turn ’em all out,” says the magistrates’ 
clerk. Some of our boys — friends of mine — who 
had crowded into the j)lace, were hurraying at my kind 
Dr. Barnard’s speech. 

“ It is a most serious charge,” says the clerk. 

“ But what is the charge, my good Mr. Hickson ? 
You might as well put me into the dock as that — ” 

“ Pray, sir, will you allow the business of the court 
to go on?” asks the clerk, testily. “Make your 
statement, Mr. Budge, and don’t be afraid of anybody. 
You are under the protection of the court, sir,” 
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And now for the first time I heard the particulars 
of the charge made against me. Eudge, and his 
daughter after him, stated (on oath^ I am shocked to 
say) that for some time past they had missed money 
from the till ; small sums of money, in shillings and 
half-crowns, they could not say how much. It might 
be two pounds, three pounds, in all ; but the money 
was constantly going. At last, Miss Eudge sajd, she 
was determined to mark some money, and did so ; and 
that money was found in that box which belonged to. 
Denis Duval, and which the constable brought into 
court. 

Oh, gentlemen ! ’’ I cried out in agony, ‘‘ it ’s a 
wicked, wicked lie, and it’s not the first she has told 
about me. A week ago she said 'J wanted to kiss her, 
and she and Bevii both set on me ; and I never wanted 
to kiss the nasty thing, so help me — ” 

“ You did, you lying wicked boy ! ” cries Miss Sukey. 
“ And Edward Bevii came to my rescue ; and you 
struck me, like a low mean coward ; and we beat him 
well, and served him right, the little abandoned boy.” 

And he kicked one of my teeth out — you did, 
you little villain ! ” roars Bevii, whose jaws had in- 
deed suffered in that scuffle in the kitchen, when his 
precious sweetheart came to Ins aid with the bellows. 

He called me a coward, and I fought him fair, 
though he is ever so much older than me,” whimpers 
out the prisoner. And Sukey Rudge set upon me, 
and beat me too ; and if I kicked liiin, he kicked me.” 

And since this kicking match they have found out 
that you stole their nione> , liave they ? ” says the 
Doctor, and turns round, appealing to his brother 
magistrates. 

^‘Miss Rudge, please to tell the rest of your story ? ” 
calls out the justices’ clerk. 
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The lest of the Rudges’ story was, that having 
cheir suspieions roused against me, they (determined 
to examine my cupboards and boxes in my absence, 
to see whether the stolen objects were to be found, 
and in my box they discovered the two marked half 
crowns, the three marked shillings, a brass-barrelled 
pistol, which were now in court.* ^^Me and Mr 
Bevil, the apprentice, found the money in the box , 
and we* called my papa from the ^hop, and we fetched 
Mr. Beales, the constable, who lives over the way ; 
and when the little monster came back from school, 
we seized upon him, and brought him before your 
worships^ and hanging is what I said he would ah 
ways come to,” shrieks my enemy Miss Budge. 

Why, I have the key of that box in my pocket 
now ! ” I cried out. 

had means of opening it,” says Miss Budge, 
looking very red. 

“ Oh, if you have another key — ” interposes the 
Doctor. 

We broke it open with the tongs and poker,” says 
Miss ABudge, me and Edward did — I mean Mr. 
Bevil, the apprentice.” 

When ? ” said I, in a great tremor. 

“ When ? When you was at school, you little mis- 
creant! Half an hour before you cjime back to 
dinner.” 

‘^Tom Parrot, Tom Parrot!” I cried. ‘^Call Tom 
Parrot, gentlemen. For goodness’ sake call Tom ! ” 1 
said, my heart beating so that I could hardly speak. 

Here I am Denny I ” pipes Tom in the crowd ; 
and presently he comes up to their honors on the 
bench. 

Speak to Tom, Doctor, dear Dr. Barnard ! ” 
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I continued. ^^Tom, when did I show you my 
pistol ? 

Just before ten o\dock school/’ 

« What did I do 

You unlocked your box, took the pistol out of a 
handkerchief, showed it to me, and two flints, a pow- 
der-horn, a bullet-mould, and some bullets, and ])ut 
them back again, and locked the box.” 

Was there any money in the box ? ” 

There was nothing in the box but the pistol, and 
the bullets and things. 1 looked into it. It was as 
empty as my hand.’’ 

‘^And Denis Duval has been sitting by you in 
school ever since ? ” 

*^Ever since — except when I was called up and 
caned for my Corderius,” says Tom, with a roguish 
look; and there was a gi'eat laught(u‘ and sliout of 
applause from our boys of Pocock’s when this testi- 
mony was given in their schoolfellow’s favor. 

My kind Doctor held his hand over tlie railing to 
me, and when I took it, my heart was so full that my 
eyes overflowed. I tiiought of little Agnes. What 
would she have f(dt if her Denis had been committed 
as a thief ? I had such a nijd.ure of tlianks and grat- 
itude that 1 think the pleasure of the accpiittal was 
more than equivalent to the anguish of the accusa- 
tion. What a shout all Pocock’s boys set u}), as I 
went out of the justice-room 1 We trooped joyfully 
down the stairs, and there were fresh shouts and 
huzzays as we got down to the market. I saw Mr. 
Joe Weston buying corn at a stall. He only looked 
at me once. His grinding teeth a,nd his (denched 
riding-whi]) did not frighten me in the least now. 
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THE LAST OF MY SCHOOL-DAYS. 

As our joyful procession of boys passed by Part- 
left’s the pastry-cook’s one of the boys — Samuel 
Arbin — T remember the fellow well — a greedy boy 
with e large beard and whiskers, though only fifteen 
years old — insisted that 1 ought to stand treat in 
consequence of my victory over my enemies. As far 
as a groat went, I said I vvxis ready : for that was all 
the money J had. 

“ Oh, you story-teller ! ” cries the other. Wliat 
have you done witli your tliree guineas which you 
were bragging alx)ut and showing to the boys at 
scdiool ? I suppose they were in the box when it 
was broken o{»en.” Tliis Samuel Arbin was one of 
the boys who had jeered when T was taken in charge 
by the constable, and would have liked me to be 
guilty, I almost think. I am afraid I had bragged 
about my money when I possessed it, and may have 
shown my shining gold pieces to some of the boys in 
school. 

I know what he has done with his . money ! ” 
broke in my steiulfast crony Tom Parrot. He has 
given away every shilling of it to a poor family who 
wanted it, and nobody ever knew you give away a 
shilling, Samuel Arbin,’’ he says. 

“Unless he could get eighteen pence by it!” sang 
out another little voice. 
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Tom Parrot, I ’ll break every bone in your body, 
as sure as my name is Arbin ! ” cried the other, in a 
fury. 

Sam Arbin,” said I, ‘^after you have finished 
Tom, you must try me ; or we ’ll do it now if you 
like.” To say the truth, 1 had long had an inclina- 
tion to try my hand against Arbin. He was an ill 
friend to me, and amongst the younger boys a bully 
and a usurer to boot. The rest called out, “ A ring ! 
a ring! Let us go on the green and have it out!” 
bedng in their innocent years always ready for a fight. 

Put this one was never to come off : and, except 
in later days, when I went to revisit the old place, 
and ask for a lialf-holiday for my young successors 
at Pocock’s, I was never again to see the ancient 
school-room. While we boys were brawling in the 
market-place before the pastry-cook’s door. Dr. 
P>arnard came up, and our quarrel was hushed in a 
moment. 

‘^What! fighting and quarreling already?” says 
the Doctor, sternly. 

It was n’t Denny’s fault, sir ! ” cried out several 
of the boys. “ It was Arbin began.” And, indeed, I 
can say for myself that in all the quarrels I have had 
in life, — and they have not been few — I consider I 
always have been in the right. 

“ Come along with me, Denny,” says the Doctor, 
taking me by the shoulder : and he led me away and 
we took a walk in the town together, and as we 
passed old Ypres Tower, which was built by King 
Stephen, they say, and was a fort in old days, but is 
used as the town-prison now, “Suppose you had been 
looking from behind those bars now, Denny, and 
awaiting your trial at assizes ? Yours would not 
have been a ideasant idight,” Dr. Barnard said. 
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<«But I was innocent, sir ! You know I was ! ” 

Yes. Praise be where praise is due. But if you 
had not providentially been able to prove your iiiiio- 
cence — if ycni and your friend Parrot luid not hap- 
pened to inspect your box, you would have l)e(ui 
in j^onder place. Ha ! there is the bell ringiipi^ 
for afternoon service, which niy good friend Dr. 
Wing keeps up. What say you ? Shall we go and 
— and — offer up our thank Denny — for tlu‘ — 
the immense peril from which — you have been — 
delivered ? ’’ 

I remember how my dear fricuid’s voice trembhul 
as he spoke, and two or three drops fell from his 
kind eyes on my hand, which he held. I followed 
him into the cliurch. Indeed and indeed I was 
thankful for my deliverance from a grejit danger, and 
even more thankful to have the n'gard of the true 
gentleman, the wise and tender friend, who was there 
to guide, and cheer, and help me. 

As we read the last psalm appointed for that even- 
ing service, I remember how the good man, bowing 
his own head, put his hand upon mine ; and we re- 
cited together the psalm of thanks to the Highest, 
who had had respect unto the lowly, and who had 
stretched forth His hand upon the furiousness of my 
enemies, and whose right hand had saved me. 

Dr. Wing recognized and greeted his comrade 
when service was over : and the one doctor pre- 
sented me to the other, who had been one of the 
magistrates on the bench at the time of my trial. 
Dr. Wing asked ns into his house, where dinner was 
served at four o’clock, and of course the transactions 
of the morning were again discussed. What could be 
the reason of the persecution against me ? Who in- 
stigated it ? There were matters connected with this 



1B2 


DENIS DUVAL. 


story regarding which I could not speak. Should \ 
do so, I must betray secrets which were not mine, 
and which ijnplicated I knew not whom, and regard- 
ing which I must hold my peace. Now, they are 
secrets no more. That old society of smugglers is 
dissolved long ago : nay, T shall have to tell pres- 
ently how I helped myself to break it up. Grand- 
father, Kiulge, the Chevalier, the gentleman of the 
Priory, were all connected in that great smuggling 
society of which 1 have spoken; which had its depots 
all along the coast and inland, and its correspondents 
from Dunkirk to Havre de Grace. I have said as a 
boy how J had been on some of these fishing’^ ex- 
peditions ; and how, mainly, by the effect of my dear 
Doctor’s advice, I had withdrawn from all participa- 
tion in this lawless and wicked life. When Devil 
called me coward for refusing to take a shai'e in a 
night-cruise, a quarrel ensued between us, ending in 
that battle royal which left us all sprawling, and cuff- 
ing and kicking each other on the kitchen floor. Wy^s 
it rage at the injury to her sweetheart’s teeth, or 
hatred against myself, which induced my sweet Miss 
8ukey to propagate calumnies against me ? The 
provocation 1 had given certainly did not seem to 
warrant such a deadly enmity as a prosecution and a 
perjury showed must exist. Howbeit, there was a 
reason for tlie anger of the grocer’s daughter and ap- 
prentice. They would injure me in any way they 
could ; and (as in the before mentioned case of the 
bellows) tal^e the first weapon at hand to overthrow 
me. 

As magistrates of the county, and knowing a great 
deal of what was happening round about them, and 
the character of their parishioners and neighbors, the 
two gentlemen could not, then, press me too closely. 
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Smuggled silk and la(*e, rum and brandy ? Who hail 
iiot these in his possession along the Sussex and 
Kent coast ? And, Wing, will you promise me 
there are no ribbons in your house but such as have, 
paid duty ? ’’ asks oiui doctor of the other. 

My good friend, it is lucky iiiy wife has gone to 
her tea-table,’’ replies J)r. Wing, or I would not 
answer for the peace being kept.” 

ivfy dear Wing,” continm s Dr. Barnard, ‘‘this 
brandy puii(di is excellent, and is worthy of being 
smuggled. To *ruii an anker of brandy seems no 
monstrous crihie ; but when men engage in these 
lawless ventures at all, who knows how far the evil 
will go ? 1 buy ten kegs of brandy from a French 

fishing-boat, I land it under a lie on the coast, 1 send 
it inland ever so far, be it from here tol^ew York, and 
all my consignees lie and swindle. I land it, and lie 
to the revenue officer. Uinhn- a lie (that is, a mutual 
secrecy), I sell it to the landlord of ‘The Bell’ at 
Maidstone, say — where a good friend of ours, Denny, 
looked at his pistols. You remember the day when 
his brother received the charge of shot in his face ? 
My huidlord sells it to a customer under a lie. We 
are all engaged in crime, conspiracy, and falsehood ; 
nay, if the revenue looks too closely after us, we out 
with our pistols, and to crime and conspiracy add 
murder. Do you suppose men engaged in lying every 
day will scruple about a false oath in a witness-box ? 
Crime engenders crime, sir. Bound about us, Wing, 
L know there exists a vast confederacy of fraud, greedy 
and rebellion. 1 name no names, sir. I fear men 
high placed in the world’s esteem, and largely en- 
dowed with its riches too, are concerned in the pur- 
suit of this godless traffic of smuggling, and to what 
does it not lead them ? To falsehood, to wickednesKS, 
to murder, to — ” 
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“ l"ea, sir, if you please, sir,’’ says John, entering, 

My mistress and the young ladies are waiting.” 

The ladies had previously heard the story of poor 
Denis Duval’s persecution and innocence, and had 
shown him great kindness. By the time when we 
joined them after dinner, they had had time to per- 
form a new toilette, being engaged to cards with some 
neighbors. I knew Mrs. Wing was a customer to my 
mother for some of her French goods, and she would 
scarcely, on an ordinary occasion, have admitted 
such a lowly guest to her table as the humble 
dressmaker’s boy ; but she and the ladies were very 
kind, and my persecution and proved innocence had 
interested them in my favor. 

You have had a long sitting, gentlemen,” says 
Mrs. Wing : “ I supjmse you have been deep in poli- 
tics, and tlie quarrel with France.” 

^^We have been speaking of France and French 
goods, my dear,” said Dr. Wing, dryly. 

^^And of the awful crime of sjiiuggling and en- 
couraging smuggling, my dear Mrs. Wing ! ” cries my 
Doctor. 

Indeed, Dr. Barnard ! ” Now, Mrs. Wing and 
the young ladies were dressed in smart new caps and 
ribbons, which my poor mother supplied; and they 
turned red, and I turned as red as the cap-ribbons, as 
1 thought how my good ladies had been provided. 
No wonder Mrs. Wing was desirous to change the 
subject of conversation. 

“ What is this young man to do after his persecu- 
tion ? ” she asked. He can’t go back to Mr. Budge 
— that horrid Wesleyan who has accused him of 
stealing.” 

No, indeed, I could not go back. We had not 
thought about the matter until then. There had 
been a hundred things to agitate and interest me in 
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the half-dozen hours since my apprehension and 
dismissal. 

The Doctor would take me to Winclielsea in his 
chaise. I could not go back to my persecutors, that 
was clear, except to reclaim my little property and 
my poor little boxes, which they had found means to 
open. Mrs. Wing gave me a hand, the young ladies 
a stately curtsy ; and my good Dr. Barnard putting 
a han3 under the arm of the b<a-ber’s grandson, we 
quitted these kind people. I was not on the quarter- 
deck as yet, you* see. T was but a humble lad be- 
longing to ordinary tradesmen. 

By the way, I had forgotten to say that the two 
clergymen, during their after-dinner talk, had em- 
plcyed a part of it in examining me as to niy little 
store of learning at school, and my future prospects. 
Of Latin I had a smattering , French, owing to my 
birth, and mainly to M. de la Motte’s instruction and 
convcu'sation, T could speak better than either of my 
two examiners, and with quite the good manner and 
conversation. I was well advanced, too, in arith- 
ni(‘.tic and geometry ; and Dampi(‘r’s Voyagtis Vere 
as much my delight as those of 8inbad or my friends 
Ilobinson Crusoe and Man Friday. I could pass a 
good examination in navigation and seamanship, and 
(iould give an account of the different sailings, work- 
ing-tides, double-altitudes, and so forth. 

And you can manage a boat at sea, too ? says 
Dr. Barnard, dryly. I blushed, I suppose. I could 
do tliat, and could steer, reef, and pull an oar. At 
J(^ast I (*ould do so two years ago. 

Denny, my boy,” says my good Doctor, I think 
Tis time for thee to leave this school at any rate, and 
that our friend fSir Peter must })rovide for thee.” 

Tfowever he may desire to improve in learning, no 
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boy, I fancy, is very sorry when a proposal is made 
to him to leave school. I said tliat I should be too 
glad if Sir Peter, my patron, would provide for me. 
With the education I had, I ought to get on, the 
Doctor said, and my grandfather he was sure would 
hnd the means for allowing me to appear like a 
gentleman. 

To fit a boy for a]Tpearance on the quarter-deck, 
and to enable him to rank with others, I had heard 
would cost thirty or forty pounds a year at least. I * 
asked, did Dr. Barnard think my grandfather could 
afford such a sum ? 

know not your grandfather’s means,” Dr. Bar- 
nard answered, smiling. “ He keeps his own counsel. 
But I am very nuudi mistaken, Denny, if he cannot 
afford to make you a better allowance than many a 
fine gentleman can give his son. I believe him to be 
rich. Mind, J have no precise reason for my belief; 
but 1 fancy. Master Denis, your good grandpapa’s 
fishinr/ has been very profitable to him.” 

How rich was he? I began to think of the treas- 
ures in my favorite ‘^Arabian Nights ” Did Dr. Bar- 
nard think Grandfather was ver?/ rich? Well — the 
Doctor could not tell. The notion in Winchelsea was 
that old Mr. Peter was very well to do. At any rate 
I must go back to him. It was impossible that I 
should stay with the Kudge family after the insult- 
ing treatment 1 had had from them. The Doctor 
said he would take me home with him in his chaise, 
if 1 would pack my little trunks; and with this talk 
we reached Rudge’s shoj), which I entered not with- 
out a beating heart. There was Rudge glaring at me 
from behind his desk, where he was posting his 
books. The apprentice looked daggers at me as he 
came up through a trap-door from the cellar with a 
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string of dip-candles ; and my charming Miss Susan 
was behind the counter tossing up her ugly head. 

Ho ! he ’s come back, have he ? ” says Miss 
Rudge. ‘‘As all the cupboards is locked in the 
parlor, you can go in, and get your tea there, young 
man.” 

1 am going to take Denis home, Mr. Rudge,” said 
my kind Doctor. “He cannot remain with you, 
after the charge which you juade against him this 
morning.” 

“Of having our marked money in his box? Do 
you go for to dare for to say we put it there ? ” cries 
Miss, glaring now at m(‘, now at Doctor Barnard. 
“ Go to say that ! Please to say that once, Dr. P>ar- 
nnrd, before Mrs. Ihirker and Mrs. Scales” (these 
were two women who happened to be in the shop 
purchasing goods). “ Just be so good for to say 
before these ladies, that we have put the money in 
that boy’s box, and we ^11 see whether there is not 
jus^lice in Hengland for a poor girl whom you insult, 
because you are a doctor and a magistrate indeed ! 
Eh, if I was a man, I wouldn’t hd some people's 
gowns, and cassocks, and bands, remain long on tlieir 
backs — that I wouldn’t. And some people would n’t 
see a woman insulted if they was n’t cowards ! ” As she 
said this, Miss Sukey looked at the cellar-trap, above 
which the apprentice’s head had appeared, but tlu^ 
Doctor turned also towards it with a glance so thr(‘at- 
eniiig, that Bevil let the trap fall suddenly down, not 
a little to ray Doctor’s amusement. 

“Go and pack thy trunk, Denny. I will come 
back for thee in half an hour Mr. Rudge must se(’ 
that after being so insulted as you have been, 3*011 
never as a gentleman can stay in this house.” 

“A prett}" gentleman, indeed!” ejaculates Miss 
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Rudge. ‘^Pray, how long since was barbers gentle* 
men, I should like to know? Mrs. Scales mum, Mrs. 
Barker mum, — did you ever have your hair dressed 
by a gentleman ? If you want for to have it, you 
must go to Mounseer Duval, at Winchelsea, which 
one of the name was hung, Mrs. Barker mum, for a 
thief and a robber, and he won’t be the last neither!” 

There was no use in bandying abuse with this 
woman. 1 will go and get my trunk, and be ready, 
sir,” 1 said to the Doctor ; but his back was no sooner 
turned than the raging virago opposite me burst out 
with a fury of words, that I certainly can’t remember 
after five-and forty years. I fancy I see now the lit- 
tle green eyes gleaming hatred at me, the lean arms 
a-kimbo, the feet stamping as she hisses out every 
imaginable imprecation at my poor head. 

Will no man help me, and stand by and see that 
barber’s boy insult me?” she cried. ‘^Bevil, I say 
— Bevil 1 ’Elp me ! ” 

I ran up stairs to my little room, and was not 
twenty minutes in making up my packages. I had 
passed years in that little room, and somehow grieved 
to leave it. The odious people had injured me, and 
yet I would liave liked to part friends with them. I 
had passed delightful nights there in the company of 
Robinson Crusoe, Mariner, and Monsieur Galland 
and his Contes Arabes, and Hector of Troy, whose 
adventures and himentable death (out of Mr. Pope) 
I could recite by heart ; and 1 had had weary nights, 
too, with my school-books, cramming that crabbed 
Latin grammar into my puzzled brain. With arith- 
metic, logarithms, and mathematics 1 have said I was 
more familiar. - I took a pretty good place in our 
school with them, and ranked before many boys of 
greater age. 
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And now my boxes being paeked (my little library 
being stowed away in that which contained my fa- 
mous pistol), I brought them down stairs, with no- 
body to help me, and had them in the passage ready 
against Dr. Barnard’s arrival. The passage is behind 
the back shop at Budge’s — (dear me! how well 1 
remember it !) — and a door thence leads into a suh^- 
street. On the other side of this passage is tlu^ 
kitcht'n, where had been thr Ight which has becm 
described already, and where we commonly took our 
meals. 

I declare I went into that kitelHui disposed to part 
friends with all tliese peophi — to forgive Miss Sukey 
her lies, and Bevil his cuffs, and all the past quarrels 
betwa^en us. Old Budge wa.s by the fire, having his 
supper ; Miss Sukey opposite to him. Bevil, as yet, 
was minding the shop. 

I am coming to shake hands before going away,” 
I said. 

“ You ’re a-going, are you ? And pray, sir, wher- 
Lever are you a-going of ? ” says Miss Sukey, ovei* 
her t('a. 

am going home with Dr. Barnard. I can’t stop 
in this house after you have accused me of stealing 
your money.” 

“ Stealing ! Wkis n’t th(‘ money in your box, you 
little beastly thief ? ” 

“Oh, you young re])robat(', I am surprised the bea,i*s 
don’t come in and eat you,” groans old Budge. “ You 
have shortened my life with your wickedness, that 
you have ; and if you don’t bring your good grand- 
father’s gray hairs with sorrow to the grave, I shall 
be surprised, that I shall. You, who come of a pious 
family — I tremble when I think of you, Denis 
Duval ! ” 
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Tremble ! Faugh ! the wicked little beast ! he 
makes me sick, he do ! ” cries Miss Sukey, with looks 
of genuine loathing. 

Let him depart from among us ! ” cries Fudge. 

Never do I wish to see his ugly face again ! ” 
exclaims the gentle Susan. 

‘‘ I am going as soon as Dr. Barnard’s chaise 
comes,” I said. My boxes are in the passage now, 
ready jm^^ked.” 

Eeady packed, are they ? Is there any more of 
our money in them, you little miscreant ? Fa, is 
your silver tankard in the cupboard, and is the spoons 
safe ? ” 

1 think poor Sukey had b(*.en drinking to drive 
away the mortifications of the morning in the court- 
house. Slie l)e(%am(i more excited and viohuit with 
every word she spoke, and shrieked and clenched her 
fists at me like a madwoman. 

“Susanna, you have had false witness bore against 
you, my child ; and you are not the first of your 
name. But be cabn, be calm ; it ’s our duty to be 
calm ! ” 

“Eh!” (here she gives a grunt.) “Calm with 
that sneak — that pig — that liar — that beast ! 
Where ’s Edward Bevil ? Why don’t he come for- 
ward like a man, and fiog the young scoundrel’s life 
out ? ” shrieks Susanna. “ Oh, with this here horse- 
whip, how I would like to give it you ! ” (She 
clutched her father’s whip from the dresser, where it 
commonly hung on two hooks.) “ Oh, you — you 
villain ! you have got your pistol, have you ? Shoot 
me, you little coward, I ain’t afraid of you ! You 
have your pistol in your box, have you ! ” (I use- 
lessly said as much in reply to this taunt.) “Stop! 
I say, Fa, — that young thief is n’t going away with 
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them boxes, and robbing the whole house as he may. 
Open the boxes this instant! Well se,e he ’s stole 
nothing ! Open them, I say ! ” 

I said I would do nothing of the kind. My blood 
was boiling up at this brutal behavior ; and as she 
dashed out of the room to seize one of my boxes, I 
put myself before her, and sat down on it. 

This was assuredly a bad position to take, for the 
furioife vixen began to strike ixjiie and lasli at my face 
with the riding-whip, and it was more than I could 
do to wrench it from her. 

Of course, at this act of defence on my part, Miss 
Sukey yelled for help, and called out, Edward ! 
Ned Bevil ! The coward is a-striking me! Helj), 
Ned ! ” At this, the shop door flies open, and Sukey’s 
champion is about to rush on me, but he breaks down 
over iny other box with a crash of his shins, and 
friglitful execrations. His nose is prone on the pave- 
ment ; Miss Sukey is wildly laying about her with 
her horsewhip (and 1 think .Bevil’s jacked came in tor 
most of the blows) ; we are all higgled (j-piggledyy 
plunging and scuffling in the dark — when a carriage 
drives up, which I had not heard in the noise of ac- 
tion, and as the hall door opened, I was pleased to 
tliink that Dr. Barnard had arrived, according to his 
promise. 

It was not the Doctor. The new comer wore a 
gown, but not a cassock. Soon after my trial bfflore 
the magistrates was over, our neighbor, John Jeplison, 
of Winchelsea, mounted his cart and rode home froin 
Rye Market. He straightway went to our house, and 
told my mother of the strange scene which had just 
occurred, and of my accusation before the magistrates 
and ac(|uittal. She begge^d, she ordered d'eplison to 
lend her his cart. She seizeid whip and reins ; she 
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dmvB over to Eye; and I don’t envy Jephson’s old 
gray mare that journey with such a charioteer behind 
her. The door, opening from the street, flung light 
into the passage ; and behold, we three warriors were 
sprawling on the floor in the higgledy-piggledy stage 
of the battle as my mother entered ! 

What a scene for a mother with a strong arm, a 
warm heart, and a high temper ! Madame Duval 
rushed instantly at Miss Susan, and tore her shrieking 
from iny body, which fair Susan was pummelling with 
th^ whip. A part of Susan’s cap and tufts of her red 
hair were torn off by this maternal Amazon, and Susan 
was hurled through the open door into the kitchen, 
where she fell before her frightened father. I don’t 
know how many blows my parent inflicted upon this 
creature. Mother might have slain her, but that the 
chaste Susanna, screaming shrilly, rolled under the 
deal kitchen table. 

Madame Duval had wrenched away from this young 
person the horsewhip with which Susan had been 
operating upon the shoulders of her only son, and 
snatched the weapon as her fallen foe dropped. And 
now my mamma, seeing old Mr. Kudge sitting in a 
ghastly state of terror in the corner, rushed at the 
grocer, and in one minute,- with butt and thong, in- 
flicted a score of lashes over his face, nose, and eyes, 
for which anybody who chooses may pity him. ^ Ah, 
you will call my boy a thief, will you ? Ah, you will 
take my Denny before the justices, will you ? Prends 
raoi 9a gredin ! Attrape, hiche ! T^immt noch ein 
paar Schlage, Spitzbube ! ” cries out mother, in that 
polyglot language of English, French, High-Dutch, 
which she always used when excited. My good 
mother could shave and dress gentlemen’s heads as 
well as any man ; and faith I am certain that no man 
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in all Europe got a better dressing than Jtfr. Rudge 
on that evening. 

Bless me ! I have written near a pa^e to describe 
a battle which could not have lasted five minutes. 
Mother’s cart was drawn up at the side-street whilst 
she was victoriously engaged within. Meanwhile, Dr. 
Barnard’s chaise had come to the front door of the 
shop, and he strode through it,^ and found us con- 
querdfs in possession of both fields. Since my last 
battle with Bevil, we both knew that I was more than 
a match for him. In the King’s name, I charge you 
drop your daggers,” as the man says in the play. Our 
wars were over on the appearance of the man of peace. 
Mother left off plying the horsewhip over Rudge; 
Miss Sukey came out from under the table ; Mr. Bevil 
rose, and slunk off to wash his bleeding face : and 
when the wretched Rudge whimpered out that he 
would have the law for this assault, the Doctor sternly 
said, “ You were three to one during part of the battle, 
three to two afterwards, and after your testimony to- 
day, you x)erjured old miscreant, do you suj)pose any 
magistrate will believe you ? ” 

Ko. Kobody did believe them. A punishment fell 
on these bad peo^de. I don’t know who gave the 
iiaine, but Rudge and his daughter were called Ananias 
and Sapphira in Rye ; and ’from that day the old man’s 
affairs seemed to turn to the bad. When our boys of 
Pocoek’s met the, grocer, his daughter, or his appren- 
tice, the little miscreants would cry out, Who put 
the money in Denny’s box ? ” ‘‘ Who bore false wit- 

ness against his neighbor ? ” Kiss the book, Sukey 
my dear, and tell the truth, the whole truth, and noth- 
ing but the truth, do you hear ? ” They had a dread- 
ful life, that poor grocer’s family. As for that rogue 
Tom PaiTot, he cpmos into the shop one market day 
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when the place was full, and asks for a penn’orth of 
sugar-candy, in payment lor which he offers a penny 
to old Eudge sitting at his books behind his high desk. 

It ’s a good bit of money,” says Tom (as bold as 
the brass which he was tendering). It marked, 
Mr. Eudge, like Denny Duval’s money!” And, no 
doubt, at a signal from the young reprobate, a 
chorus of boys posted outside began to sing, Ana- 
nias, Ananias ! He pretends to be so pious ! ^ Ana- 
nias and Saphia — ” Well, well, the Saphia of these 
young wags was made to rliyine incorrectly with 
a word beginning with L. ISTor was this the only pun- 
ishment which befell the unhappy Eudge : Mrs. Wing 
and several of his chief patrons took away their custom 
from him and dealt henceforth with the opposition gro- 
cer. Not long after my affair. Miss 8ukey married the 
toothless apprentice, who got a bad bargain with her, 
sweetheart or wife. I shall have to tell presently what a 
penalty they (and some others) had to pay for their 
wickedness ; and of an act of contrition- on poor Miss 
Sukey ’s part, whom, I am sure, I heartily forgive. Then 
was cleared up that mystery (which I could not under- 
stand, that Dr. J^arnard co aid not, or would not) of the 
persecutions directed against a humble lad, who never, 
except in self-defence, did harm to any mortal. 

1 shouldered the trunks, bauses of the late lamenta- 
ble war, and put them into mother’s cart, into which 
I was about to mount, but the shrewd old lady would 
not let me take a place beside her. “1 can drive well 
enough. Go thou in the chaise with the Doctor. He 
can talk to thee better, my son, than an ignorant 
woman like me. Neighbor Jephson told me how the 
good gentleman stood by thee in the justice-court. If 
ever I or mine can do anything to repay him, he may 
command me. Houp, Schimmel ! Fort ! Shalt soon 
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be to house ! ” And with this she was off with my 
bag and baggage, as the night was beginning to fall. 

I went out of the Rudges’ house, into which I have 
never since set foot. I took my place in the chaise 
by my kind Dr. Barnard. We passed through Win- 
chelsea gate, and di2:)ped down into the marshy plain 
beyond, with bright glimpses of the Channel shining 
beside us, and the stars glittering overhead. We 
talkccF of the affair of the day, of course — the affair 
most interesting, that is, to me, who could think of 
nothing but magistrates, and committals, and acquit- 
tals. The Doctor rep(aited his firm conviction that 
there was a great smuggling conspiracy all along the 
coast and neighborhood. Master Rudge was a mem- 
ber of the fraternity (wliich, indeed, I knew, having 
been out with his people onc,e or twice, as 1 have told, 
to my shame). Perha])S there were other people of 
my ae(iuaintance who belonged to the same society ? ” 
the Doctor said, dryly. Gee up, Daisy ! There 
were other people of my acquaintance, who were to 
be found at Winchelsea as well as at Rye. Your 
precious one-eyed enemy is in it; so, I have no doubt, 
is Monsieur le Chevalier de la Motte ; so is — can you 
guess the name of any one besides, Denny ? 

“ Yes, sir,” I said, sadly ; I km^w my own grand- 
father was engaged in that traffic;. But if — if 
others are, I promise you, on my lionor, I never will 
embark in it,” 1 added. 

”r will be more dangerous now than it has been. 
There will be obstacles to crossing the Chanind which 
the contraband gentlemen have not known for some 
time past. Have you not heard the news ? ” 

‘‘ What news ? ” Indeed I had thought of none but 
my own affairs. A post had come in that very even- 
ing from London, bringing intelligence of no little im- 
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portance even to poor me, as it turned out. And the 
news was that his Majesty the King, having been in- 
formed that a treaty of amity and commerce had been 
signed between the Court of France and certain per- 
sons employed by his Majesty’s revolted subjects in 
North America, “ has judged it necessary to send or- 
ders to his ambassador to withdraw from the French 
Court, . . . and relying with the firmest confidence 
upon the zealous and affectionate support of hi^ faith- 
ful people, he is determined to j)repare to exert, if it 
should be necessary, all tlui forces and resources of his 
kingdoms, which he trusts will be adequate to repel 
every insult and attack, and to maintain and uphold 
the power and reputation of this country.” 

So as 1 was coming out of Rye court-house, thinking 
of nothing but my enemies, and my trials, and my 
triumphs, post-boys were galloping all over the land 
to announce that we were at war with France. One 
of them, as we made our way home, clattered past us 
with liis twanging horn, crying his news of war with 
France. As we wound along the plain, we could see 
the Fr^mch lights across the Channel. My life has 
lasted for fifty years since then, and scarcely ever 
since, but for very very brief intervals, has that bale- 
ful war-light ceased to burn. 

The messenger who bore this important news ar- 
rived after we left Rye, but, riding at a much quicker 
pace than that which our l)o(',tor’s nag ])ractised, over- 
took us ere we had reached our own town of Winchel- 
sea. All our town was alive with the news in half an 
hour ; and in the market-place, the public-houses, and 
from house to house, people assembled and talked. 
So we were at war again with our neighbors across 
the Channel, as well as with our rebellious children in 
America ; and the rebellious children were having the 
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better of the parent at this time. We boys at Pocock’s 
had fought the war stoutly and with gre4t elation at 
first. Over our maps we had pursued the rebels, and 
beaten them in repeated encounters. We routed them 
on Long Island. We conquered them at Brandywine. 
We vanquished them gloriously at Ibiiike^r’s Hill. 
We marched triumphantly into Philadelphia with 
Howe. W^e were quite bewildered when we had to 
surrender with Oeneral Biirgoyne at Saratoga ; being, 
somehow, not accustomed to hear of P>ritish armies 
surrendering, and British valor being beat. We had 
a half-holiday for Long Island,” says Tom Parrot, sit- 
ting next to me in school, I suppose we shal] be 
flogged all round for Saratoga.” As for tliose French- 
men, we knew of their treason for a long time past, 
and were gathering up wrath against them. Prot- 
estant Frenchmen, it was agreed, were of a different 
sort; and I think the banished Huguenots of France 
have not been unworthy subjects of our new sovereign. 

There was one dear little Frenchwoman in Win- 
chelsea who I own was a sad rebel. When Mrs. 
Barnard, talking about the war, turned round to 
Agnes and said, Agnes my child, on what side are 
you ? ” Mademoiselle de Barr bluslied very red, and 
said, I am a French girl, and I am of the side of 
my country. Vive la France ! vive le Itoi ! ” 

Oh, Agnes ! oh, you ])ei‘V(uted, ungrateful little, 
little monster!” cries Mrs. Barnard, beginning to 
weep. 

But the Doctor, far from being angry, smiled and 
looked pleased ; and making Agnes a mock reverence, 
he said, Mademoiselle de Saverne, I think a little 
Frenchwoman should be for France; and here is the 
tray, and we won’t fight until after supper.” And 
as he spoke that night the prayer a])])ointed by his 
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Church for the time of war — prayed that we might 
be armed with His defence who is the only giver of 
all victory — I thought I never heard the good man’s 
voice more touching and solemn. 

When this daily and nightly ceremony was per- 
formed at the Kectory, a certain little person who 
belonged to the Roman Catholic faith used to sit 
aloof, her s])iritual instructors forbidding her to take 
part in our English worship. Wlien it was ov(5r, and 
the Doctor’s household had withdrawn, Miss 'Agnes 
had a flushed, almost angry face. 

Hut what am T to do. Aunt Darnard ? ” said the 
little rebel. If I pray for you, I pray that my 
country may be conquered, and that you may be 
sav(Ml and delivered out of our hands.” 

No, faith, my child, 1 think we will not call upon 
thee for Amen,” says the Doctor, ])atting her check. 

“ 1 don’t know why you should wish to prevail 
over my country,” whimpers the little maid. I am 
sure L won’t pray that any harm may happen to you, 
and Aunt Ihirnard, and .Denny — never, never ! ” And 
in a passion of tears she buried her liead against 
tlie breast of the good man, and we were all not a 
little juoved. 

Hand in hand we two young ones walked from the 
Ivectory to the Triory House, wiiicli was only too 
nea,r. 1 paused ere I rang at the bell, still lidding 
lier wistful little hand in mine. 

You will never be my enemy, Denny, will you ?” 
she said, looking u}). 

My dear,” f faltered out, “ I will love you for- 
ever and ever ! ” 1- thought of the infant whom I 

brought home in my arms from the seashore, and 
once more my dearest maiden was held in them, and 
iny heart throbbed with an exquisite bliss. 



CHAPTER VIII. 


I ENTEK HIS MAJES-JY^S NAVY. 

I PROMISE you there was no doubt or hesitation 
next Sunday regarding our good Eector’s opinions. 
Ever since the war with America began, he liad, to 
the best of his power, exhorted his people to be loyal, 
and testified to the authority of Caesar. War,” he 
taught, is not altogether an evil ; and ordained of 
Heaven, as our illnesses and fevers doubtless are, for 
our good. It teaches obedience and contentment 
under privations ; it fortifies courage ; it tests loy- 
alty; it gives occasion for showing mercifulness of 
heart ; moderation in victory ; endurance and cheer- 
fulness under defeat. The brave who do battle 
victoriously in their country’s cause leave a legacy of 
honor to their children. We English of the present 
day are the better for Cre^y, and Agincourt, and 
Blenheim. I do not grudge the Scots their day of 
Bannockburn, nor the French their Fontenoy. Such 
valor proves the manhood of nations. When we have 
conquered the American rebellion, as I have no doubt 
we shall do, I trust it will be found that these rebel- 
lious children of ours have comported themselves in 
a manner becoming our English race, that they have 
been hardy and resolute, merciful and moderate. In 
that Declaration of War against France, which has 
just reached us, and which interests all England, and 
the men of this coast especially, I have no more 
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doubt in my mind that the right is on our side, than 
I have that Queen Elizabeth had a right to resist the 
Spanish Armada. In an hour of almost equal peril, 
I pray we may show the same watchfulness, con- 
stancy, and valor; bracing ourselves to do the duty 
before us, and leaving the issue to the Giver of all 
Victory.” 

Ere he left the pulpit, our good Rector announced 
that he would call a meeting for next market-day in 
our town-hall — a meeting of gently, farmers, and 
seafaring men, to devise means for the defence of 
our coast and harbors. The Frengli might be upon 
us any day ; and all our people were in a buzz of 
excitement, Volunteers and Fencibles patrolliiig our 
shores, and fisher men’s glasses forever on the look-out 
towards the opposite coast. 

We had a great meeting in the town-hall, and of 
the speakers it was who should be most loyal to King 
and country. Subscriptions for a Dehuice Fund were 
straightway set afoot. It was determined the Cinque 
Port towns should raise a regiment of Fencibles. In 
Winchelsea alone the gentry and chicd’ tradesimui 
agreed to raise a troop of volunteer horse to patrol 
along the shore and communicate with depots of the 
regular military formed at Dover, Hastings, and Deal. 
The fishermen were enrolled to serve as coast and look- 
out men. From Margate to Folkestone the coast was 
watched and patrolled ; and privateers were equipped 
and sent to sea from many of the ports along our line. 
On the French shore we heard of similar warlike prep- 
arations. The fishtnunen on either coast did not harm 
each other as yet, though presently they too fell to 
blows : and I have sad reason to know that a certain 
ancestor of mine did not altogether leave off his rela- 
tions with his French friends. 
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However, at the meeting in the town-hall, Grand- 
father came forward with a subscription and a long 
speech. He said that he and his co-religionists and 
countrymen of France had now for near a century 
experienced British hospitality and freedom ; that 
when driven from home' by Papist persecution, they 
had found protection here, and that now was tlu^ time 
for French Protestants to show that they were grateful 
and fa^lh fill subjects of King George. Grandfather’s 
speech was very warmly received ; that old man had 
lungs, and a knack of speaking, which never failed 
him. He could spin out sentences by the yard, as I 
knew, who had heard him expound for half-hours 
together with that droning voice which had long 
ceased ( H(‘aven help me ! ) to carry conviction to the 
h(iart of Grand fath(U’’s graceless grandson. 

When he had done, Mr. George Weston, of the 
Priory, spoke, and with a good spirit too. (He and 
imy dear f riend^ Mr. Joe^ were both present, and seated 
with the gentlefolks and magistrates at the raised end 
of the liall. ) Mr. George said that as Mr. Duval liad 
spokcm for the French Protestants, he, for liis part, 
could vouch for the loyalty of another body of men, 
the Poman Catholics of Pjngland. In the hour of 
danger lie trusted that he and his brethren were as 
good subjects as any Protestants in the realm. And 
as a trifling test of his loyalty — though he believed 
his neighbor Duval was a richer man than himself 
(Crandfather shrieked a ‘‘No, no!” and there was a 
roar of laughter in the hall ) — he offered as a contri- 
bution to a defence fund to lay down two guineas for 
Mr. Duval’s one. 

“I will give my guinea, I am sure,” says Grarid- 
fatlier, very meekly, “ and may that poor man’s mite 
be accepted and useful ! ” 
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One guinea ! ” roars Weston ; will give a hun- 
dred guineas ! 

^^And I another hundred,” says his brother. We 
will show, as Koman Catholic gentry of England, that 
we are not inferior in loyalty to our Protestant 
brethren.” 

Put my fazer-in-law Peter Duval down for one 
’oiidred guinea ! ” calls out my mother, in her deep 
voice. “ Put me down for twenty-fife guinea, and my 
son D(mis for twenty-fife guinea ! We have eaten of 
ICnglish bread and we are grateful, and we sing with 
all our hearts, God save King George ! ” 

Mother’s speech was received with great applause. 
Parmei’s, gentry, shopkeepers, rich and poor, crowded 
forward to olfer their subscription. Before the meet- 
ing broke up, a very handsome sum was promised for 
the arming and equipment of the Winchelsea Fenci- 
bles ; and old Colonel Evans, who had been present 
at Mindeu and Fontenoy, and young Mr. Barlow, who 
had lost a leg at Brandywine, said that they would 
superintend the drilling of the Winchelsea Fencibles, 
until such time as his Majesty should send officers of 
Ids own to command the corps. It was agreed that 
everybody spoke and ^ted with public spirit. Let 
the French land ! ” was our cry. The men of Bye, 
the men of Winchelsea, the men of Hastings, will 
liave a guard of honor to receive them on the shore ! ” 

That the Fi’ciich intended to try and land was an 
opinion pretty general amongst us, especially when 
his Majesty’s proclamation came, announcing the 
great naval and military armaments which the enem}^- 
was preparing. We liad certain communications with 
Boulogne, Calais, and Dunkirk still, and our fishing- 
boats sometimes went as far as Ostend. Our infor- 
mants brought us full news of all that was going on 
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in those ports; of the troops assembled there, and 
royal French ships and privateers fitted out. 1 was 
not much surprised one night to find our old liovilogne 
ally Bidois smoking his pipe with Grandfather in the 
kitchen, and regaling himself with a glass of his own 
brandy, which I know had not paid unto Ciesar Caesar’s 
due. The pigeons on the hill were making their jour- 
neys still. Once, when I went pp to visit Farmer 
Perreau, I found M. de la Motte and a companion of 
his sending off one of these birds, and La Motte ’s 
friend said sulkily, in German, What does the little 
Spitzbube do here ? ’’ Versteht yielleicht Deiitseh,” 
murmured La Motte, hurriedly, and turned round to 
me with a grin of welcome, and asked news of Grand- 
father and my mother. 

This ally of the Chevalier's was a Lieutenant Liit- 
teiioh, who had served in America in one of the Hes- 
sian regiments on our side, and who was now ];)retty 
often in Winchelsea, where he talked magnificently 
about war and his own achievements, both on the Con- 
tinent and in our American provinces. Tie lived near 
Canterbury as. I heard. I guessed, of course*, that he 
was one of the Mackerel party, and engaged in 
smuggling, like La Motte, the Westons, and my grace- 
less old grandfather and his ally, Mr. Pudge, of Rye. 
I shall have presently to tell how bitterly Monsieur 
de la Motte had afterwards to rue his acquaintance 
with this German. 

Knowing the Chevalier's intimacy with the gentle- 
men connected with the Mackerel fishery, I had little 
cause to be surjuised at seeing him and the German cap- 
tain together ; though a circumstance now arose, which 
might have induced me to suppose him engaged in 
practices yet more lawless and dangerous than smug- 
gling. I was walking up to the hill — must I let slip 
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the whole truth, Madame, in my memoirs ? Well, it 
never did or will hurt anybody ; and, as it only con- 
(‘-erns you and me, may be told without fear. I fre- 
([uently, I say, walked up the hill to look at these 
pigeons, for a certain young person was a great lover 
of pigeons too, and occasionally would come to see 
Father Perreau’s columbarium. Did I love the sight 
of this dear white dove more than any other ? Did 
it come sometimes fluttering to my heart^? Ah! 
the old blood throbs there with the mere recollection. 

I feel — shall we say how many years younger, my 
dear ? In fine, those little walks to the pigeon-house 
are among the sweetest of all our stores of memories. 

I was coming away, then, once from this house of 
billing and cooing, when I chanced to espy an old 
schoolmate, Thomas Measom by name, who was ex- 
ceedingly proud of his new uniform as a private of 
our regiment of Wiiu'lielsea Fencibles, was never tired 
of wearing it, and always walked out with his firelock 
over his shoulder. As I came up to Tom, he had just 
discharged his piece, and hit his bird too. One of Far- 
mer Pcrreau’s pigeons lay dead at Tom’s feet — one of 
the carrier-pigeons, and the young fellow was rather 
scared at what he hadidone, especially when he saw a ^ 
little piece of paper tied under the wing of the slain bird. 

He could not read the message, which was written 
in our German liandwriting, and was only in three 
lines, which I was better able to decipher than Tom. 

J sui)i)osed at first that the message had to do with the 
smuggling business, in which so many of our friends 
were enga-g(Ml, and Measom walked off rather hurriedly, 
being by no means anxious to fall into the farmer’s 
hands, who would be but ill-pleased at having one of 
his birds killed. 

I put the ])aper in my pocket, not telling Tom what 
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I thought about the matter : but I did have a thought, 
and determined to converse with my dear 13 r. Bar- 
nard regarding it. I asked to see him at the Ee^ctory, 
and there read to him the contents of the paper Avliich 
the poor messenger was bearing when Toni’s ball 
brought him down. 

My good Doctor was not a little excited and pleased 
when I interpreted the pigeon’s message to him, and 
especialJ|y' praised me for my reticence with Tom upon 
the subject. It may be a mare’s nest we have dis- 
covered, Denny, my boy,” says the Doctor ; it may 
be a matter of importance. I will see Colonel Evans 
on this 'subject to-night.” We went off to Mr. Evans’s 
lodgings : he was the old officer who had fought under 
the Duke of Cumberland, and was, like the Doctor, a 
justice of peace for our county. I translated for the 
Colonel the paper, which was to the following effect : ^ 

Mr. Evans looked at a paper before him, containing 
an authorized list of the troops at the various Cinque 
Tort stations, and found the poor pigeon’s information 
quite correct. ^^Was this the Chevalier’s writing?” 
tli(‘ gentleman asked. No, I did not think it was M. 
d(; la Motte’s handwriting. Then I mentioned the 
other German in whose compaiy^ I liad seen M. de la 
Motte : the Monsieur Liitterloh whom Mr. Evans said 
he knew quite well. If Liitterloh is engaged in the 
business,” said Mr. Evans, we shall know more about 
it ; ” and he whispered something to Dr. Barnard. 
Meanwhile he praised me exceedingly for my caution, 
enjoined me to say nothing regarding the matter, and 
to tell my comrade to liold his tongue. 

As for Tom Measom he was less cautious. Tom 
talked about his adventures to one or two cronies ; 


1 Left blank by Mr. Thackeray. 
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aad to liis parents, who were tradesmen like my own. 
They occupied a snug house in Winchelsea, with a 
garden and a good paddock. One day their horse was 
found dead in the stable. Another day their cow burst 
and died. There used to be strange acts of revenge 
perpetrated in those days; and farmers, tradesmen, 
or gentry, who rendered themselves obnoxious to cer- 
tain ]^)arties had often to rue the enmity which they 
provoked. That my unhappy old graiidfatfner was, 
and remained in the smugglers^ league, I fear is a fact- 
which I can’t deny or palliate. He paid a heavy pen- 
alty to be sure, but my narrative is not advanced far 
enough to allow of my telling how the old man was 
visited for his sins. 

There came to visit our Winchelsea magistrates 
Captain Pearson, of the Serapis ” frigate, then in 
the Downs ; and I remembered this gentleman, hav- 
ing seen him at the house of my kind patron, Sir 
Peter Denis, in London. Mr. Pearson also recollected 
me as the little boy who had shot the highwayman ; 
and was much interested when he heard of the carrier- 
])igeon, and the news which he bore. It appeared 
that he, as well as Colonel Evans, was acquainted 
with Mr. Lutterloli. You are a good lad,” the Cap- 
tain said ; but we know,” continued he, “ all the 
news those birds carry.” 

All this time our whole coast was alarmed, and 
hourly expectant of a French invasioii. The French 
fleet was said to outnumber ours in the Channel ; the 
French army, we knew, was enormously superior to 
our own. I can remember the terror and the excite- 
ment; the panic of some, the braggart behavior of 
others ; and especially I recall the way in which our 
church was cleared one Sunday, by a rumor which 
ran through the pews, that the French were actually 
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landed. How the people rushed away from the 
building, and some of them whom I remember the 
loudest amongst the braggarts, and singing their 

Come if you dare ! ” Mother and I in our pew, and 
Captain Pearson in the Hector’s, were the only people 
who sat out the sermon, of which Dr. Barnard would 
not abridge a line, and which, I own, I thought was ex- 
tremely tantalizing and provoking. He gave the bless- 
ing wini more than ordinary slo'^ness and solemnity ; 
and had to open his own pulpit-door, and stalk down 
the steps without the accompaniment of his usual 
escort, the clerk, who had skipped out of his desk, 
and run away like the rest of the congregation. Dr. 
Barnard had me home to dinner at the Kectory ; my 
goud mother being much too shrewd to be jealous of 
this kindness shown to me and not to her. When 
she waited upon Mrs. Barnard with her basket of 
laces and perfumeries, Mother stood as became her 
station as a tradeswoman. For thee, my son, ’t is 
different,” she said. 1 will have thee be a gentle- 
man.” And faith, I hope I have done the best of my 
humble endeavor to fulfil the good lady’s wish. 

The war, the probable descent of the French, and 
the means of resisting the invasion, of course formed 
the subject of the gentlemen’s conversation; and 
though I did not understand all that passed, I was 
made to comprehend subsequently, and may as well 
mention facts here which only came to be explained 
to me later. The pigeons took over certain infor- 
mation to France, in return for that which they 
brought. By these and other messengers our Govern- 
ment was kei)t quite well instructed as to the designs 
and preparations of the enemy, and I remember how 
it was stated that his Majesty had occult correspon- 
dents of his owm in France, whose information was 
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of surprising accuracy. Master Liitterloh dabbled 
in the information line. He had been a soldier in 
America, a recruiting-crimp here, and I know not 
what besides ; but the information he gave was given 
under the authority of his employers, to whom in 
return he communicated the information he received 
from France. The wortliy gentleman was, in fact, a 
spy by trade ; and though he was not born to be 
hanged, came by an awful payment for his trekchery, 
as I shall have to tell in due time. As for M. de la 
Motte, the gentlemen were inclined to think that his 
occupation was smuggling, not treason, and in that 
business the Chevalier was allicul with scores, nay 
hundreds, of people round about him. One T knew, 
my pious grandpapa: other two lived at the Priory, 
and I could count many more even in our small town, 
namely, all the Mackerel men to whom I had been 
sent on the night of poor Madame de Saverne^s 
funeral. 

Captain Pearson shook me by the hand very 
warmly when I rose to go home, and I saw, by the 
way in which the good Doctor regarded me, that he 
was meditating some special kindness in my behalf. 
It came very soon, and at a moment when I was 
plunged in the very dismallest dei)ths of despair. 
My dear little Agnes, though a boarder at the house 
of those odious Westons, had leave given to her to 
visit Mrs. Barnard ; and that kind lady never failed 
to give me some signal by which I knew tlnat my 
little sweetheart was at the Rectory. One day the 
message would be, ^-The Rector wants back his volume 
of the ‘ Arabian Nights,’ and Denis had better bring 
it.” Another time my dearest Mrs. Barnard would 
write on a card, ‘^You may come to tea, if you have 
done your mathematics well,” or, ‘‘ You may have a 
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French lesson/^ and so forth — and there, sure enoiit^h, 
would be my sweet little tutoress. How old, my deai, 
was Juliet, when she and young Capulet began thtur 
loves ? My sweetheart had not done playing with 
dolls when our little passion began to bud : and the 
sweet talisman of innocence I wore in my heart hath 
never left me through life, and shielded me from 
many a temptation. 

ShiMl 1 make a clean breast of it ? We young 
hypocrites used to write each other little notes, and 
pop them in certain cunning corners known to us two. 
Juliet used to write in a great round hand in French j 
Eomeo replied, I dare say, with doubtful spelling. 

We had devised sundry queer receptacles where 
our letters lay poste restante. There was the China 
pot-pourri jar on the Japan cabinet in the drawing- 
room. There, into the midst of the roses and spices, 
two cunning young people used to thrust tluur hands, 
and stir about spice and rose-leav(\s, until thc^y 
lighted upon a little bit of folded paper more fragrant 
and precious than all your flowers and cloves. Then 
in the hall we had a famous post-office, nann^ly, the 
barrel of the great blunderbuss over the mantel-piece, 
from which hung a ticket on which “loaded” was 
written, only I knew better, having hel[)i‘d Martin, 
the Doctor’s man, to clean the gun. Then in th(‘ 
churchyard under the wing of the left cherub on Sir 
Jasper Billings’s tomb, there was a certain hole in 
which we put little scraps of paper writbm in a 
cipher devised by oursedves, and on these sci*a})s of 
paper we wrote: — well, can you guess wliat? Wo 
wrote the old song which young people have sung 
ever since singing began. We wrote “Amo, amas,” 
etc., in our childish handwriting. Ah ! thanks be to 
Heaven, though the hands tnunble a litth^ now, they 
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write the words still ! My dear, the last time I was 
ill Wiiichelsea, I went and looked at Sir Jasper’s 
tomb, and at the hole under the cherub’s wing ; there 
was only a little mould and moss there. Mrs. Barm 
arc! found and read one or more of these letters, as 
the dear lady told me afterwards, but there was no 
liai'iii in them ; and when the Doctor put on his grand 
.serieux (as to be sure he had a riglit to’ do), and was 
for giving the culprits a scolding, his wife reiliinded 
liiin of a time when he was ca])taiu of Harrow Scliool, 
and found time to write other exercises than Greek 
and Latin to a young lady who lived in the village. 
Of these matters, 1 say, she told me in later days ; 
in all days, after our acquaintance began, she was my 
truesr friend and protectress. 

But this dearest and happiest season of my life 
(for so 1 think it, though I am at this moment happy, 
most happy, and thankful) was to come to an abrupt 
ending, and poor IJumpty Dumpty having climbed 
the wall of bliss, was to have a great and sudden fall, 
which, for a while, perfectly crushed and bewildered 
him. 1 have said what harm came to my companion 
Tom Measom, for meddling in Monsieur Liitterloh’s 
affairs and talking of them. Now, there were two 
who knew MeiuluuT’s secret, Tom Measom, namely, 
and Denis Duval ; and though Denis held his tongue 
about tlie imatter, except in conversing with the Rec- 
tor and Captain Bearson, Liitterloh came to know 
that I had read and explained the pigeon-despatch of 
which Measom had shot the bearer; and, indeed, it 
was Captain Bearson himself, with whom the German 
had sundry private dealings, who was Liitterloh’s in- 
former. Lutterloh’s rage, and that of his accomplice, 
against me, when they learned the unlucky part I 
had had in the discovery, were still greater than their 
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wrath against Measom. The Chevalier de la Motto, 
who had once been neutral, and even kind to me, was 
confirmed in a steady hatred against me, and held 
me as an enemy whom he was determined to get out 
of his way. And hence came that catastrophe wliieli 
precipitated. Humpty Dumpty Duval, Esq., off the 
wall from which he was gazing at his beloved, as she 
disported in her garden below* 

One evening — sliall I ever forget that evening? 
It was Friday.^ After my little maiden had been tak- 
ing tea with Mrs. Barnard, I had leave to escort her to 
her home at Mr. Weston’s at the Priory, which is not a 
hundred yards from the Rectory door. All the even- 
ing the company had been talking about battle and dan- 
ger, and invasion, and the war news from France and 
America ; and my little maiden sat silent, with her 
great eyes looking at one speaker and another, and 
stibdiing at her sampler. At length the clock tolh^l 
the hour of nine, when Miss Agnes must return to her 
guardian. I had the honor to serve as her escort, 
and would have wished the journey to be ten times 
as long as that brief one between tlie two houses. 
‘‘Good-night, Agnes!’’ “ G-ood-night, Denis! On 
Sunday I shall see you!” We whisper one little 
minute under the stars; the little hand lingers in 
mine with a soft pressure ; we hear the servants’ 
fo(jtstcps over the marble floor within, and I am gone. 
Somehow, at night and at morning, at lessons and 
play, 1 was always thinking about this little maid. 

? I shall see you on KSunday,” and this was Friday ! 
Even that interval seemed long to me. Little did 
either of us know what a long separation was before 
us, and what strange changes, dangers, advmitures, I 
was to undergo ere I again should press that dearest 
hand. 


^ Left blank by Mr. Thackeray 
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The gate closed on her, and I walked away by the 
churchwall, and towards my own home. I was think- 
ing of that happy, that unforgotteii night of my 
childhood, when 1 had been the means of rescuing 
the dearest little maiden from an awful death ; how, 
since then, I had cherished lier with my love of love ; 
and what a blessing she had been to my young life. 
For many years she was its only clieerer and compan- 
ion. At home I had food and shelter, and,' from 
Mother at least, kindness, but no society ; it was not 
until I became a familiar of the good J)octor\s roof 
that 1 knew friendship) and kind companionship). 
What gratitude ought I not to feel for a boon so 

f recious as there was conferred on me ? Ah, I vowed, 
p)rayed, that I might make myself worthy of such 
friends ; and so was sauntering homewards, lost in 
these happiy thouglits, when — when something oc- 
curred which at once decided the whole course of my 
after-life. 

This something was a blow with a bludgeon across 
my ear and tempjle which sent me to the ground ut- 
terly insensible. I remember half a dozen men dark- 
ling in an alley by which I liad to pass, then a scuffle 
and an oath or two, and a voice crying, Give it him, 
curse him ! ” and then 1 was down on the pavement 
as flat and lifeless as the flags on which I lay. When I 
woke up, I was almost blinded with blood ; I was in 
a covered cart with a few more groaning wretches ; 
and when I uttered a moan, a brutal voice growled out 
with many oaths an instant order to be silent, or my 
head should be broken again. I woke up) in a ghastly 
pain and perplexity, but p)resently fainted once more. 
When I awoke again to a half-consciousness I felt 
myself being lifted from the cart and carried, and then 
flung into the bow of a boat, where I supp)ose I was 
loined by the rest of the dismal cart’s comoany. 
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Then some one came and washed my bleeding head 
with salt-water (which made it throb and ache very 
cruelly). Then the man, whispering, I ’m a friend,’^ 
bound my forehead tight with a handkerchief, and the 
boat pulled out to a brig that was lying as near to land 
as she could come, and the same man who had struck 
and sworn at me would have stabbed me once more as 
1 reeled up the side, but that my friend interposed in 
my behalf. It was Tom Hookham, to whose family I 
had given the three guineas, and who assuredly saved 
my life on that day, for the villian who attempted 
it afterwards confessed that he intended to do me 
an injury. I was thrust into the forepeak with three 
or four more maimed and groaning wretches, and, 
the wind serving, the lugger made for her destina- 
tion, whatever that might be. What a horrid night 
of fever and pain it was ! I remember I fancied I 
was carrying Agnes out of the water; I called out her 
name repeatedly, as Tom Hookham informed me, who 
came with a lantern and looked at us poor wretches 
huddled in our shed. Tom brought me more water, 
and in pain and fever I slej)t through a wretched night. 

In the morning our tender came uj^ with a frigate 
that was lying off a town, and I was carried up the 
ship’s side on Hookham’s arm. The Captain’s boat 
happened to pull from shore at the very same time, 
and the Captain and his friends, and our wretched 
party of pressed men with their captors, thus stood 
face to face. My wonder and delight were not a little 
aroused when I saw the Caj)tain was no other than 
my dear Hector’s friend. Captain I’earson. My face 
was bound up, and so pale and bloody as to be scarcely 
recognizable. “ So, my man,” he said rather sternly, 
you have been for fighting, have you ? This comes 
of resisting men employed on his Majesty’s stu-vice.” 
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I never resisted,” I said ; I was struck from be- 
hind, Captain Pearson.” 

The Captain looked at me with a haughty, surprised 
air. Indeed, a more disreputable-looking lad he 
scarcely could see. After a moment he said, Why, 
bless my soul, is it you, my boy ? Is it young Duval ? ” 
Yes, sir,” I said ; and whether from emotion, or 
fever, or loss of blood and weakness, I felt m^ brain 
going again, and once more fainted and fell. 

When I came to myself, I found myself in a berth 
in the Serapis,” where there happened to be but one 
other patient. I had had fever and delirium for a 
day, during which it appears I was constantly calling 
out, Agnes, Agnes ! ” and offering to shoot high- 
waymen. A very kind surgeon’s mate had charge of 
me, and showed me much more attention than a poor 
wounded lad could have had a right to expect in my 
wretched humiliating position. On the fifth day I 
was well again, though still very weak and pale ; but 
not too weak to be unable to go to the Captain when 
he sent for me to his cabin. My friend the surgeon’s 
mate showed me the way. 

Captain Pearson was writing at his table, but sent 
away his secretary, and when the latter was gone 
shook hands with me very kindly, and talked unre- 
servedly about the strangi* a,ccideut which had brought 
me on board his ship. His officer had information, 
he said, “and I had information,” the Captain went 
on to say, “ that some very good seamen of what we 
called the Mackerel party were to be taken at a public- 
house in Winchelsea,” and his officer netted a half- 
dozen of them there, “ who will be much better em- 
ployed ” (says Captain Pearson) “ in serving tlie King 
in one of his Majesty’s vessels, than in cheating him 
on board their own. You were a stray fish that was 



DENIS DUVAL. 


165 


caught along with the rest I know your story. I have 
talked it over with our good friends at the Eectory. 
For a young fellow, you have managed to make your- 
self some queer enemies in your native town ; and you 
are best out of it. On the night when I first saw you, 
I promised our friends to take you as a first-class voh 
unteer. In due time you will pass your examination, 
and be rated as a midshipman. Stay — your mother 
is in Deal. You can go ashore, and she will fit you 
out. Here are letters for you. I wrote to Dr. Bar- 
nard as soon as I found who you were.” 

With this, I took leave of my good j)atron and 
cai'tain, and ran off to read my two letters. One, 
from Mrs. Barnard and the Doctor conjointly, told 
how alarmed they had been at my being lost, until 
Captain Pearson wrote to say how I had been found. 
The letter from my good mother infonned me, in her 
rough way, how she was waiting at the Blue Anchor 
Inn ” in Deal, and would have come to me j but my 
now comrades would laugh at a rough old woman 
coming off in a shore-boat to look after her boy. It 
was better that I should go to 4ier at Deal, where I 
should be fitted out in a way becoming an officer in 
his Majesty’s service. To Deal accordingly I went by 
the next boat : the good-natured surgeon’s mate, wlio 
had attended me and taken a fancy to me, lending me 
a clean shirt, and covering the wound on my head 
neatly, so that it was scarcely seen under my blai^k 
hair. Le i)auvre cher enfant ! comme il est pale ! ” 
How my mother’s eyes kindled with kindness as she 
saw me ! The good soul insisted on dressing my 
hair with her own hands, and tied it in a smart queue 
with a black ribbon. Tlnm she took me off to a tailor 
in the town, and provided me with an outfit a lord’s 
son might have brought on board. My uiiifpnns 
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were ready in a very short time. Twenty-four hours 
after they were ordered Mr. Levy brought them to 
our inn, and I had the pleasure of putting them on ; 
and walked on the Parade with my hat cocked, my 
lianger by my side, and Mother on my arm. Though 
I was perfectly well pleased with myself, I think she 
was the prouder of the two. To one or two trades- 
men and their wivps, whom she knew, she g^ve a 
most dignified nod of recognition this day; but 
])assed on without S])eaking, as if she would have 
them understand that they ought to keep their dis- 
tance when she was in such fine company. ^^When I 
am in the shop, I am in the shop, and my customers’ 
very humble servant,” said she ; but when I am 
walking on Deal Parade Vv^ith thee, I am walking with 
a young gentleman in his Majesty’s navy. And 
Heaven has blessed us of late, my child, and thou 
shalt have the means of making as good a figure as 
any young officer in the service.” And she put such 
a great heavy purse of guineas into my pocket, that 
I wondered at her bounty. “ Remember, my son,” 
a,dd(Hl she, thou aft a genthunan now. Always re- 
spect yourself. Tradesp(* 0 ])le are no company for thee. 
For me ’t is different. I am but a poor hair-dresser 
and shop-keeper.” We supped together at the An- 
chor,” and talked about home, that was but two days 
off, and yet so distant. 8he never once mentioned my 
little maiden to me, nor did I somehow dare to allude 
to her. Mother had prepared a nice bedroom for me at 
the inn, to which she made me retire early, as I was 
still weak and faint after my fevcu* ; and when I was 
in my bed she came and knelt down by it, and with 
tears rolling down her furrowed face offered up a 
prayer in her native German language that He who 
had been pleased to succor me from perils hitherto, 
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vould guard me for the future, and watrdi over me 
in the voyage of life which was now about to begin. 
Kow, as it is drawing to its close, I look back at it with 
an immense awe and thankfulness, for the strange 
dangers from which I have escaped, the great bless- 
ings I have enjoyed. 

I wrote a long letter to Mrs. Barnard, narrating my 
advei^ures as cheerfully as 1 could, though, truth to 
say, ^len I thought of home and a little Someone 
there, a large tear or two blotted my paper, but 1 had 
reason to be grateful for the kindness I had received, 
and was not a little elated at being actually a 
gentleman, and in a fair way to be an officer in his 
Majesty’s navy. 

As I was strutting on the Mall, on the second day 
of my visit to Deal, what should 1 see but my dear 
Dr. Barnard’s well-known ])Ost-chaise nearing us from 
the Dover Boad ? Tlie Doctor and his wife looked 
with a smiling surprise at my altered appearance; 
and as they stepped out of their chaise at the inn, 
the good lady fairly put her arms round me, and gave 
me a kiss. Mother, from her roo«i, saw the embriice, 
I suppose. Thou hast found good friends there, 
Denis, my son,” she said, with sadness in h(‘r deep 
voice. ’T is ^vell. They can befriend thee better 
than I can. NTow thou art well, I may (h'part in 
peace. When thou art ill, tlu^ old mother will come 
to thee, and will bless thee always, my son.” She 
insisted upon setting out on her return homewards that 
afternoon. She had friends at Hythe, Folkestom', and 
Dover (as I knew well), and would put u[) with one or 
other of them. She had before ])acked my new clu'st 
with wonderful neatness. Whatever her feelings might 
be at our parting, sh,e showed no signs of t(mrs or 
sorrow, but mounted her little chaise in the inn-yard, 
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and, without looking back, drove away on her solitary 
journey. The landlord of the Anchor and his 
wife bade her farewell, very cordially and respect* 
fully. They asked me, would I not step into the bar 
and take a glass of wine or spirits ? 1 have said that 

1 never drank either ; and suspec'.t that my mother 
furnished my host with some of these stores out of 
those fishing-boats of which she was owner.^,, If 
J had an only son, and such a good-looking one,” 
Mrs. Boniface was pleased to say (can I, after such a 
fine compliment, be so ungrateful as to forget her 
name ?) — “If I had an only son and could leave him 
as well off as Mrs. Duval can leave you, I would iiT 
send liim to sea in wartime, tliat I wouldn’t.” 
“And though you don’t drink any wine, some of 
your friends on board may,” my landlord added, 
“ and they are always welcome at the ^ Blue 
Anchor.’ ” This was not the first time I had heard 
tluit my mother was rich. “If she be so,” I said to 
my host, “ indeed it is more than I know.” On which 
he and his wife both commended me for my caution ; 
adding with a knovmng smile, “ We know more than 
w(; tell, Mr. Duval. Have you ever Inward of Mr. 
Weston ? Have you ever heard of Monsieur de la 

Motte ? We know where Boulogne is, and Ost ” 

“Hush, wife ! ” here breaks in my landlord. “ If the 
Ca})tain don't wish to talk, why should he ? There 
is the bell ringing from the ^ Ben bow ' and your 
dinner going up to the Doctor, Mr. Duval.” It was 
indeed as he said, and I sat down in the compaii}^ of 
my good friends, bringing a fine appetite to their 
table. 

The Doctor on his arrival had sent a messenger to 
his friend. Captain Pearson, and whilst we were at 
our meal, the Captain arrived in his own boat from 
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the ship, and insisted that Dr. and Mrs* Barnard 
should take their dessert in his cabin on board. 
This j^rocured Mr. Denis Duval the honor of an invi- 
tation, and I and my new sea-chest were accommo- 
dated in the boat and taken to the frigate. My box 
was consigned to the gunner’s cabin, where my ham- 
mock was now slung. After sitting a short time at 
Mr. J^earson’s table, a brother-midshipman gave me a 
hint to withdraw, and I made the acquaintance of my 
comrades, of whom there were about a dozen on board 
tlie Serapis.” Though only a volunteer, I was 
taller and older than many of the midshipmen. 
Th('y knew who I was, of course — the son of a shop- 
keeper at Winchelsea. Then, and afterwards, I had 
my share of rough jokes, you may be sure : but I 
took them with good-humor ; and I had to fight my 
way as I had learned to do at school before. There 
is no need to j)ut down here the number of black 
eves and bloody noses which I received and delivered. 
1 am sure I bore but little malice : and, thank 
Il(‘aven, never wronged a man so much as to be 
obliged to hate him afterwards.# Certain men there 
wei*e, who hated 7}ie : but they are gone, and I am 
licre, with a pretty clear conscience, Heaven be 
praised ; and little the worse for their enmity. 

The first lieutenant of our ship, Mr. Page, was 
redated to Mrs. Barnard, and this kind lady gave him 
such a. character of her very grateful, humble ser- 
vant, and narrated my adventures to him so patheti- 
cally, that Mr. Page took me into his special favor, 
and interested some of my messmates in my behalf. 
The story of the highwayman caused endless talk 
and jokes against me which I took in good part, and 
established my footing among my messmates by 
adopting the plan I had followed at scliool, and 
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taking an early opportunity to fight a well-known 
bruiser amongst our company of midshipmen. You 
must know they called me Soapsuds/^ Powder- 
puff,” and like names, in consequence of my grand- 
father’s known trade of hair-dresser ; and one of my 
comrades bantering me one day, cried, “ I say. Soap- 
suds, where was it you hit the highwayman ? ” 

There ! ” said I, and gave him a clean left-handed 
blow on his nose, which must have caused him to see 
a hundred blue lights. 1 know about five minutes 
afterwards he gave me just such another blow ; and 
we fought it out and were good friends ever after. 
What is this ? Did I not vow as I was writing the 
last page yesterday that I would not say a word about 
my prowess at fisticuffs ? You see we are ever mak- 
ing promises to be good, and forgetting them. I 
suppose other people can say as much. 

Before leaving the ship my kind friends once more 
desired to see me, and Mrs. Barnard, putting a finger 
to her lip, took out from her pocket a little packet, 
which she placed in my liand. 1 thought she was 
giving me money, awd felt somehow disappointed at 
being so treated by her. But when she was gone to 
shore I opened the parcel, and found a locket there, 
and a little curl of glossy black hair. Can you guess 
whose? Along with the locket was a letter in 
French, in a large girlish hand, in which the writer 
said, that night and day slie prayed. for hqr dear 
Denis. And where, think you, the locket is now ? 
where it has been for forty-two jn^ars, and where it 
will remain when a faithful heart that beats under it 
hath ceased to throb. 

At gunfire our friends took leave of the frigate, 
little knowing the fate that wa,s in store for many on 
board her. In three weeks from that day what a 
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change ! The glorious misfortune which befell us is 
written in the annals of our country. 

On the very evening* whilst Captain Pearson was 
entertaining his friends from Winckelsea, he received 
orders to sail for Hull, and place himself under the 
donimand of the Admiral there. From the Humber we 
presently were despatched northward to Scarborough. 
Thejje had been not a little excitement along the 
whole northern coast for some time past, in conse- 
quence of the appearance of some American priva- 
teers, who had ransacked a Scottish nobleman’s 
castle, and levied contributions from a Cumberland 
seaport town. As we were close in with Scarborough 
a boat came off with letters from the magistrates of 
chat place, announcing that this scpiadron had actually 
been seen off the coast. The commodore of this 
wandering piratical expedition was known to be a 
rebel Scotchman : who fought with a rope round his 
neck to be sure. No doubt many of us youngsters 
vapored about the courage with which we would 
engage him, and made certain, if we could only meet 
with him, of seeing him hang from his own yard- 
arm. It was Dlls aliter visum, as we used to say at 
Pocock’s ; and it was we threw deuceace too. Traitor, 
if you will, was Monsieur Paul John Jones, after- 
wards knight of his Most Christian Majesty’s Order 
of Merit; but a braver traitor m^ver wore sword. 

We had been sent for in order to protect a fleet of 
merchantmen that were bound to the Baltic, and 
were to sail under the convoy of our v ship and the 
Countess of Scarborough,” commanded by Captain 
Percy. And thus it came about that after being 
twenty-five days in his Majesty’s service, I had the 
fortune to be present at one of the most severe and 
desperate combats that has been fought in our or any 
time; 
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I shall not attempt to tell that story of the battle , 
of the 23d September, which ended in our glorious 
Captain striking his own colors to our superior and 
irresistible enemy. Sir Richard has told the story of 
his disaster in words nobler than any I could supply, 
who, though indeed engaged in that fearful action In 
which our flag went down before a renegade Briton 
and his motley crew, saw but a very small portipn of 
the battle which ended so fatally for us. It did not 
commence till nightfall. How well 1 remember the 
sound of the enemy’s gun of which the shot crashed 
into our side in reply to the challenge of our captain 
who hailed lier ! Then came a broadside from us — 
the first I had ever heard in battle. 
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The readers of the “ Cornhill Magazine have now 
read the last line written by William Makepeace 
Thackeray. The story breaks oft’ as his life ended — 
full of vigor, and blooming with new promise like the 
apple-treiis in this month of May : ^ the only difference 
between the work and the life is this, that the last 
chapters of the one have their little pathetical gaps 
and breaks of unfinished effort, the last chapters of 
the other were fulfilled and complete. But tlie life 
may be left alone ; while as for the gaps and breaks 
in his last pages, nothing that we can write is likely 
to add to their significance. There they are ; and the 
reader^s mind has already fallen into them, with sensa- 
tions not to be improved by the ordinary comnientator. 
If Mr. Thackeray himself (ioulddo it, that would b(‘, an- 
other thing. Preacher he called himself in some of 
the Roundabout discourses in which his softer spirit 
is always to be heard, but he never had a text after 
his own mind so much as these last broken chapters 
would give him now. There is the date of a certain 
Friday to be filled in, and Time is no more. Is it very 
presumptuous to imagine the Roundabout that Mr. 

^ The last number of “ Denis Duval ” appeared in tUe “ Corn 
If 111 Maga^sine ” of June, 1864. 
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i'hackeray would write upon this unfinished work of 
his, if he could come back to do it ? We do not thinfe 
it is, or very difficult either. What Carlyle calls the 
divine gift of speech was so largely his, especially in 
his maturer years, that he made clear in what he did 
say pretty much what he would say about anything 
that engaged his thought; and we have only to im- 
agine a discourse ^‘On the Two Women at the Mill,” ^ 
to read off upon our minds the sense of what^ Mr. 
Thackeray alone could have found language, for. 

Vain are these speculations — or are they vain? 
Not if we try to think what he would think of his 
broken labors, considering that one of these days our 
labors must be broken too. Still, there is not much to 
be said about it : and we pass on to the real business 
in hand, which is to s1h)w as well as we may what 
Denis Duval ” would have been had its author lived 
to complete his work. Fragmentary as it is, the story 
must always be of consid(u*able importance, because it 
will stand as a warning to imperfect critics never to 
be in haste to cry of any intellect, His vein is worktal 
out: there is nothing left in him but the echoes of 
emptiness.” The decriers were never of any impor- 
tance, yet there is more than satisfaction, there is 
something like triumph in the mind of every honest 
mail of hitters when he sees, and knows everybody 
must see, how a genius whicli was sometimes said to 
have been guilty of passing behind a cloud toward the 
evening of his day, came out to shine with new splen- 
dor before the day was done. Denis Duval ” is un- 
finished, but it ends that question. The fiery genius 
that blazed over the city in “ Vanity Fair,” and passed 
on to a ripe afternoon in “ Esmond,” is not a whit less 

1 “ women .shall be grinding at the mill, one shall be taken 
and the other left.” 
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great, it is only broader, more soft, more mellow and 
kindly, as it sinks too suddenly in Denis Duval.’' 

This is said to introduce the settlement of another 
too-hasty notion which we believe to have been pretty 
generally accepted namely, that Mr. Thackeray took 
little pains in the construction of his works. The 
truth is, that he very industriously did take pains. 
We find that out when we inquire, for the benefit of 
the raiders of his Magazine, wnether there is any- 
thing to tell of his designs for Denis Duval.” The 
answer comes in the form of many most careful notes, 
and memoranda of inquiry into minute matters of de- 
tail to make the story true. How many young novel- 
lists are there who have nH much genius to fall back 
upon, who yet, if they desired to set their hero down 
in Winchelsea a hundred years ago for instance, 
would take the trouble to h^arn how the town was 
built, and what gate led to Rye (if the hero happened 
to have any dealings with that place), and who were 
its local magnates, and liow it was governed ? And 
yet tliis is what Mr. Thackeray did, thougli his inves- 
tigation added not twenty lines to the story and no 
‘‘interest” whatever: it was simply so much con- 
s('ieiiti()us effort to keep as near truth in feigning as 
he e<nild. That Winchelsea had three gates, “ New- 
gate on 8. W., Laiidgate on N. P]., Strandgate {leadhuj 
to Bye) on 8. E ; ” tluit “ the government was vested 
in a mayor and twelve jurats, jointly ; ” that “ it sends 
canopy bearers on occasion of a coronation,” etc., all 
is duly entered in a note-book with reference to au- 
thorities. And so about the refugees at Rye, and 
the French Reformed church there ; nothing is written 
that history cannot vouch for. The neat and orderly 
way in which the notes are set down is also remarka- 
ble. Each has its heading, as thus : — 
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“ Refugees at Rye, — At Rye ie a small settlement of French 
refugees, who are for the most part fishermen, and have a 
minister of their own. 

French Reformed Church, — Wherever there is a sufficient 
number of faithful there is a church. The pastor is admitted 
to his office by the provincial synod, or the colloquy, provided 
it be composed of seven pastors at least. Pastors are seconded 
in their duties by laymen, who take the title of Ancients, 
Elders, and Deacons precentors. The union of Pastors, Dea- 
cons, and Elders forms a consistory.’’ ^ 

Of course there is no considerable merit in care 
like this, but it is a merit which the author of Denis 
DuvaV’ is not popularly credited with, an^, therefore 
it may as well be set down to him. Besides, it 
may serve as an exan^ple to fledgling geniuses of 
what he thought necessary to the perfection of his 
work. 

But the chief interest of these notes and memo- 
randa lies in the outlook they give us upon the con- 
duct of the story. It is not desirable to print them 
all ; indeed, to do so would be to copy a long list of 
mere references to books, magazines, and journals, 
where such byway bits of illustration are to be found 
as lit Mr. Thackeray’s mind to so vivid an insight 
into manners and character. Still, we are anxious to 
give the reader as complete an idea of the story as 
we can. 

First, here is a characteristic letter, in which Mr. 
Thackeray sketches his plot for the information of 
his publisher: — 

“ My dear H , — I w’as born in the year 1764, at "Win* 

chelsea, where my father was a grocer and clerk of the church. 
Everybody in the place was a good deal connected with 
siimggling. 

“ There used to come to our house a very noble French geu' 
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tleman, called the Comte de la Motte^ and with him a 
German, the Baron de Lutterloh. My father used to take 
packages to Ostend and Calais for these two gentlemen, and 
perhaps I went to Paris once and saw the PVench queen. 

‘‘The squire of our town was Squire Weston of the 
Priory, who, with his brother, kept one of tlie gen teelest 
houses in the country. He was churchwarden of our church, 
at^d much respected. Yes, but if you lead the ‘ Annual Regia- 
ter ’ of%l781, you will find that on the I3tli July tlie sluaifis at- 
tended at the Tower of London to receive custody of a De la 
Motte, a prisoner charged with high treason. The fact is, this 
Alsatian nobleman being in difficulties in his own country 
(where he had commanded tlie Regiment Soubise), cnme to 
London, aqd under pretence of sending jirints to France and 
Ostend, supplied the French Ministers with accounts of the 
movements of the English fields and troops. His godietween 
was Lutterloh, a Brunswicker, who had been a crimping-agent, 
then a servant, who was a .spy of Fraiuieund Mr. Franklin, and 
who turned king’.s evidence on La Motte, and hanged him. 

“This Liitterloh, who had been a crimping-agent for Ger- 
man troops during the AnH*rican war, tben a servant in 
London during the Gordon riots, then an agent for a spjq then 
a spy over a spy, T susjiect to have been a consummate scoun- 
drel, and doubly odious from sjieaking English with a German 
accent. 

“ What if he wanted to marry that charming girl, who 
lived with Mr. Weston at Winchelsea ? Hal I see a mystery 
here. 

“ What if this scoundrel, going to receive his pay from the 
English Admiral, with whom he w^as in communication at 
Portsmouth, happened to go on board the ‘Royal (R^orge,’ the 
day she went down ? 

“As for George and Joseph Weston, of the Priory, I am 
sorry to say they were rascals too. They were tried lor rob- 
bing the Bristol mail in 1780; and being acquitted for want 
of evidence, were tried immediately after on another indict- 
ment for forgery — Joseph was acquitted, hut George was 
capitally convicted. But this did not help poor Joseph. 
Before their trials, they and some others broke out oi New- 
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gate, and Joseph fired at, and wounded, a porter who tried to 
stop him, on Snow Hill. For this he was tried and found 
guilty on the Black Act, and hung along with his brother. 

“Now, if I was an innocent participator in De la Motte’s 
treasons, and the Westons’ forgeries and robberies, what pretty 
scrapes I must have been in ? 

“ I married the young woman, whom the brutal Liitterloh 
would have had for himself, and lived happy ever after.” 

Here, it will be seen, the general idea very 
roughly sketclied, and the sketedi was not in all its 
parts carried out. Another letter, never sent to 
its destination, gives a somewhat later account of 
Denis, — 

“ My grandfather’s name was Duval ; he was a barber and 
perrnquier by trade, and* elder of the French Protestant 
Church at Winchelsea. I was .sent to board with his corre- 
spondent, a Methodist grocer, at Rye. 

“These two ke])t a fishing-boat, hut the fish they caught 
was many and ihany a ])arrel of Nantz brandy, which we 
landexl — never mind where — at a place to us well known. 
In the innocence of my heart, I — a child — got leave to go 
out fishing. We used to go out at night and meet ships from 
the French coast. 

“ I learned to scuttle a marlinspike, 
reef a lee-.scuppei‘, 
keel 1 laid a bowsprit 

.IS well as the best of them. How well I remember the jab- 
liei ing of the Frenchmen the first night as they handed the 
kegs over to us ! One night we were fired into by his 
Majesty’s revenue cutter ‘ Lynx.’ I asked what those balls 
were fizzing in the water, etc. 

“I wouldn’t go on with the smuggling; being converted 
by Mr. We.sley, who came to preach to us at Rye — but that 
is neither here nor there — ” 


In these letters neither ‘^my mother,” nor the 
Comte de Saverne and his unhappy wife appear; 
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while Agnes exists only as ^^that charming girl.” 
Corate de la Motte, the Baron de Liitterloli, and tlio 
Westons, seemed to have figured foremost in the au- 
thor’s mind: they are historical cliaracters. In tlu^ 
first letter, we are referred to the Annual Kegist(‘r ’’ 
for the story of De la Motte and Liitterloh : and this 
is what we read there, — 

% 

“ January 5, 1781. — A gentleman vV’as taken into custody 
for treasonable practices, named Henry Francis de la Motte, 
which he bore with the title of baron annexed to it. He has 
resided in Bond Street, at a Mr. Otley’s, a woollen draper, for 
some time. 

“ When he was going up stairs at the Secretary of State’s 
office in Cleveland How, he dropped several papers on the 
staircase, which were immediately* discovered by the messen- 
ger, and carried in with him to Lord Hillsborough. After his 
examination, be was committed a close prisoner for high trea- 
son to the Tower. The papers taken from him are reported to 
be of the highest importance. Among them are particular 
lists of every ship of force in any of our yards and docks, 
etc. 

‘‘ In consequence of the above papers being found, Henry 
biitterloh, Es(|'., of Wickham, near Portsmouth, was afterwards 
apjuehended and brought to town. The messengers found 
Ml’. Liitterloh ready booted to go a hunting. When he under- 
stood theii* l)usiiiess, he did not discover the least embarass- 
iiient, l)ut (hdivered his keys with the utmost readiness. • . . 
Mr. Liitterloh is a German, and had lately taken a house at 
Wickham, within a few miles of Portsmouth ; and as he kept 
a pack of hounds, and was considered as a good companion, he 
was well received by the gentlemen in the neighborhood. 

July 14, 1781. — Mr. Liitterloh’s testimony was of so se- 
rious a nature, that the court seemed in a state of astonishment 
during the whole of his long examination. He said that he 
embarked in a plot with the prisoner in the year 1778, to fur- 
nish the French court with secret intelligence of the Navy ; 
for which, at. first, he received only eight guineas a month ; the 
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importance of his information appeared, however, so clear to 
the prisoner, that he shortly after allowed him fifty guineas a 
month, besides many valuable gifts; that upon any emergency, 
he came post to town to M. de la Motte, but common occur- 
rences relative to their treaty, he sent by the post. He identi- 
fied the papers found in his garden, and the seals, he said, were 
M. de la Motte’s, and well known in France. He had been to 
Paris by direction of the prisoner, and was closeted with 
Monsieur Sartine, the French Minister. He had forTued a 
plan for capturing Governor Johnstone’s scpiadron, for which 
he demanded eight thousand guineas, and a third share of the 
ships, to be divided amongst the prisoner, himself, ami his 
friend in a certain oflice, but the French court would not agree 
to yielding more than an eighth share of the s([uadron. After 
agreeing to enable the French to take the commodore, he went 
to Sir Hugh Palliscr, and offered a plan to take the French, 
and to defeat his original project with which he had furnished 
the French court. 

“ The trial Listed for thirteen hours, when the jury, after a 
short deliberation, ])ronounced the prisoner guilty, when sen- 
tence was immediately f>assed upon him ; the ])risoner received 
the awful dooTn (he was condemned to be hanged, drawn, and 
(juartered) with great composure, but inveighed against Mr. 
Liitterloh in Avarm terms, llis Induivior throughout the whole 
of this trying scene exhibited a combination of manliness, 
steadiness, and presence of mind. He appeared at the same 
time polite, condescending, and unaffected, and, we presume, 
could never have stood so firm and collected at so awful a mo- 
ment, if, when he found himself fully convicted as a traitor to 
the State which gave him protection, he had not, however mis- 
takenly, felt a conscious innocence within his own breast that 
he had devoted his life to the service of his country. 

“ M. de la Motte was about five feet ten inches in height, 
fifty years of age, and of a comely countenance ; his (deport- 
ment was exceedingly genteel, and bis eye was expressive of 
strong penetration. lie wore a white cloth coat, and a linen 
waistcoat worked in tambour.” — Annual Register^ vol, xxiv, 
p. 184. 
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It is not improbable that from this narrative of a 
trial for high treason in 1781 the whole story radi- 
ated. These are the very men whom we have seen in 
Thackeray^s pages ; and it is a tine test of his insight 
and power to compare them as they lie embalmed in 
the “ Annual Kegister,” and as they breathe again in 
“ Denis Duval/^ The part they were to have played 
in tlu^ story is already intelligible, all but the way in 
which they were to have confused the lives of Denis 
and his love. 

“‘At least, Duval,’ De la Mott e said to me when I shook 
liamls with him and with all my heart Ibrgave him, ‘ mad and 
re(dcless as 1 liave been and fatal to all whom I loved, I have 
never allowed the child to w'ant, and have sn])})orted her in 
comha’t when I myself was almost w’ithout a meal.’ 

What was the injury wdiich Denis forgave with all 
his heart ? Fatal to all whom he loved, there are 
evidences that De la Motte was to have urged Lut- 
terloli’s pretensions to Agnes : whose story at this 
period we find inscribed in the note-book in one word 
— ^^Henriette Ipliigenia.'^ For Agnes was christened 
Heiiriette originally, and Denis was called Blaise.^ 

As for M. Liitterloh, that consummate scoundrel, 
and doubly odious from speaking English with a Gei> 

1 Among the iiote.s there is a little chronological table of event* 
Bs they occur — 

“ Blaise, born 1 763. 

lleuriette de Barr was born in 1706-7. 

Her father went to Corsica, *68. 

Mother fled, ’68. 

Fatlier killed at B., *69. 

Mother died, *70. 

Blaise turned out, ’79. 

Heiiriette I0i7€j/i'a, 8i. 

La Motte’s catastrophe, ’82 

Rodney’s action, ’82.” 
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man accent ’’ — having hanged De la Motte, while 
confessing that he had made a solemn engagement 
with him never to betray each other, and then im- 
mediately laying a wager that De la Motte would be 
hanged, having broken open a secretaire, and distin- 
guished himself in various other ways — he seems to 
have gone to Winclielsea, where it was easy for him 
to threaten or cajole the Westons into trying to^ force 
Agnes into his arms. She was living with these peo- 
ple, and we know how they discountenanced her faith- 
ful alfection for Denis. Overwrought by the impor- 
tunities of Lutterloh and the Westons, she escaped to 
Dr. Barnard for protection ; and soon unexpected 
help arrived. The De Vioinesnils, her mother’s re- 
lations, became suddenly convinced of the innocence 
of the Countess. Perha})S (and when we say perhaps, 
we repeat such hints of his plans as Mr. Thackeray 
littered in conversation at his fireside) they knew of 
certain heritages to which Agnes would be entitled 
were her mother absolved : at any rate, they had rea- 
sons of their own for claiming her at this opportune 
moment — as they did. Agnes takes Dr. Barnard’s 
advice and goes off to these prosperous relations, who, 
having neglected her so long, desire her so much. 
Perhaps Denis was thinking of the sad hour when he 
came home, long years afterward, to find his sweet- 
heart gone, when he wrote: — ‘^0 Agnes, Agnes! 
how the years roll away I What strange events have 
befallen us j what passionate griefs have we had to 
suffer : what a merciful Heaven has protected us, 
since that day when your father knelt over the littln 
cot, in which his child lay sleeping ! ” • 

At the time she goes home to France, Denis is far 
away fighting on board the “ xVrethusa,” under his old 
captain. Sir Richard Pearson, who commanded the 
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^^Serapis’’ in the action with Paul Jones. Denis 
was wounded early in this light, in which Pearson 
had to strike his own colors, almost every man on 
board being killed or hurt. Of Pearson’s career, 
which Denis must have followed in after days, there 
is more than one memorandum in Mr. Thackeray’s 
note-book : — 

“ ‘ Sftrapis/ R. Pearson. ‘ Beatsoii’ Memoirs.’ 

“ ‘ Gentleman’s Magazine,’ 49, pp. 484. Account of action 
with Paul Jones, 1779. 

^ Gentleman’s Magaziii(3,’ 502, pp. 8 1. Pearson knighted, 
1780. • 

“ Commanded the * Arethnsa’ off Ushant, 7 ‘ Field of Mars,’ 
1781, in Keiiipenfeldt’.s action. | art. Ushant.” 

And then follows the question, — 

“ Qy, How did Pearson get away from Paul Jones ? ” 

But before that is answered we will quote the 

story of the disaster” as Sir Riediprd tells it, “in 
words nobler than any I could suj)ply : ” and, indeed, 
Mr. Thackeray seems to have thought much of the 
letter to the Admiralty Office, and to have found 
Pearson’s character in it. 

After some preliminary lighting — 

“ We dropt alongside of each other, head and stern, when the 
fluke of our spare anchor hooking his tpuirter, we became so 
close, fore and aft, that the muzzles of our guns toucdied each 
other’s sides. In this position we engaged from half-jiast eight 
till half-past ten ; during which time, from the great quantity 
and variety of comhnstihle matter which they threw in upon 
our decks, chains, and, in short every part of the sliip, we were 
on fire no less than ten or twelve times in different ])art8 of the 
ship, and it was with the greatest dilliculty and exertion imag- 
inahle at tirm^s, that we were able to get it extinguished. At 
the same time the largest of the two frigates kejit sailing round 
us the whole action and raking us lore and aft, by which means 
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she killed or wounded almost every man on the quarter and 
main decks. 

“ About half-past nine a cartridge of powder was set on fire, 
which, running from cartridge to cartridge all the way aft, blew 
up the whole of the people and officers that were quartered 
al)iift the mainmast. ... At ten o^clock they called for quar- 
ter from the ship alongside; hearing this, 1 called for the 
boarders and ordered them to board her, which they did; but 
thg moment they were on board her, they discovered a superior 
number lying under cover with pikes in their hands ready toi| 
receive them ; our ]>eople retreated instantly into our own ship, 
and returned to their guns till past ten, when the frigate com- 
ing across our stern and pouring her broadside into us again, 
without our being able to bring a gun to bear on her, I found 
it, in vain, and, in short, impracticable, from the situation we 
were in, to stand out any longer with the least prospect of suc- 
cess. 1 therefore strin^k. *Our mainmast at the same time 
went by the board. 

I am extremely sorry for the misfortune that has happened 
— that oT losing his Majesty^s ship I had the honor to com- 
mand ; but at the same time, I flatter myself with the hopes 
that their lordships will be convinced that she has not been 
given away, but that on the contrary every exertion has been 
used to defend her.” 

The Serapis and the Countess of Scarborough,” 
after drifting about in the North Sea, were brought 
into tlie Texel by Paul Jones ; when Sir Joseph 
Yorke, our ambassador at the Hague, memorialized 
their High Mightinesses the States-General of the Low 
Coui] tries, requesting that these prizes might be given 
up. Tlteir High Mightinesses refused to interfere. 

Of cours(' the fate of the ^‘Serapis” was Denis’s 
fate ; and the question also is, how did he get away 
from l^iul Jones ? A note written immediately after 
the query suggests a hairbreadth escape for him after 
a double imprisonment, 
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'^Some sailors are lately arrived from Amsterdam on board 
the ‘ Lsetitia,’ Captain March. They were taben out of the 
hold of a Dutch East Indiaman by the captain of the ‘Kings- 
ton’ privateer, who, having lost some of his people, gained 
some information of .their fate from a music-girl, and had 
spirit enough to board the ship and search her. The poor 
wretches were all chained down in the hold, and but for this 
would have been carried to perpetual slavery.” — Gentleman's 
Magazine, 5(h pp. 101. 

Do we see how truth and fiction were to have been 
married here ? Suppose that Denis Duval, escaping 
from one imprisonment in Ifolland, foil into tln^ 
snares of Dutch East Indiamen, or was kidnapped 
with the men of the “ Kingston privateer ? Denis 
cliained down in tlie hold, thinking one moment of 
Agnes and the garden wall, which alone, was too 
much to separate them, and at the next moment of 
how he was now to be carried to perj)etual slavery, 
beyond hope. And then the miisic-girl ; and the 
cheer of the “ Kingston’s ” men as they burst into 
the hold and set the prisoners free. It is easy to 
imagine what those chapters would have been like. 

At liberty, Denis was still kept at sea, where he 
did not rise to the lun-oic in a day, but progressed 
through all the connnon-jdace duties of a young sea- 
man’s life, which we find noted down accordingly : — 

“He must serve two years on board before he can be rated 
midshipman. Such volunte.ers are mostly put under the care 
of the gunner, who caters for them ; and are ])ermitted to walk 
the quarter-deck and wear the uniform from the beginning. 
When tifteen and rated midshipman, they form a mess with 
the mates. When examined for their commissions they arc 
expected to know everything relative to navigation and sea- 
manship, are strictly examined in the different sailings, work- 
ing tides, days’ works, and double-altitudes — and are expected 
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to give some account of the different methods of finding the 
longitudes hy a time keeper and the lunar observations. Tii 
]>racticol seamanship they must show how to conduct a ship 
from one place to another under every disadvantage of wind, 
tide, etc. After this, the candidate obtains a certificate from 
the captain, and his commission when he can get it.’* 

Another note describes a personage whose acquaint- 
ance we have missed : — 

“A seaman of the old school, whose hand was more familiar 
with the tar-brush than with Hadley's quadiMiit, who had 
peeped into the mysteries of navigation as laid down by J. 
Hamilton Moore, and who accpiired an idea of the rattletraps 
and rigging of a ship through the famous illustrations which 
adorn the pages of Darcy Lever.” 

Denis jvas a seaman in stirring tilings. The year 
of which we treat/’ says the ‘‘Annual Ih^gister” for 
1779, “presented the most awful aiipearance of pub- 
lic affairs which perhaps this country had beheld fpr 
many ages ; ” and Duval had part in more tham one 
of the startling events which succeeded each other so 
rapidly in the wars with France and America and 
Spain. He was destined to come into contact with 
Major Andre, whose fate excited extraordinary sym- 
pathy at the time : Washington is said to have shed 
tears when he signed his death-warrant. It was on 
the 2d of October, 1780, that this young officer was 
executed. A year later, and Jlenis was to witness the 
trial and execution of one whom he knew better and 
was more deeply interested in, De la Motte. The 
courage and nobleness with which he met his fate 
moved the sympathy of Duval, whom he had injured, 
as well as of most of those who saw him die. Denis 
has written coneerning him : — “ Exce])t my kind 
namesake, the captain and admiral, this was the first 
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gentleman I ever met in intimacy, a gentleman with 
many a stain, — nay, crime to reproach him, but not 
all lost, I hope and pray. I own to having a kindly 
feeling towards that fatal man.’’ 

Liitterloh’s time had not yet come; but besides 
that we find him disposed of with the Royal 
G-eorge ” in the first-quoted letter, an entry in the 
note-^ook unites the fate of the bad man with that of 
the good ship.^ 

Meanwhile, the memorandum Rodney’s action, 
1782,” indicates that Duval was to take part in our 
victory over the French fleet commanded by the Comte 
de Grasse, who was himself captured with the Ville 
de Paris ” and four other ships. De Grasse with 
his suite landed on Southsea Common, Portsmouth. 
They were conducted in carriages to the ^ George,’ 
where a most sumptuous dinner had been procured 
for the Count and his suite, by Vice-Admiral Sir 
Peter Parkes, who entertained him and his officers at 
his own expense.” Here also was something for Denis 
to see ; and in this same autumn came on the trial 
of the two .Westons, when Denis was to be the means 

— unconsciously — of bringing his old enemy, Joseph 
Weston, to punisliment. There are two notes to this 
effect. 

“1782-3. Jo. Weston, always savage against Blaise, fires 
on him in Cheapside. 

“The Black Act is 9 George II. c. 22. The preamble says : 

— * Whereas several ill -designing and disorderly persons havt; 
associated themselves under the name of Blacks, and entered 
into confederacies to support and assist one another in stealing 

^ Contemporary accounts of the foundering of the “Royal 
George represent her crowded with people from the shore. We 
have seen how Liitterloh was among these, having come on board 
to receive the price of his treason. 
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and destroying deer, robbing warreris and fish-ponds ’ It 
then goes on to enact that ‘ if any person or persons shall wil- 
fully or maliciously shoot at any person in any dwelling-house 
or other place, he shall suffer death as in cases of felony with- 
out benefit of the clergy.’ ” / 

A Joseph Weston was actually found guilty under 
the lUack Act, of firing at and wounding a man on 
Snow Hill, and was banged with bis brotber.* Mr. 
Thackeray’s note-book refers him to the “The Wes- 
tons in ^Session Papers,’ 1782, pp. 403, 470, 473,” to 
the “ Gentleman’s Magazine,” 1782, to “ Genuine 
Memoirs of George and Joseph Weston,” 1782, and 
“Notes and Queries,” Series 1. vol. x.^ 

The next notes (in order of time) concern a certain 
very disinterested action of Duval’s : — 

Deal Riots, 1783. 

“ Deal. — Here has been a great scene of confusion, by a 
])arty of Colonel Douglas’s Light Dragoons, sixty in number, 
who entered the town in the dead of the night in aid to the 
excise officers, in order to break open the stores and make 
Seizures ; but the smugglers, who are never unprepared, hav- 
nig taken the alarm, mustered together, and a most desperate 
battle ensued.” 

Now old Duval, the perruquier, as we know, be- 
longed to the great Mackerel party, or smuggling 
conspiracy, which extended all along the coast ; and 
frcHpient allusion has been made to his secret stores, 

^ Lhese notes also appear in the same connection : — 

“ florsr-fStenlers. One Saunders was committed to Oxford jail for 
horse-stealing, who appears to have belonged to a gang, part of 
whom stole horses in the north counties, and the other part in the 
south, and about the midland counties they used to meet and 
exchange. — Gentleman’s Magazine, 39, 165. 

“ 1783. Capital Convictions. — At the Spring Assizes, 1783, 119 
prisoners received sentence of Death.” 
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and to the profits of his so-called fishing expeditions. 
Remembering what has been written of this gentle- 
man, we can easily imagine the falsehoods, tears, 
lying asseverations of poverty and innocence which 
old Duval must have uttered on the terrible night 
when the excise officers visited him. But his excla- 
mations were to no purpose, for it is a fact that when 
Denis ^aw what was going on, he burst out with the 
truth, and though he knew it was his own inheritance 
he was giving up, he led the officers right away to 
the hoards they were seeking^ 

His conduct on this occasion Denis has already 
referred to where he says : — “ There were matters 
connected with this story regarding which I could not 
speak — Now they are secrets no more. That old 
society of smugglers is dissolved long ago : nay, I 
sliall have to tell presently how I helped myself to 
break it up.” And therewith all old DuvaPs earn- 
ings, all Denis’s fortune that was lo be, vanished; 
but of course Denis j>rospered in his })rofession, and 
had no need of unlawful gains. ^ 

But vei’y sad times intervened between Denis and 
prosperity. He was to be taken prisoner by the 
Trench, and to fret many long years away in one of 
their arsenals. At last the Revolution broke out, 
and he may have been given up, or — thanks to his 
foreign tongue and extraction — found means to es- 
cape. Perhaps he went in search of Agnes, whom we 
know he never forgot, and whose great relations were 
now in trouble ; for the Revolution which freed him 
was terrible to aristocrats.” 

^ Notices of Sussex smuggling (says the note-book) are to be 
iouiid in vol. x. of “ ISussex Archajological Collections," 69, 94, 
liefereuce is also made to the “ Gentleman’s Magazine," voL viii. 
pp 172, 292. 
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This is nearly all the record we have of this part 
of Denises life, and of the life which Agnes led while 
she was away from him. But perhaps it was at this 
time that Duval saw Marie Antoinette ; ‘ perhaps he 
found Agnes, and helped to get her away : or had 
Agnes already escaped to England, and was it in the 
old familiar haunts — Farmer Ferreau’s Coluinhariuviy 
wliere the pigeons were that Agnes loved; the Ree- 
tory garden basking in the autumn evening; the old 
wall and the pear-tree behind it; the plain fron^ 
wlnmee they could see tln^ Fiameh lights across the 
Channel; the little twinkling window in 'a gable of 
the Priory House, where the light used to be popped 
out at nine o’clock — that Denis and Agnes first met 
after their long separation ? 

However that may have been, we come presently 
upon a note of tailor contracts to supply three 
superfine suits for £11 11s. (‘‘Gazetteer ” and “Daily 
Advertiser”) ; and also of a villa at P>ekeiihain, with 
“ four parlors, eight bedrooms, stables, two acres of 
garden, and fourteen acres of meadow, let for £70, a 
year,” which may have been the houses the young 
people first lived in after they were married. Later, 
they moved to Fareport, where, as we read, the Ad- 
miral is weighed along with his own pig. But he 

^ The following memoranda appear in the note book ■ — 

“Marie Antoinette was horn on the 2d November, 1755, and 
her saint’s day is the FP.tk dks Mokts. 

“ In the C^>rsi(•an expedition the Legion de Lorraine was un- 
der the Baron de Yiomesnil. lie emigratetl at the cominence- 
ment of the Hevolution, took an active part in tlie army of 
Condo, and in the emigration, returned with Louis XVIII., 
followed him to Gand, and was made marshal and peer of 
France after ’15. 

“ Another Vioinesiiil went with liochambeau to America 
in 1780.” 
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cannot have given up the service for many years 
after his marriage, for he writes : — 

“ T’ other day when we took over the King of France to 
Calais (II. R. H. the Duke of Clarence being in coinmancl), 1 
must needs have a post-chaise from Dover to look at that old 
window in the Priory House at Winchelsea. I went through 
the old wars, despairs, tragedies. I sighed as vehemently 
nt‘t(!r forty years as though the in^andi dolores were fresh upon 
me, as though T were the schoolboy trudging back to his task, 
and taking a last look at his dearest joy.” 

Elsewhere he writes : — 

And who, pray, was Agnes ? ” “ To-day her name is Agnes 

Duv^al, and she sits at her woi k-table har<l by. The lot of my 
lif(^ has been changed by knowing her — to win such a prize 
in lil'e/s lottery lias been given but to very few What 1 have 
done — of any vvoi'th — has been doiui by trying to deserve 
her.’’ . . . Mo'HHu ar mmi — (this is to his boy) “if ever 
Non marry, and havt* a son, I hojie the little chaj) will have an 
honest man for a grandfather, and that you will be able to 
say, ‘1 loved him,’ when the daisies covei* me.” 

Once inor(‘ of Agnes lie writes: — 

“ When my ink is run out, and my little tale is written, and 
yonder chni( h that is ringing to seven o’clock prayers sliall 
toll for a I’eiUiin D. 1.)., you will ])lease, good neighliors, to 
remember that 1 ne\'er loved any hut yonder lady, and keeji 
a place hy Darby for Joan when her turn shall arrive.” 


THE END. 









CONTENTS. 


C:UAPTE» PJlGH 

1. My PediCxRee and Family. — Undergo the 

Ineluence of the Tender Passion ... 1 

II. In WlliCH I SHOW MYSELF TO BE A MaN OF 

Spirit 38 

III. I MAKE A False Start in the Genteel 

World 59 

IV, In which Barry takes a near View op 

Military Glory 77 

V. In which Barry tries to remove as far 

from Military Glory as possible ... 90 

VI. The Crimp Wagon, — Miihtary Episodes . 110 

Vll. Barry leads a Garrison Life, and finds 

MANY Friends there 133 

VIII. Barry bids adieu to the Military Pro- 
fession 148 

IX. I appear in a Manner becoming my Name 

AND Lineage 158 

X. More Buns of Luck 174 

XL In which the Luck goes against Barry . 197 

Xll Contains the Tragical History of the 

Princess of X 209 

XIII. 1 continue my Career as a Man of Fashion . 236 

XIV. 1 RETURN TO IRELAND, y^ND EXHIBIT MY SPLEN- 

DOR AND Generosity in that Kingdom . 267 



IV 


CONTENTS. 


CELUPTBB PA6B 

XY. I PAY Court to my Lady Lyndon . . . 273 

XVL I provide nobly for my Family Vnd attain 
THE Height of my (seeming) Good For- 
tune |292 

XVIl. I APPEAR \s AN Ornament of English 

Society 

XVIII. In which my Good Fortune begins to waver 340 
XIX. Conclusion , 372 



LIST OF ILLFSTRATIONS. 


l’)ARRY LYNDOX. 

•‘i)AKRY Lyndon, Kso.” Ktchiiig by V. VV. 


l^Aii.THORPi:) Frontispiece 

A RhYMK for ARISTO'I'LIi 18 

Larry Lyndons First Lovk 23 

I'liK Intki^certki) Letters 294 

The [.AST Days of Barry Lyndon .... 409 




THE MEMOIRS OF 


BARRY LYNDON, ESQ. 


CHAPTER I. 

MY PEDIGREP: and P'AMILY. — UNDERGO THE INFLU' 
ENCE OF TIJE TENDER J‘ASSION. 

Singe the days of Adam, there has been liardly a 
mischief done in this world but a woman has been at 
the bottom of it. Ever since ours was a family (and 
that must be very near Adam\s time, — so old, noble, 
and illustrious ari? the Barrys, as everybody knows), 
women have played a mighty part with the destinies 
of our race. 

I presume that there is no gentleman in Europe 
that has not heard of the house of Barry of Barry o- 
gue, of the kingdom of Ireland, than which a more 
famous name is not to be found in Gwillin or l)’Ho- 
zier; and though, as a man of the world, I have 
learned to despise heartily the claims of some pre- 
tenders to high birth who have no more genealogy 
than the lackey who cleans my boots, and though I 
hiugh to utter scorn the boasting of many of my coun- 
trymen, who are all for descending from kings of Ire- 
land, and talk of a domain no bigger than would feed 



2 


’I'HE MEMOIRS OF 


a pig as if it were a principality; yet truth compels 
me to assert that my family \yas the noblest of the 
island, and, perha])S, of the universal world ; while 
their possessions, now insignificant, and torn from us 
by war, by treachery, by the loss of time, by ancestral 
extravagances, by adhesion to the old faith and mon- 
arch, were formerly prodigious, and embraced many 
counties, at a time when Ireland was vastly more 
pros])erous than now. I would assume the Irish 
crown over my coat-of-arms, but that there are so 
many silly pretenders to that distinction who bear it 
and render it (iommon. 

Who knows, but for the fault of a woman, I might 
have been wearing it now ? You start with incredu- 
lity. I say, why not ? Had there btmn a gallant cliief 
to lead my countrymen, insteaj^ of ])uling knaves who 
bent the knee to King Kichard IF., they might have 
been freenum ; had there b(‘en a resolute leader to 
meet the murderous ruffian Oliver Cromwidl, we 
should have shaken off the English forever. But 
there was no Barry in the. fudd against the usnrj)er ; 
on the contrary, my aiK'.estor, Simon d(‘. Bary, c.aine 
over with tin* first-named monarch, and marrii'd the 
daught(‘r of the tljim King of Munsbn*, whose sons in 
battle he pitilessly slew. 

In Oliver’s time it was too late for a chief of the 
name of Barry to lift iip his war-cry against that of 
the inurd(u*ous brewer. We were princes of the land 
no longer; our unha.pi)y race had lost its possessions 
a century ])r(‘viously, and by the most shameful 
treason. This 1 know to be the fact, for my mother 
has oft(‘n tnld me the story, and besides had worked 
it in a worsbal pcaligree which hung up in the yellow 
saloon at Ihirryville where we lived. 

That very estate which the Lyndons now possess in 
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Ireland was once the property of my race. Eory 
Barry of Barryogue owned it in Elizabeth’s time, and 
haU’ Munster beside. The Barry was always in feud 
with the O’Mahonys in those times ; and, as it hap- 
])oned, a certain English coloind passed through the 
former’s country with a body of men-at-arms, on the 
very day when the O’Mahonys had made an inroad 
upon our territories, and carried off a frightful plun- 
der of our flocl:s and herds. 

'J’liis young Englishman, whose name was Eoger 
Lyndon, Linden or Lyndaine, having been most hos- 
pitably received by the Barry, and finding him just 
Oil the point of carrying an inroad into the O’Mahonys’ 
lam], offered the aid of himself and his lances, and 
behaved liimself so well, as it app(‘ared, that the 
O’Malionys were entirely ovin’come, all the Barrys’ 
])roperty restored, and with it, says the old chronicle, 
twi(re as mmdi of the O’Mahonys’ goods and cattle. 

It was the s(dting-in of the winter season, and the 
young soldier was pressed by the Barry not to quit 
his house of Ihirryogue, ;ind rmnained there during 
several months, his men b(dng (piartered with Barry’s 
own gallowglasses, man by man in the cottages round 
about. They conducted themselves, as is their wont, 
with tile most intolerable insolence towards the Irish; 
so much so, that lights and murders continually en- 
sued, and the people vowed to destroy them. 

The Barry’s son (from whom I descend) was as 
hostile to tlui English as any other man on his 
domain ; and, as they would not go when bidden, he 
and Ills friends consulted together and deten-mined on 
destroying tln^se English to a mail. 

But they had let a woman into their plot, and this 
was the B;irry’s daughter. She was in love with the 
English Lyndon, and broke the whole secret to him ; 
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and the dastardly English prevented the just massa- 
cre of themselves by falling u})on the Irish, and de- 
stroying Phaudrig Barry, my ancestor and many 
hundreds of his men. The cross at Barrycjross near 
Carrignadihioul is the spot where the odious butchery 
took place. 

Lyndon married the daughter oi* Roderick Barry, 
and claimed the estate which he left; and though 
the descendants of Phaudrig were alive, as indeed 
they are in my person,^ on appealing to the English 
courts, the estate was awarded to the Englishman, as 
has ever been the case where Englisli and Irish were 
concerned. 

Thus, had it not been for the weakn(*ss of a woman, 
I should have been born to the possession of those 
very estates which afterwards came to me by merit, 
as you shall hear. But to proceed with my family 
history. 

My fatlu'r was well known to the best circles in 
this. kingdom as in that of Ireland, under the name 
of Roaring Hai'ry Ihtrjy. He wa.s bred like maii}^ 
other young sons of genteel familnns to the profes- 
sion of the law, being articled to a celcb]*ated at- 
torney ol' Sa(’kville Street in the city of Lublin ; and, 
from his gia'at genius and aptitude for learning, there 
is no doubt he would have made an emimmt ligure in 
his prolhssion, liad not his soc'ia.l cpialitics, love of 
fi(dd-s])orts, a,nd extra.ordina,ry graces of nianmu’, 
mark(Hl him out for a higlu'r sphere. While he was 
attorney's clerk he ke])t sevam rac.(‘-]iorses, and huntc'd 
reguhirly both with th(‘ Kildari' a.nd Wicklow hunts ; 

^ As we have never l)eeri able to find proofs of the marriage of 
my aneestor l‘hjindrig with his wife, I mak*' no donht that Lyndon 
destroyed the eontraot, and mnrdered the pi*ie>t and wii.nessos of 
the marriage. — B. h 
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and rode on his gray horse Endymion that famous 
match against Captain Punter, which is still remem- 
bered by lovers of the sport, and of which I caused 
a splendid picture to be made and hung over my din- 
ing-hall mantel-piece at Castle Lyndon. A year after- 
wards he had the honor of riding that very horse 
Endymion before his late Majesty King George II. 
at jSTewmarket, and won the plate there and the at- 
tention of the august sovereign. 

Although he was only the second son of our family, 
my dear father came naturally into the estate (now 
miserably reduced to £400 a year) ; for my grand- 
father’s eldest son Cornelius Barry (called the Cheva- 
lier Borgne, from a wound which he received in 
Germany) remaimal constant to the old religion in 
wlii(di our family was educated, and not only served 
abroad with crc'dit, but against his most sacred 
Majesty George 11. in the unhappy Scotcli disturb- 
ances in ’45. We shall hear more of the Chevalier 
hereafter. 

Eor the conversion of my father I have to thank 
my (l('ar mother, Miss Pell Brady, daughter of Ulys- 
ses Brady of Castle Brady, county Kerry, Escpiire 
and J. P. Sh(‘ was the most b(?autiful woman of her 
day in Dublin, and universally calhal the Dasher 
there. Seeing her at the assembly, ni}^ father be- 
came passionately attacluMl to her ; but her soul was 
above marrying a I^a])ist or an attorney’s clerk; and 
so for the love of her, the good old laws being then 
in fore-e, my (U^ar father slipped into my uncle Cor- 
nelius’s shoes and took the fajuily estate;. Besides 
the force of my mother’s bright ey<;s, several persons, 
and of tin* g(*nteelest society too, contributed to this 
happy change; and I have often heard my mother 
laughingly tell the story of my father’s recantation, 
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which was solemnly pronounced at the tavern in the 
coin2)any of Sir Dick Ring wood, Lord Bagwig, Cap- 
tain runtei', and two or three other young sparks of 
the town. Roaring Harry won three hundred pieces 
that very niglit at faro, and laid the necessary infor- 
Illation the next inoriiing against his brother; but his 
conversion cnnsed a coolness between him and my 
uncle (k)rney, who joined tlu' rebels in consequence. 

This gr('a,t ditliculty being settled, my Lord Bag- 
wig lent my hitln^r his own yacht, then lying at the 
Rig(“on House, and the handsoiiK' Bell Brady wa-s in- 
diKaal to run away with liim to England, although 
lier parents wvvv. against the match, and her lovers 
(as I have heard Inu* tidl many thousands of times) 
were among the most niinierous and the most wealthy 
in all the kingdom of Ireland. They were mari'ied 
at the Savoy, and my grandfather dying very soon, 
Harry Barry, Es(piire, took possession of his paternal 
property and sup])orted our illusti‘ious liame with 
credit in London. He })inked the famous Count 
Tiercelin behind Montague House, he was a member 
of White’s,’’ and a fr(‘quent(*r of all the chocolate- 
hous(‘s ; and my mother, likewise, made no small 
figure. At h'ngth, aftcu* liis great day of triumph 
before his sacred Maj(*.sty at Newmarket, Harry’s 
fortune was just on the [oint of being nnule, for the 
gracious luonaridi promised to providi^ for him. But 
alas ! he was taken in charge by another monarch, 
Avliose will will have no delay or denial, — by Death, 
naiiK'ly, who seized iq)on my father at Chester races, 
leaving me an hel})less orphan. Peace be to his 
ashes I He was not faultless, and dissipated all our 
princely family ])ro])erty; but he was as brave a fel- 
low as ever tossial a bumj)er or called a main, and he 
drove his coach-and-si \ lik*' a nuui of fashion. 
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I do not know wlitether his gracious Majesty was 
niucli affected by this sudden demise of my father, 
though my mother says he shed some royal tears on 
the occasion. But they helped us to nothing; and 
all that was found in the house for the wife and 
creditors was a purse of ninety guineas, which my 
dear mother naturally took, with the family plate, 
and my father’s wardrobe and her own ; and putting 
them into our great coach, drove off to Holyhead, 
whence she took shipping for Ireland. My fatlier’s 
body ac(a)mpanied us in the finest hearse and jdumes 
money could buy ; for though the husband and wife 
had quarrelled repeatedly in life, yet at my father’s 
d(!ath his higli;Spirited widow forgot all her differ- 
ences. gave him the grandest funeral that had been 
seen for many a day, and erected a monument over 
his remains (for which 1 subsequently j^aid), which 
dcndarcul him to be th(‘, wisest, purest, and most affec- 
tionate of men. 

In performing these sad duties over her deceased 
lord, the widow spent almost every guinea she had, 
and, indeed, would liav(' spent a great deal more, had 
she discharged oiu'-third of the demands which the 
(ier(‘monies o('casioned. But tin? jXMiple around our 
old hous(‘ of Bariyogue, although they did not like 
my father for his change of faith, yet stood by him at 
tliis nionient, and were for exterminating the mutes 
sent by Mr. Idiimer of London with the lamented 
remains. The monument and vault in the church 
W(U'e then, alas ! all that remained of my vast jinssi^s- 
sions ; for my father had sold every stick of the prop- 
erty to one Notley, an attorney, and we received but 
a cold welcome in his house — a miserable old tumbh*- 
down place it was.^ 

* In another part of his memoir Mr Ihiirv will lx* round to 
describe this muiisioii as one of the most s])l(‘iidid ]>alacus in 
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The splendor of the funeral did not fail to increase 
the widow Barry’s rej^utation as a woman of spirit 
and fashion ; and when she wrote to her brother 
Michael Brady, that Avorthy gentleman immediately 
rode across the country to fling himself in her arms, 
and to invite her in his Avife’s name to Castle Brady. 

Mick and Barry had quarrelled, as all men will, 
and very high Avords had passed between them dur- 
ing Barry’s courtship of Miss Bell. When he took 
her off, Brady swore he would never forgive Barry or 
Bell : but coming to London in the year ’46, he fell in 
once more Avith lloariiig Harry, and lived in his flne 
house in Clarges Stre(‘t, and lost a few pieces to him 
at play, and broke' a watchman’s head or two in his 
company, — all of which remiuisc.ences endeared Bell 
and her son very imieh to the good-hearted gentleman, 
and h(^ rect'ived us both with open arms. Mrs. Barry 
did not, ])erhaps wisi'ly, at first make known to her 
friends what was lu'r condition ; but a rriving in a huge 
gilt coach Avith ('uormous armorial bearings, was taken 
by her sistt'r-hi-hiw and the' rc'st of the county for a 
■[)erson of considerable ])i-op(‘i*ty and distinction. 

For a ti UH', tlu'ii, and as was right and proper, Mrs. 
Barry g;tV(' tie' law at tJasth' Brady. She ordered 
the servants to and fro, and la.uglit them, what indeed 
they nuudi wanU^d, a little London neatness; and 
‘^English Ivedmond,”as 1 was (%alh'd, was treated like* a 
little lord, and had a. maid and a footman to himself; 
and honest Mi(dv ])ai«l their wa.g('s, — w^hich was much 
more than la* was used to <h) for his own domestics, 
— doing all in his j>ow(*r to make his sister decently 
coinfortabh* under liei* atfli(4ions. Mamma, in retunr 

Europe ; hut this is a juai tice not unusual with his nation ; and 
with respect to the Iri.'.li principality claimed hy Inin, it is known 
that Mr Ihury’s grandfather was an attorney and maker of his 
own fortune 
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determined that, when her affairs were arranged, she 
would make her kind brother a haiidsoine allowance 
.for her soids maintenance and Jierown; and promised 
to have her handsome furniture brought over from 
Clarges Sti*eet to adorn tlie somewhat dihijjidated 
rooms of Castle Brady. 

But it turned out that the rascally landlord seized 
u|)on every chair and table tliat ought by rights to 
have belong(*d to the widow The estates to which 
1 was heir was in the hands of rapacious creditors ; 
and the only means of subsistence reiimining to the 
widow and child was a rent charge of :t'r)0 upon my 
Tiord Bagwig’s property, who had many turf-dealings 
with the deceased. And so my dear mother’s liberal 
intentions towards her brother were of course never 
fulfilled. 

It must be confessed, very much to the dis(*redit of 
Mrs. Brady of (histle Brady, that when lu'r sister-in- 
law’s ])Overty was thus made imuiif(\st, she forgot all 
the r('spe('t wlii(di she had been ancustoiiKMl to ])ay 
h(u*, instantly turned my maid and man-s(‘rva,ut out 
of doors, and told Mrs. r>arry that she might follow 
them as soon a-s slu^ chose. Mrs. Mick was of a low 
iiimily, and a sordid way of thinking; and afbu* 
about a couple of y(*ars (during which sh(‘ had saved 
almost all her little income) the widow com])li(‘d with 
Madam Brady’s desir(‘. At the same time, giving way 
to a just, though prudently dissimulated r('S(mtmcnt, 
she mad(^ a vow that she woidd never enter the gates 
of Castle Brady while the lady of the house remained 
alive within them. 

She fitted up her new abode with much economy 
and (‘-onsiderabh^ taste, and nev(u*, for all her poverty, 
abated a jot of the dignity which was htu* diu', a,ud 
which all the neighborhood awarded to her. How, 
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indeed, could they refuse respect to a lady who had 
lived in London, frequented the most fashionable 
society there, and had been presented (as she solemnly 
declared) at court? These advantages gave her a 
right which seems to be pretty uiis])aringly exercised 
in Ireland by tliose natives who have it, — the right 
of looking down with scorn upon all persons who 
have not laid the opportunity of (juitting the mother- 
country and inhabiting England for a while. Thus, 
whenever Madam Brady api)eared abroad in a new* 
dress, hen* sister-in-law would say, Poor creature ! 
liow can it be expect(‘d that she should know any- 
thing of the fashion ? ” And though pleased to be 
called the handsome widow, as she was, Mrs. Bai*ry 
was still better pleascul to b(i called the English 
widow. 

Mrs. Brady, for her [)art, was not slow to reply ; 
she used to say that the defunct Barry was a bank- 
rupt and a be?ggar j and as for the fashionable society 
which he saw, saw it from my Lord Bagwig’s side- 
table, w}ios(‘ flatterer and hanger-on lie was known to 
be. llegarding Mrs. Barry, the Lady of Castle 
Brady would make insinuations still more painful. 
However, why should we allude to these charges, or 
rake up private* scam la,l of a hundred years old? It 
was in the reign of (j!(‘()rg(^ II. that the above-named 
personages lived and quarrell(M; good or bad, hand- 
some or ugly, rieh oi* ])Oor, they are all equal now; 
and do not the Sunday pap(‘rs and the courts of law 
supply us every week with more novel and interesting 
slander ? 

At any rat(‘, it must be allowed that Mrs. Barry, 
after her husbamrs death and her retirement, lived 
in such a way as to defy slander. For whereas Bell 
Brady had been the gayest girl in the whole county 
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of Wexford, with half the bachelors at her feet, and 
plenty of smiles and eiiconrageinent for every one of 
them, Bell Barry adopted a dignified reserves that 
almost amounted to pom])osity, and was as starch as 
any Quakeress. Many a man renewed his offers to 
the widow, who had been smitten by the charms of 
the spinster; but Mrs. Barry refused all offei’s of 
]narriage, declaring tha,t she lived now for her son 
only, and for the memory of her departed saint. 

“ Saint forsootli ! ” said ill-natured Mrs. Brady. 

llany Barry was as big a sinmn* as ever was known ; 
jual ’t is notoi’ious that he and Bell hated each other. 
If she won’t marry now, de])end on it, the artful 
woman has a husband in her eye i‘or all that, and 
only waits until Lord Bagwig is a widower.’’ 

And suppose she did, what tlieii ? Was not the 
widow of a, Barry lit to marry with any lord of Eng- 
land ? and was it not always said tba,t a, woman wa,s 
to restore the fortunes of the Baiay family ? If my 
jnotlier fancied that s/ie was to be that woman, I think 
it was a peidectly justiliabh‘. notion on Ihu* part; for 
th(},ea,rl (my godfa.th(‘r) was always most attentiv'‘e to 
her: I never kiunv how deeply this notion of advanc- 
ing my inter(*sts in the world had taken pf)Ssession of 
maanma’s mind, until his lordship’s manaage in the 
year ’oT Avith Miss (foldmore, the Indian nabob’s rich 
daughter. 

Meanwhile w(^ continued to reside at Barry ville, 
and, considtnang tlui smallness of our income, ke])t up 
a wonderful state. Of the half-dozen families that 
forjiK'd the congregation at Brady’s Town, there was 
not a single person whose a})pearance was so respecta- 
ble as tlna.t of the Avidow, who, though she always 
dnvssed in mourning, in memory of her dc^^eased hus- 
band, took care that her garments should be made so 
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as to setoff her handsome person to the greatest ad- 
vantage ; and, indeed, I think, spent six hours out of 
every day in the week in cutting, trimming, and alter- 
ing them to the fashion. She had the largest of 
hooj)s and the handsomest of furbelows, and once a 
month (under my Lord Bagwig’s cover) would come a 
letter from London- containing the newest accounts of 
the fashions there. Her coni[)lexion was so brilliant 
that she had no call to use rouge, as was the mode in 
those days. No, she left red and white, she said 
(and hence the reader may imagine how the two ladies 
hated each other) to Madam Brady, whose yellow 
complexion no plaster could alter. In a word, she 
was so accomplislied a beauty, tliat all tlie women in 
the country took pattern by Inn*, and the young fel- 
lows from ten miles round would ride over to Castle 
Brady church to hav(^ the sight of her. 

But if (like every other woman that ever I saw or 
read of) she was proud of \wr beauty, to do lier jus- 
tice she was still more proud of her soi], and has said 
a thousand times to me that I was the handsomest 
young fellow in the world. This is a matter of taste. 
A man of sixty may, howevtu*, say wh it he was at 
fourteen without much vanity, and 1 must say I think 
tliere was some (’ause for my mothta'’s opinion. Tln‘. 
good soul’s ])l(‘asur(' was to dress me 5 and on Sundays 
and holidays I turned out in a velvet coat with a, 
silver-hilted sword by my side and a gold garter at 
my kuecy as fine as any lord in the land. My motluu 
worked nu* sc'veral most splendid waistcoats, and 1 
had plenty of lace for my ruffles, a.nd a fresh ribbon 
to my hair, a.nd as we wa.lked to (duirch on Sundays, 
even envdous Mrs. Brady was found to allow that 
there was not a prettier pair in the kingdom. 

Of course, too, the lady of Castle Brady used to 
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sneer, because on these occasions a certain Tim, who 
used to be called my valet, followed me and mf mother 
to church, carrying a huge prayer-book and a cane, 
and dressed in the livery of one of our own fine foot- 
men from Charges Street, which, as Tim was a bandy- 
shanked little fellow, did not exactly becoim* him. 
lint, though poor, we were gentlefolks, and not to be 
sneered out of these becoming a])]iendages to our rank ; 
and so would march up the aisle to our ptnv with as 
much state and gravity as the fjord Licmtimant’s lady 
and son might do. Wlum there, my motlier would 
give tin; responses a.nd a,nu‘ns in a, loud, digniti(Hl voice 
that was delightful to lu^ar, and, b(‘sides, had a tine 
loud voice for singing, which art she had perfected in 
London under a fashionable teacher ; and she would 
exercdse her tahmt in such a way that you would 
hardly hear any other voice of the little congregation 
whi(di (diose to join in the psalm. In fact, my motlKu* 
had great gifts in every way, aaid Inditnaal hers(df to 
be one of the most beautiful, accom])lished, and meri- 
torious persons in tlu! world. Often and often has 
slie talked to me a,nd the neighbors regarding her own 
humility and piety, }K)inting them out in sucli a way 
that 1 would defy the most obstinate to disbelieve 
lu‘r. 

Wjien we hd't Castle Drady W(‘- came, to oc,cu})y a 
house in Brady’s Town, whiidi mamma, (dii'istemed 
Barry vill(\ I confess it was but a, small pla,e,(‘, but, 
imhu'd. we made the most of it. I have meiitiomal 
the family pealigree whiedi hung up in the drawing- 
room, which inamina called the, yedlow saloon, and my 
bedroom was called the })ink bedroom, and hers the 
orange-tawny a,])a,rtm(mt (how well I reunember them 
all!); and at elinner-time Tim regularly rang a 
great bell, and we each hael a silver tankard to elrink 
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from, and mother boast(Ml with jiistic(^ that 1 had as 
good a bottle of (^lar(d. by my side as any s(iuire of the 
land. S(j imhaMl 1 had, but 1 w;is not, of eoiii’se, al- 
lowed at my ttuider years to drink any of the wine ; 
wliicdi thus attained a eonsideralihj age, even in the 
deca, liter. 

Unele Ib-ady (in s[)ite of the family quarnd) found 
out the above fact one day by eallingat Ihirryville at 
dinner-tinu', a,nd unlm-kily ta.sting th(‘ liquor. You 
sliould have S(‘en how lie s})uUen‘d and made faces U 
l)Ut the liomest gimtlema.n was not parthmlar about liis 
win(\ or tli(‘ (umipany in whieh he draid< it. He 
would g(‘t drunk, imbn'd, with the parson or tlu^ priest 
indifieriuitly ; with th(‘ latb'r, much to my mother’s 
indignation, for, as a true, blm* Na.ssa.uit(‘, slie heartily 
des])is(Ml a, 11 thos(‘ of th(‘ old la.ith, and would scarc.ely 
sit down in the room with a. b(Uiight(Ml Fa.jiist. Ihit 
the S(]uir(i luid no such scruphes ; h(‘ wa.s, imhaul, one 
of the easiest, idlest, and Ixest-natured fellows tlmt 
ever lived, and many an hour would he pass with the 
lonely widow when In* was tired of IMa.dam Ilraxly at 
home. He liktxl im*, he said, as much as one of his 
own sons, and at length, after the widow had ludd.out 
foi’ a (xmj)l(‘ of yteirs. sh<‘ agreed to allow im^ to ridairn 
to th(‘ (;astl(‘ ; though, for hersidf, sh<^ n*solut(dy kt^pt 
th(‘ oath which sh<‘ had made with regard to her 
sister-in-law. 

Elie v(U‘y first day I returned to Casth* Brady my 
trials may be said, in a manner, to have b(\gun. My 
cousin. Master Mick, a huge monster of nineteen (who 
hated me, and \ promisi' you I returned the compli- 
immt), insulted im* at dimuM* about my mother’s pov- 
erty, and mad(‘ all the girls of the family titter. So 
when we went to tlu^ stabl(*s, whither Mick ad ways went 
for his pipe of tobacco after dinner, I told him a piece 
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of my mind, and there was a fight for at l^ast ten 
minutes, during which T stood to him lijce a man, and 
blacked his left eye, though I was myself only twelve 
years old at the time. Of course he beat me, but a 
beating makes only a small impression on a lad of that 
tender age, as 1 had proved many times in battles with 
tiic ragged Drady^s Town boys before, not one of wliom, 
at my time of life, was my matel). My uncle was 
very mueli pleased when he Inuird of my gallantry ; 
my cousin Nora brought brown ])aper and vinegar for 
my nos(i, and 1 went home that night with a pint of 
claret under my girdle, not a little proud, let me tell 
you, at having Indd my own against Mick so long. 

And though he persisted in his bad tr»^atnient of me, 
and used to (%ane me whenever 1 f(dl in his way, yet I 
was very happy now at Castle Brady witli the com- 
pany there, and my cousins, or some of them, and the 
kindness of my un(d(^, with whom I became a pro- 
digious favorit(\ lie bought a colt for im^, and taught 
me to ride. He took me out coursing and fowling, 
and instruct'd me to shoot Hying. And at length I 
was released fi'om M[ick\s p(u’secution, for his brother. 
Master fJliek, returning from Trinity College, and 
hating his elder brotlnu', as is mostly the way in fami- 
lies of tasliion, took me umhu* his protection: and 
from that time, as Ulick was a deal bigger and stronger 
than Mick, I, English Itedmond, as I was called, was 
left alone ; exea'pt wln'ii the former thouglit fit to 
thrash me, wliich he did whenever he thought proper. 

Nor was my learning neglected in the ornamental 
parts, for I had an uncommon natural genius for 
many things, and soon topped in accomplishments 
most of the persons around me, I had a quick ear 
and a fine voice, which my mother cultivated to the 
best of her power, and she taught me to step a minuet 
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gravely and gracefully, and tlius laid the foundation 
of my future success in life. The common dances I 
learned (as, perhaps, I ought not to confess) in the 
servants’-Jial], which, you may be sure, was never 
without a pijjer, and where I was considered unri- 
valled both at a liornpi[)e and a jig. 

In tlie matter of book-learning, I had always an 
uncommon tast(i for nniding ])lays a, ml novels, as the 
best pjirt of a gentleman’s po]it(‘ edmaition, and never 
let a ])e(lh‘r pass the village, if T had a })enny, with- 
out In'iving a ballad or two from liim. As for your 
dull gramma, r, and Grcadi and Latin and stuff, I have 
always hated tlunn from my youtli n[)wards, and said, 
very unmistakably, I would have none of them. 

This 1 proved j)retty ch^arly at the age of thirteen, 
when my aunt Hiddy Hrady’s legacy of .-BlOO came in 
to mamma, wlu) tliouglit to emjdoy the sum on my 
education, and s(mt m(‘ to Doctor Tobias Tickler’s 
famous acauhmiy at Lally wliacket — Backwliacket, as 
my uncle used to call it. l>nt six weeks after I had 
been consigned to his rev(U*enc(5, I suddenly made my 
appearance again at (hstle Brady, having walked 
forty miles from the 0 (lious place, and left the Doctor 
in a state near upon apoplexy. Th(' fact was, that 
at taw, prison-bavs, or boxing, I was at tJie head of 
the school, but could not be brought to excel in the 
classics ; and after having Imhui flogged seven times 
without its doing me, the least good in my Latin, 1 
ndused to submit altog(‘thcr (tindi ng it us(dess) to an 
eighth ap})licatioii of the rod. ‘^Try some other way, 
sir,” said I, when he was for horsing me once more ; 
but he wouldn't; whereon, and to defend myself, I 
flung a slate at him, and knocloal down a Scotch 
usher with a leiiden inkstand. All tlie, lads huzzaed 
at this, and soim^ of the servants wanted to stop me ; 
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but taking out a largo (*lasp-knilo that my cousin 
Nora had given me, I swore I would plunge it into 
the wiiistcoat of the first man who dared to balk me, 
and faith they let me pass on. I slept that night 
twenty miles oft* Ballywhaeket, at the house of a 
cottier, who gave me potatoes and milk, and to whom 
1 gave a liundred guineas after, when T (tame to visit 
Ireland in my days of greatness. 1 wish 1 had tlu^ 
money now. But what’s th(‘ use of regret ? I have 
had many a harder bed than that 1 shall sleep on to- 
night, and many a scantier meal than honest Phil 
iMurphy gave me on the evening 1 ran away from 
sdiool. So six we(‘ks’ was all the schooling 1 ev'er 
got. And I say this to let j)ai*(uits know the value 
of it; for though I have met more h'ariuMl book-worms 
in the world, es])ecially a great hulking, clumsy, 
hl(^ar-ey(‘d old doctor, whom they called dohnson, and 
wlio lived in a court off Fle(‘t StriM^t, in London, yet 
I pretty soon silen(*ed him in an argument (at But- 
ton’s Coffee-house ”) ; and in that, a.nd in ))oetry, and 
w-hat I call natural philosojdiy, or th(‘ sciences of life, 
and in riding, music, hmping, tli(‘ sinall-sword, the 
knowledge of a horsrg or a main of cocks, and the 
manners of an a(UH)niplish(Ml gfuitleman and a man of 
fashion, I may say for myself that Pedmond Ba-rry 
has seldom found his (*qual. “Sir,” said 1 to Mr. 
dohnson, on the o(M*.asion 1 allude to — he was accoin- 
|)a,ni(^d by a Mr. Biiswell of S(',otland, and I was pre^* 
smited to tin* club by a Mr. Coldsmith, a (U)untrymaii 
of my own, — “ Sir,” said I, in nqdy to th(‘ sclniol- 
master’s gn^af thundering (juotation in (paadc, “you 
laruy you know a great deal inor(‘ than im% b(‘(;anse 
yon cpiote your Aristoth' and your Pluto, but (‘an 5011 
till im^ which ]ioi‘S(‘ will win at E])S(Ujj Downs lu'xt 
W(M‘k “ - y)n vmi six miles without bi’ca, thing ? 
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— you shoot the ace of spades ten times without 
tuisgingf If so, talk about Aristotle and Pluto to 

P’ ye knaw who ye ’re speaking to ? ” roared out 
the Scotch gentleman, Mr. Buswell, at this. 

^^Ilold your tongue, Mr. Boswell,” said the old 
schoolmaster. I had no right to brag of my Greek 
to the gentleman, and he has answered me very 

W(*ll.” 

Doctor,” says T looking waggishly at him, do 
you know ever a rhyme for Aiistotlc ? ” 

^M*ort, if you plais(‘,” says Mr. Goldsmith, laugh- 
ing. And we had six rhymes for Aristotle before we 
left the coffee-house that evening. It became a regu- 
lar joke aftc'rwards when I told the story, and at 
^ White’s ” or the Cocoa-tree ” you would hear the 
wags say, W.aitiu*, bring one of Cai)tain Barry’s 
rhymes for Aristotle.” Once, when I was in 
at the lattei* place, young Dick Bheridan called mCria 
great staggi'riits a joke which I could never under- 
stand. But 1 am wand(‘ring from my story, and mUst 
get back to home, and dear old Ireland again. 

. I have made accpiaintance with the best in the land 
since, and my iiianners are such, I have said, as to 
make me the ecpial of them all ; and, ])erbaps, you 
will wonder lunv a (*ountry boy, as 1 was, educated 
amongst Irish scpiires, and their de])endants of the 
stable and farm, should arrive at possessing such 
elegant manmu's as I was indisj)utably allowed to 
liave. T ha<l, th(‘ fact is, a veiy valuable instructor in 
the person of an old gamekeeper, wlio had served 
the French king at Fontenoy, and who taught me the 
dances and eustoms, and a smattering of the language 
of that count ry, with the use of the sword, both small 
and broad. IMany and many a long mile I have 
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trudged by his side as a lad, he telling ^ne wonderful 
^^tories of the French king, and the Irish brigade, and 
Marshal Saxe, and the opera-dancers ; he knew niy 
uncle, too, the Chevalier Borgne, and indeed had a 
thousand acconiplishinents which he taught me in 
secret. I never kmnv a man like him for making or 
throwing a fly, for physicking a horse, or breaking, 
or choosing one ; he tiiught i^^e manly sports, from 
birds’-nesting upwards, and I always shall consider 
Idiil Purcell as the very lK‘st tutor I could have had. 
llis fault was drink, but for that I have always had a 
Idind eyi' ; and he hated my (‘ousiii Mi('k like poison ; 
but I could excuse him that too. 

With Phil, and at the age of fifteen, I was a more 
aceomplislied man tlian either of iny cousins ; and 
I think Nature had been also more bountiful to me in 
the matt(‘r of person. Some of the Castle Brady 
girls (as you sluill liear i)r(‘s(*ntly) adored me. At 
fairs and ra(*es many ol the prettiest lasses present 
'said they would lik(‘ to Imve me for tlieir bachelor; 
and yet somehow, it must be confessed, I was not 
popular. 

In the first place, (wery one knew I was bitter 
poor; and 1 think, [xudiaps, it was my good mother’s 
fault that 1 was bittm- proud too. 1 liad a habit of 
boasting in company of my birth, and the splendor of 
my carriages, gardens, cidlars, and domestics, and 
this before })eople wlio wt^re perf(‘etly aware of my 
real circumstances. If it was boys, and they ven- 
tured to sneer, I would Ix^at them,' or die for it; and 
many ’s tin* tinn* I Ve been brought home wellnigh 
killtnl by fiin* or moie of them, of what, when my 
mother askt'd nn*, I would say was ‘^a family quar' 
rel.” “ Supj)ort your name with your blood, Beddy 
my boy,*’ would that saint say, with the tears in her 
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eyes ; and so would she herself have done with her 
voice, ay, and her teeth and nails. 

Thus, at fifteen, there was scarce a lad of twenty, 
for half a dozen miles round, that I had not beat for 
one cause or other. There were the vicar’s two sons 
of Castle Brady — in course I could not associate 
with such beggarly brats as them, and many a battle 
did we have as to who should take the wall in Brady’s 
Town; there was Pat Lurgan, the blacksmith’s son, 
who had the better of me four times before we came/ 
to the crowning fight, when I overcame him ; and I 
could mention a score more of my deeds of prowess 
in that way, but that fisticuff facts are dull subjects 
to talk of, and to discuss before high-bred gentlemen 
and ladies. 

However, there is another su1)ject, ladies, on which 
I must discourse, and that is never out of place. 
Day and night you like to hear of it ; young and 
old, you dream and think of it. Handsome and 
ugly (and, faith, Ixdbri* hfty, T never saw such a thing 
as a plain woman), it ’s flu* subj(^ct next to the hearts 
of all of you ; amd I think you guess my riddle with- 
out more. troubl(\ Love ! sure the word is formed on 
purpose out of tlie ])rettiest soft vowels and e.onso- 
nants in tin* hinguage, and he or she who do(‘s not 
care to read about it is not worth a fig, to my 
thinking. 

My uncl(‘\s I'a.mily consisted of ten cliildren ; who, 
as is the enstom in sindi large families, were dividcnl 
into two ca.mps, or pai ti(‘s; the one siding with tlieir 
mamma, the oliun- ta.king the part of my uncle in all 
the numerous (pi.irrels wliicdi a.ros(* between that gen- 
tleman and his la.dy. Mrs. Brady’s faction was 
headed by Mick, tin* eldest son, who hated me so, and 
disliked his fa,tln*r fur .ki*eping him out of his prop- 



BARRY LYNDON. ESQ. 


21 


evty : wliile Ulick, the second brother, was his 
liitlier’s own boy ; and, in revenge, Master Mick was 
desperately afraid of him. I need not mention the 
girls’ namefe; I had x>higue enough with them in 
after life. Heaven knows ; and one of them was the 
cause of all my early troubles ; this was (though to 
be sure all her sisters denied it) the belle of the 
family, Miss Honoria Tlrady by name. 

She said she was only nineteen at the time ; but I 
coidd read the fly-leaf in the family Bible as well as 
another (it was one of the three books which, with 
the backgammon-board, formed my uncle’s library), 
and know that she was born in the year ’o7, and 
christened by Dr. Swift, dean of St. Patrick’s, Dub- 
lin: hence she was three-and-twenty years old at 
the time she and I were so much together. 

When I come to think about her now, I know she 
iK'ver could Inive bt^en handsome ; for her figure was 
rather of the fattest, and her mouth of the widest; 
she was freckled over like a partridge’s egg, and her 
liair was tlie color of a certain vegetable which we 
<ait with boiled beef, to use the mildest terms. Often 
and olt(‘n would my dear mother make these remarks 
concerning her; but I did not believe them then, and 
soincdiow had gotten to think Honoria an angelical 
bfung, far abov(' all the other angels of her sex. 

And as we know very well that a lady who is 
skilled in dancing or singing never can perfect her- 
self without a deal of study in private, and that the 
song or the minuet which is performed with so much 
graceful ease in tlie assembly-room has not been ac- 
quired without vast labor and perseverance in private ; 
so it is with the dear creatures who are skilled in 
coquetting. Honoria, for instance, was [ilways j)rac- 
tising, and she would take poor me to reheo-rse her 
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accoraplishraont upon ; or tlie exciseman when Be 
came his rounds, or the steward, or the poor curtate, 
or the young apothecary’s lad from Brady’s Town : 
whom T recollect beating once for that ^ery reason. 
If he is alive now I make him my apologies. Poor 
fellow ! as if it was his fault that he should be a vic- 
tim to the wiles of one of the greatest coquettes (con- 
sidering her obscure life and rustic breeding) in the 
world. 

If the truth must be told — and every word of thiis 
narrative of my life is of the most sacred veracity — 
my j)assion for Nora b(‘gan in a very vulgar and un- 
romantic way. T did not save her lit(‘ ; on the con- 
trary, 1 once very nearly killed her, as you shall hear. 
T did not beliold her by mooidight playing on the 
guitar, or rescue luu* from the hands of ruffians, as 
Alfonso does Lindainira in the novel ; but one day 
after dinner at Brady’s Town, in summer, going into 
the garden to })ull gooseberries for my dessert, and 
thinking only of gooseb(‘rri(‘s, I ])h‘dge my honor, T 
came upon JVIiss Nora and om^ of lu‘r sisters, with 
whom she was friends at the time, who were both 
engag(‘d in the very same amuscummt. 

‘^What’s the Latin for gooseb(‘rry, lle‘dmond ? ” 
says she. She was always “poking her fun,” as the 
Irish phrase it. 

“ I know the Latin for goose,” says 1. 

“ And what ’s that ? ” cries Miss Mysie, as pert as 
a ])eacock. 

“Bo to you!” says I (for I had never a want of 
wit) ; and so w(‘ fell to work at the gooseberry-bush, 
laughing <ind talking as ha])py as might be. In tin* 
course of our diversion Nora managed to scratch her 
arm, and it bled, and she scr(*amcd, and it was mighty 
round and whitt*, and 1 tied it up, and I believe was 





, l^MW LtnDO% Wi: 23 

petiuitted to kiss ket hand ; and though i$ Was as big 
and clumsy a hand as ever you saw, yet rthotight the 
favor t^e most ravishing one that was ever conferred 
upon me, and went home in a rapture. 

I was much too simple a fellow to disguise any 
sentiment I chanced to feel in those days ; and not 
one of the eight Castle Brady girls but was soon 
aware of my passion, and jo^ed and complimented 
Nora about her bachelor. 

The torments of jealousy the cruel coquette made 
me endure Were horrible. Sometimes she would treat 
me as a child, sometimes as a man. She would always 
leave me if ever there came a stranger to the house. 

‘^For after all, Redmond,’’ she would say, ^^you are 
but fifteen, and you have n’t a guinea in the world.’^ 
At which I would swear that I would become the 
greatest hero ever known out of Ireland, and vow 
l|hat before I was twenty I would have money enough 
Ito purchase an estate six times as big as Castle Brady, 
All which vain promises, of course, I did not keep; 
but I make no doubt they influenced me in my very 
early life, and caused me to do those great actions for 
which I have been celebrated, and which shall be 
rated presently in order. 

I must tell one of them, just that my dear young 
lady readers may know what sort of a fellow Redmond 
Barry was, and what a eourage and undaunted passion 
he had. 1 question whether any of the jenny-jessa- 
mines of the present day would do half as much in 
the face of danger. 

About this time, it must be premised, the United 
Kingdom was in a state of great excitement from the 
threat generally credited of a French invasion. The 
Pretender was said to be in high favor at Versailles, 
a descent upon Ireland was especially looked to, and 
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the noblemen and people of condition in that and 
all other parts of the kingdom showed their loyalty 
by raising regiments of horse and foot to resist the 
invaders. Brady’s Town sent a company to join the 
Kilwangan regiment, of which Master Mick was 
the captain ; and we had a letter from Master Ulick 
at Trinity College, stating that the university had 
also formed a regiment, in which he had the honor 
to be a corj)oral. Plow I envied them both, especially 
that odious Mick, as I saw him in his laced scarlef 
coat, with a ribbon in his hat, march off at^the head 
of his men. He, the poor spiritless creature, was a 
captain, and T nothing, — I who felt I had as much 
courage as the Duke of Cumberland himself, and felt, 
too, that* a red jacket would mightily become me ! 
My mother said I was too young to join the new 
regiment; but the fact was, that it was she lierself 
who was too ]:)oor, for the cost of a new uniform would 
have swallowed up half her year’s income, and she 
would only have her boy appear in a way suitable to 
his birth, riding the finest of racers, dressed in the 
best of clothes, and keeping the genteelest of company. 

Well, tlien, the wliole country was alive with war’s 
alarums, tlie three kingdoms ringing with military 
music, and evc'ry man of merit ])aying his devoirs at 
the court of Bel Ion a, Avhilst poor I was obliged to stay 
at home in my fustian jack(‘t and sigh for fame in 
secret. Mr. Mick came to and fro from the regiment, 
and brought numerous of his comrades with him. 
Their costunu* n,nd sA;pj:L:i‘ring airs filled me with 
gri(T, and Miss Nora's unvarying attentions to them 
served to make me half wild. No one, however, 
thought of attrihating this sadness to the young 
lady’s score, but I’ather to my disappointment at not 
being allowed to join the military profession. Once 
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the officers of the Fencibles gave a grand ball at Kib 
wangan, to which, as a matter of (iourse, ail the ladies 
of Castle Brady (and a pretty ugly coachfiil they were) 
were iiivited. I knew to what tortures the odious 
little flirt of a Nora would put me with her eternal 
(toquetri(is with the officers, and refused for a long 
Lime to be one of the party to the ball. But she had 
a way of con(][uering me, against which all resistance 
of mine was in vain. She vowed that I'iding in a 
coach always made her ill. And how can I go to 
the ball,” said she, ‘^unless you take me on Dais}^ 
behind you on the pillion ? ” Daisy was a good blood 
mare of my uncle’s, and to such a })ro[)osition 1 could 
not for my soul say no ; so we rode in safety to Kil- 
wangari, and I felt myself as proud as any prince when 
slie promised to dance a country -dance with me. 

When the dance was ended, the little ungrateful 
flirt informed me that she had quite forgottcni her en- 
gagement; she had actually danced the set with an 
Kuglishman ! I have endured torments in my life, 
hut none like that. She tried to make up for her 
neglec't, hut 1 would not. Some of the prettiest girls 
there offered to console me, for I was the best danccn* 
in the room. 1 made one attempt, but was too 
w'retcdied to (‘.ontinue, and so remaiiKHl alone all night 
in a state of agony. I would have played, but 1 had 
no money ; only the gold piece that my motlun* bade 
me always keep in my purse as a gentleman should. 
I did not care for drink, or know the dreadful comfort 
of it in those days ; but I thought of killing myself 
and Nora, and most certainly of making away with 
Captain Quin ! 

At last, and at morning, the ball was over. The 
rest of our ladic's went old in the lumb(‘ring creaking 
old coach; Daisy was brought out, aiid Miss Nora 
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took her place behind me, which I let her do without 
a word. But we were not half a mile out of town 
when she began to try with her coaxing and blandish- 
ments to dissipate my ill humor. 

^^Sure it’s a bitter night, lledmond dear, and you’ll 
catch cold without a handkerchief to your neck.” 
To this sympathetic remark from the pillion the sad- 
dle made no reply. 

“ Did you and Miss Clancy have a ])leasant evening, 
Kedmond ? You were together, I saw, all night.” 
To this the saddle only replied by grinding his teeth, 
and giving a lash to Daisy. 

“ 0 mercy ! you make Daisy rear and throw me, 
you careless creature you; and you know, Redmond, 
I’m so timid.” The pillion had by this got her arm 
round the saddle’s waist, and perhaps gave it the gen- 
tlest squeeze in tlie world. 

1 hate M iss Clancy, you know I do ! ” answers the 
saddle; ^^and 1 only danced with her because — be- 
cause — the person with whom 1 intended to dance 
chose to be engaged the whole night.” 

“Sure there W(*re my sisters,’’ said the pillion, now 
laughing outright in the pride of her conscious su- 
periority ; “ and for me, my dear, 1 had not been in 
the room live minutes before I was (uigaged for every 
singh* set.” 

“ Were you obliged to dance fiv(i times with Cap- 
tain (iuin ? ” said I ; and O strange delicious charm of 
co(pietry, I do believe Miss Nora Brady at twenty- 
three years of age felt a pang of delight in thinking 
that she had so much power over a guileless lad of 
hfteeii. 

Of course she replied that she did not care a fig for 
Captain Quin ; that he danced prettily, to be sure, and 
was a pleasant rattle of a man ; that he looked well in 
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Ills regimentals too; and if he chose to ask her to 
dance, how could she refuse him ? 

But you refused me, Nora.’’ 

Oh ! I can dance with you any day,” answered 
Miss Nora, with a toss of her head; ^^and to dance 
witli your cousin at a ball, looks as if you could find 
no other i)artner. Besides,” said Nora — and this 
was a cruel, unkind cut, whhdi showed what a power 
she had over me, a,ud liow mercilessly slie used it, — 

besides, lledmond, Captain Quin ’s a man, and you 
are only a boy ! ” 

^^If ever 1 meet liim again,” I roared out with an 
oath, ^‘ you shall see which is the best man of the two. 
1 ’ll light him with sword or with pistol, captain as 
iic is. A man indeed! I’ll light any man — every 
man ! — Did n’t 1 stand up to Mick Brady when I 
was eleven years old? — Didn’t [ beat Tom Sullivan, 
tlie great hulking brute, who is ninebam ? — Did n’t I 
do for the Scotch usher ? Oh, Nora, it ’s. cruel of you 
to sm^er at me so ! ” 

But Nora wa,s in the sneering mood that night, and 
])ursued her sarc^asms ; she pointed out that Ca])tain 
Quin was already known as a valiant soldier, famous 
as a man of fasliiou in Loudon, and tlmt it was mighty 
well of Ivedmoud to talk and boast of beating ushers 
and farmers’ boys, but to light au Englishman was a 
very diff(;reut matt(u\ 

Then sli(>. fell to talk of the invasion, and of mili- 
tary matters in gemu'al ; of King Erederick (who was 
called, in those days, the Protestant hero), of Mon- 
si(mr Thurot and his fltiet, of Monsieur Conllans and 
his squadron, of Minorca, how it was attacked, and 
where it was ; we both agreed it must be in Am(u*ica, 
and hoped the French might be soundly beaten there. 

I sighed after a while (for I was beginning to 
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melt), and said how much I longed to be a soldier ; 
on which Nora recurred to her infallible, Ah ! now, 
would you leave me, then ? But, sure, you h*e not 
big enough for anything more than a little drummer.” 
To which I re] died by swearing that a soldier I would 
be, and a, general too. 

As we were chattering in this silly way, we came 
to a place that has ever since gone by the name of 
Itedmond’s Leap Bridge. It was an old high bridge, 
over a stream sufficiently deep and rocky, and as the 
mare Daisy with her double load was crossing this 
bridge. Miss Nora., giving a loos(^ to Inu' imagination, 
and still har])ing on the military theme (I would lay 
a wager that she was thinking of Captain Quin) — 
Miss Nora said, “su])])Ose now, Kedmond, you, who 
are such a. Iku’O, was ])assing over tha bridge, and the 
inimy on the other side ? ” 

I ’(1 draw my sword, and cut my way through 
them.” 

“ What, with me on the ])illion ? Would you kill 
poo]* me? ” (This young lady wa.s ])erj)etually speak- 
ing of ])oor me ! ”) 

AVell, then, I ’ll tell you wdiat 1 ’d do. I hi jump 
Daisy into the river, and swim you both anross, where 
no enemy could follow us.” 

dump twenty feet ! you would n’t dare do any 
such thing on Daisy. TheiaCs the (Ja])tain’s horse, 
Black (teorge, I ’ve heard say that Ca})tain ()ui — ” 

She nev(*r finished the word, for maddemal by the 
continual recurrence of that, odious monosyllable, 1 
shouted to lu'r to hold tight by iny waist,” ami, giv- 
ing Daisy tlu' R])ur, in a minute sprung with Nora 
over the parapet into the dee]) water below. 1 don’t 
know why now — whether it was 1 wanted to drown 
myself and Nora, or to ])tuTorm an act that even Cap- 
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tain Quin should crane at, or whether I fancied that 
the enemy actually was in front of us, 1 can’t tell 
now; but over I went. The horse sunk over his 
head, the girl screamed as she sunk and screamed as 
she rose, and I landed her, half-fainting, on the shore, 
where we were soon found by my uncle’s people, who 
returned on hearing the screams. I went home, and 
was ill speedily of a fever, which kept me to my bed 
lor six weeks ; and I quitted my couch prodigiously 
inc]‘eased in stature, and, at the same time, still more 
violently in love than 1 had been even before. 

At the commencement of my illness. Miss Nora 
had been pretty constant in her attendance at my 
b('dside, forgetting, for tlu^ sake of me, the quarrel 
b(*tweej|i my mother and her family ; which my good 
mother was likewise pleased, in the most Christian 
iiianm'r, to forget. And, let me tell you, it was no 
small mark of goodin'ss in a woman of her haughty 
dis[)osition, who, as a rule, inwer forgave anybody, for 
my sake to give up her hostility to Miss Brady, and to 
receive her kindly. For, Yiko a* mad boy as I was, it 
was Nora I was always raving about and asking for; 
1 would only accept medicines from her hand, and 
would look rudely and sulkily upon the good mother, 
vvdio lov(3d me bettcm than anything else in the world, 
and gave up even her favorite habits, and proper and 
becoming jealousies, to make me happy. 

As I got well, T saw tluit Nora’s visits became daily 
more rare : Why don’t she come ? ” I would say, 
peevishly, a dozen times in the day ; in reply to which 
quer}^, Mts. Barry would be obliged to make the best 
excuses she could lind, — such as that Nora had 
sprained her ankle, or that they had quarrelled to- 
gether, or some other answer to so{)the me. And 
many a time has the good soul left me to go and 
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break her heart in her own room alone, and come 
back with a smiling face, so that T should know noth- 
ing of her mortihcation. Nor, indeed, did I take 
much pains to ascertain it : nor should I, I fear, have 
been very iniieh touched even had I discovered it ; 
for the coinniencemeiit of manhood, I think, is the 
period of our extremest selfishness. We get such a 
(h^sire then to take wing and leave the parent-nest, 
that no t(\ars., entreaties, or feelings of affection, will 
counterbalance this overpowering longing after inder 
pendence. She must have been very sad, that poor 
mother of mine — Heaven be good to her ! — at that 
period of my life ; and has often told me since what 
a pang of the heart it was to her to see all her cai;^ 
and affection of yi^ars forgotten by me in a jainute, 
and for the sake of a little lieartless jilt, who was 
only playing with me while she could get no. better 
suitor. For the fact is, that during the last four 
weeks of my illness, no other than Ca])tain Quin was 
staying at Castle llrady, and making love to Miss 
Nora in form. My mother did not dare to l)reak this 
news to me, and yon may be sure that Nora herself 
kept it a secret : it was oidy by cliance that I dis- 
covered it. 

Shall 1 tell you how ? The minx had been to see 
me one day, as I sa,t up in my bed, convalescent; she 
was ill sucdi high spirits, and so gracious and kind to 
me, that my heart poured over with joy and gladness, 
and T had even for my poor mother a kind word and 
a kiss that morning. I felt myself so well that T ate 
up a whole chicken, and jiromised my uncle* who had 
come to see me, to be ready against partridge-shooting, 
to accompany him, as my custom was. 

The iK^xt day but one was a Sunday, and I had a 
project for that day which I determined to realize, in 
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spite of all the doctor^s and my mother’s injunctions : 
which were that I was on no account to leave the 
Louse, for the fresh air would be the death of me. 

Well, I lay wondrous quiet, composing a copy of 
verses, the first. I ever made in my life ; and I give 
tlunn here, spelt as I spelt them in those days when I 
knew no better. And though they are not so polislied 
and elegant as “ Ardelia, ease a Lovesick Swain,” and 
‘‘When Sol bedecks the Daisied Mead,” and other 
lyrical effusions of mine which obtained me so much 
reputation in after life, I still think them pretty 
good for a humble lad of fifteen : — 

THE ROSE OF FLORA. 

SENT BY A YOUKG GENTLEMAN OF QUALITY TO MISS 
BR — DY OF CASTLE BllAUY. 

On Brady’s tower there grows a flower, 

It i.s the lovelie.st flower that blows, — 

At Castle Brady there lives a lady, 

(And how I love her no one knows); 

Her name is Nora, and the goddess Flora 
Presents her with this blooming rose. 

“ Oh Lady Nora,” says the goddess Flora, 

“ I Ve many a rich and bright parterre ; 

In Brady’s towers there ’s seven more flowers, 

But you ’re the fairest lady there : 

Not all the county, nor Ireland’s bounty, 

Can projuice a treasure that ’s half so fair I ” 

What cheek is redder ? sure roses fed her ! 

Her hair is luaregolds, and her eye of blew 

Beneath her eyelid is like the vi’let, 

That darkly glistens with gentle jew 1 

The lily’s nature is not surely whiter 

Than Nora ’s neck is, — and her arm ms too. 
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“ Come, gentle Nora,” says the goddess Flora, 

“ My dearest creature take my advice, 

There is a poet, full well you know it, 

Who spends his lifetime in heavy sighs, — 

Young Redmond Barry, Ris him you’ll marry. 

If rhyme and raisin you ’d choose likewise.” 

On Sunday, no sooner was my mother gone to 
chiircili, than I summoned Phil the valet, and insisted 
u])on his producing my best suit, in which 1 arrayed 
myself (although I found that I had shot up so in mf 
illness that the old dress was wofully too small for 
me), and, with iny notable copy of verses in my hand, 
ran down towards (krstle Brady, bent upon beholding 
my beauty. The air was so fresh and bright, and the 
birds sang so loud amidst the green trees, that I felt 
more elated than I had been for months before, and 
sprung down the avenue (my uncle had , cut down 
every stick of the tre(*s, by the way), as brisk as 
a young fawn. My heart began to thump as I 
mounted the grass-grown steps of the terrace, and 
])assod in by the rii^k(dy hall-door. The master and 
mistress wcu’c at church, Mr. Screw the butler told 
me (after giving a start back at seeing iny altered 
ap)pea]-ance, and gaunt, lean figure), and so were six 
of the young ladies. 

“Was Miss Nora one ?” I asked. 

“No, Miss Nora was not one,” said Mr. Screw, 
assuming a very p)uzzled, and yet knowing look. 

“Where was she ? ” To this question he answered, 
or rather made believe to answer, with usual Irish in- 
genuity, and left me to settle whether she was gone 
to Kilwangaii on the pillion behind her brother, or 
whether she and lier sister had gone for a walk, or 
whether she was ill in her room; and while I was 
settling this query, Mr. Screw left me abruptly. 
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I rushed away to the back court, where the Castle 
Brady stables stand, and there I found a dragoon 
whistling the Eoast Beef of Old England,” as he 
cleaned down a cavalry horse. Whose horse, fellow, 
is that ? ” cried I. Feller, indeed ! ” replied the 
Englishman : ^^the horse belongs to my captain, and 
he ’s a better fdler nor you, any day.” 

I did not stop to break his bones, as 1 would on an- 
other occasion, for a horrible'' siisi)icion had come 
across me, and I made for the garden as (piickly as I 
could. 

1 knew somehow what J should see there. I saw 
Captain Quin and Nora ])aeing the alley together. 
Her arm was under his, and the scoundrel was fond- 
ling and squeezing the hand which lay closely nest- 
ling against his odious waistcoat. Some distance 
beyond them was Captain Fagan of the Kilwangan 
regiment, who was paying court to Nora’s sister 
Mysie. 

I am not afraid of any man or ghost ; but as I saw 
that sight my knees fell a-trembling violently under 
me, and such a sickness came over me, that I was 
fain to sink down on the grass by a tree against which 
I leaned, and lost almost all consciousness for a 
minute or two ; then I gathered myself up, and, 
advancing towards the couple on the walk, loosened 
the blade of the little silver-hilted hanger I always 
wore in its scabbard; for I was resolved to pass it 
through the bodies of the delinquents, and spit them 
like two x)i^C5ons. I don’t tell what feelings else 
besides those of rage were passing through my mind ; 
what bitter blank disappointment, what mad wild 
despair, what a sensation as if the whole world was 
tumbling from under me : I make no doubt that my 
reader hath been jilted by the ladies many times, and 
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SO bid him recall his own sensations when the shock 
first fell upon him. 

Norelia,” said the Captain (for it was the 
fashion of those times for lovers to call themselves by 
the most romantic names out of novels), “except for 
you and four others, I vow before all the gods, my 
heart has never felt the soft flame ! 

“Ah! you men, you men, Eugenio! ” said she 
(the beast’s name was John), “your passion is not 
equal to ours. We are like — like some plant I Ve 
read of — we bear but one flower and then we die ! ’’ 

“Do you mean you never felt an inclination for 
another ? ” said C’aiptain Quin. 

“Never, my Eugenio, but for thee ! How can you 
ask a blushing nymjdi such a question ? 

“Darling Norelia!” said he, raising her hand to 
his li2)s. 

1 had a knot of cherry-colored ribbons, which .she 
had given m(‘. out of her breast, and which somehow I 
always wor(‘. upon me. I pulled these out of my 
bosom, and flung them in Captain Quin’s face, and 
rusluid out with my little sword drawn, shrieking, 
“She’s a liar — she’s a liar. Captain Quin! Draw, 
sir, and defend yourself, if you are a man ! ” and 
with these words I leapt at the monster, and collared 
him, while Nora made the air echo with her screams ; 
at the sound of which the other captain and Mysie 
hastened up. 

Although I sprung up like a weed in my illness, 
and was now nearly attained to my full growth of 
six feet, yi't I was but a lath by the side of th(j 
enormous Ihiglish captain, who had calves and shoul- 
ders such as no chairman at Bath ever boasted. He 
turned very red, arid then exceedingly pale at my 
attack upon him, and slipped back and clutched at 
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Ills sword — when Nora, in an agony of terror, flung 
herself round him, screaming, Eugenio ! Captain 
Quin, for Heaven’s sake spare the child — he is but 
ail infant.” 

*^And ought to be whipped for his impudence,” 
said the Captain; “but never fear, Miss Brady, I 
shall not touch him : your favorite is safe from me.” 
So saying, he stooped down and picked up the bunch 
of ribbons which had fallen '^ at Nora’s feet, and 
handing it to her, said in a sarcastic tone, “ When 
ladies make presents to gentlemen, it is time for other 
gentlemen to retire.” 

“ Good heavens, Quin ! ” cried the girl ; “ he is but a 
boy.” 

“I’m a man,” roared I, “and will prove it.” 

“ And don’t signify any more than my parrot or 
la|)-dog.- May n’t 1 give a bit of ribbon to my own 
cousin ? ” 

“ You are perfectly welcome. Miss,” continued the 
Captain, “ as many yards as you like.” 

“ Monster I ” exclaimed the dear girl ; “ your father 
was a tailor, and you ^re always thinking of the shop. 
But 1 ’ll have my revenge, I will ! lleddy, will you 
see me insulted ? ” 

“ Indeed, Miss Nora,” says I, “ I iiitimd to have 
his blood as sure as my name ’s Bedmond.” 

“ I ’ll send for the usher to cane you, little boy,” 
said the Captain, ri^gainiiig his self-possession ; “ but 
as for you, Miss, I have the honor to wish you a 
good-day.” 

He t(jok off his hat with much ceremony, made a 
low conge^ and was just walking off, when Mick, ray 
cousin, vAima up, whose ear had likewise been caught 
by the scream. 

“ Hoity — toity ! J ack Quin, what ’s the matter 
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here ? ” says Mick ; Nora in tears, Eedmond^s 
ghost here with his sword drawn, and you making a 
bow ? ’’ 

I ^11 tell you what it is, Mr. Brady,’’ said the 
Englishman : I have had enough of Miss Nora, 
here, and your Irish ways. I ain’t used to ’em 
sir.” 

“Well, well! what is it?” said Mick, good-hu- 
moredly (for he owed Quin a great deal of money as 
it turned out) ; “ we ’ll make you used to our way^, 
or adopt English ones.” 

“ It ’s not the English way for ladies to have two 
lovers ” (the “ Henglish way,” as the Captain called 
it), “ and so, Mr. Brady, I ’ll thank you to pay me 
the sum you owe me, and I resign all claims to this 
young lady. If she has a fancy for schoolboys, let 
her take ’em, sir.” 

“ Pooh, pooh ! Quin, you are joking,” said Mick. 

“ I never was more in earnest,” replied the other. 

“By Heaven, then, look to yourself!” shouted 
Mick. “ Infamous seducer ! infernal deceiver ! — you 
come and wind your toils round this suffering angel 
here — you win her heart and leave her — and fancy 
her brother wont defend her ? Draw this minute, you 
slave ! and let me cut the wicked heart out of your 
body ! ” 

“ This is regular assassination,” said Quin, starting 
back ; “ there ’s two on ’em on me at once. Pagan, 
you won’t let ’em murder me ? ” 

“ ’Faith I ” said Ca})tain Fagan, who seemed might- 
ily amused, “you may scuttle your, own quarrel. Cap- 
tain Quin ; ” and coming over to me, whispered, “ At 
him again, you little fellow.” 

“As long as Mr. Quin withdraws his claim,” said I, 
I* of course, do not interfere,” 
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I do, sir — I do,” said Mr. Quin, more and more 
flustered. 

Then defend yourself like a man, curse you ! ” 
cried Mick again. “ Mysie, lead this poor victim away 
— Redmond and Fagan will see fair play between 
us.” 

^‘Well now — I don’t — give me time — I’m puz- 
zled — I — I don’t know which way to look.” 

Like the donkey betwixt the two bundles of hay,” 
said Mr. Fagan, dryly, and there 's pretty pickings 
on either side.” 
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CHAPTEli II. 

IN WHICH I SHOW MYSELF TO BE A MAN OF 
SPIRIT. 

During tins dispute, luy eoiisin Nora did the only 
thing that a lady, under sueli circumstances, could do, 
and fainted in due form. I was in hot altercation 
with Mick at the tiim*, or I should have, of course, 
flown to her assistance, hut Captain Fagan (a dry sort 
of fellow this Fagan was) prevented me, saying, I 
advise you to h^ave th(‘ young lady to herself, Master 
lledmond, and Ik^ sure sIk* will come to.’^ And so 
indeed, after a wliile, she did, whicli has shown me 
siiKje that Fagan knew the world ])retty well, for 
many ’s the lady 1 ’ve seen in afhu* times recover in a 
similar manner. Quin did not offer to help her, you 
may be sure, for, in tin; midst of the diversion, caused 
by her screaming, tlie faithless bully stole away. 

Which of us is Captain Quin to engage ? ” said I 
to Mick ; for it was my first affair, and I was as 
proud of it as of a, suit of latuMl velvet. “Is it you 
or I, Cousin Mick, that is to have the honor of chastis- 
ing this insolent Englishman And 1 held out my 
hand as I sj)ok{‘, foi’ my lieart melted towards my 
cousin under the triumph of the moment. 

But he r(‘je(ded the })rolfered offer of friendship. 
“You — you!” said he, in a towering passion; 
“hang you for a meddling brat: your hand is in 
everybody’s pie. What bnsin(*ss had you to come 
brawling and quarrelling h(n-(% with a gentleman who 
has fifteen hundred a }’ear ? ” 
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« gasped Nota, from the storio bench, I shall 
die ; I know I shall* T Shall never leave this spot.” 

The Captain not gone yet,’’ whispered Fagan ; 
on which Kora, giving him an indignant look, jumped 
up and walked towards the house. 

** Meanwhile,” Mick continued, . “ what business 
have you, you meddling rascal, to interfere with a 
daughter of this house ? ” 

Eascal j^ourself ! ” roared 1 ; “ call me another 
siicli name, Mick Brady, and I ’ll drive my hanger 
itito your weasand. Eecollect, I stood to you when I 
was eleven years old. I ’m your match now, and, by 
Jove, provoke mCj and I’ll beat you like — like your 
younger brother always did.” That was a home-cut, 
and I saw Mick turn blue with fury. 

‘^This is a jmdty way to recommend yourself to 
the family,” said Fagan, in a soothing tone. 

“ The girl ’s old enough to be his mother,” growled 
Mick. 

Old or not,” I replied: ^^yoii listen to this, Mick 
Brady ” (and I swore a tremendous oath, tliat need 
not be put down here) : “ the mail that marries Kora 
Brady iiinst first kill me — do you mind that ? ” 

Pooh, sir,’^ Haid Mick, turning away, “ kill you — 
Hog you, you mean ! I ’ll send for Kick the hunts- 
man to do it ; ” and so he went off. 

(hi])tnin Fagan now came np, and, taking me kindly 
by the hand, said I was a gallant lad, and he liked 
my spirit. ‘^Biife what Brady says is true,” continued 
h(* : ^Mt’s*a hard thing to give a lad counsel who is 
iu su(*h a far-gone state as you ; but, believe me, I 
know the world, and if you will but follow my advice, 
you w(m’t regret having taken it. Kora Brady has 
not a penny ; you are not a whit richer. YoU are but 
fifteen, and she ’s four-and-twenty. In ten years, when 
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you’re old enough to marry, she will be an old 
woman ; and, my poor boy, don’t you see — though 
it’s a hard matter to see — that she’s a flirt, and 
does not care a pin for you or Quin either ? ” 

But who in love (or in any other point, for the 
matter of tliat) listens to advice? I never did, and I 
told Captain Fagan fairly, that Nora might love me or 
not, as she liked, but that Quin should fight me before 
he married her — that I swore. 

’ Faith,” says Fagan, I think you are a lad 
that ’s likely to keep your word ; ” and, looking hard 
at me for a second or two, he walked away likewise, 
humming a tune : and I saw he looked back at me as 
he went through the old gate out of the garden. 
When he was gone, and I was quite alone, I flung my- 
self down on the bench where Nora had made believe 
to faint, and had left her handkerchief ; and, taking it 
up, hid my face in it, and burst into such a passion of 
tears, as T woidd then have had nobody see for the 
world. The crumpled ribbon which I had flung at 
Quin lay in the walk, and I sat there for hours, as 
wretched as any man in Ireland, I believe, for the 
time being. But it ’s a changeable world ! When we 
consider how great our sorrows and how small 

tliey are, ; how we think we shall die of grief, and 
how quickly we forget, I think we ought to be 
ashamed of ourselves and our hckle-heartedness. 
For, after all, what business has Time to bring us 
consolation ? I have not, ])erhaps, .in the course of 
my multifarious advcmtures and experience, hit upon 
th(^ right woman ; and hav(^ forgotten, after a little, 
every single cn^ature I adored ; but 1 think, if I 
could but have lighted on the right one, I would have 
loved her forever. 

I must have sat for some hours bemoaning myself 
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on the garden-bench, for it was morning when I came 
to Castle Brady, and the dinner-bell clanged as usual 
at three o’clock, which wakened me up from my 
revery. Presently I gathered up the handkercihief, 
and once more took the ribbon. As I passed through 
the offices, T saw the Captain’s saddle was still lunig- 
ing up at the stable-door, and saw his odious red- 
coated brute of a servant swaggering with the 
scullion-girls and kitchen-p(‘aple. ‘^The English- 
man’s still there, Master Redmond,” said one of the 
maids to me (a sentimental black-eyed girl, who 
waited on the ' young ladh^s). ^CTle ’s there in the 
parlor, with the sweetest fillet of vale ; go in, and 
don’t let him browbeat you. Master Redmond.” 

And in 1 went, and took my place at tlie bottom of 
the big table, as usual, and my friend the butler 
speedily brought me a cover. 

Hallo, Reddy my boy ! ” said my uncle, “ up and 
well ? — that ’s right.” 

He ’d better be home with his mother,” growled 
my aunt. 

“Don’t mind her,” says Uncle Brady; “it’s the 
cold goose she ate at breakfast did n’t agree w^ith 
her. Take a glass of spirits, Mrs. Brady, to Red- 
mond’s health.” It wa,s evident he did not know of 
what had happened; but Mick, wdio was at dinner 
too, and Ulick, and almost all the girls, lookcal ex- 
ceedingly black, and the Captain foolish; and Miss 
Nora, who was again by his side, ready to cry. 
Captain Fagan sat smiling; and I looked on as cold as 
a stone. I thought the dinner would choke me ; but 1 
was determined to put a good face on it, and when 
the* cloth was drawn, filled my glass with the rest ; 
and we drank the King and the Church, as gentlemen 
should. My uncle was in high good-humor, and 
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especially always jgking with Nora and the Captain. 
It was, ^‘Nora, divide that merry-thought with the 
Captain! see who’ll be married first.” Jack Quin, 
my dear boy, never mind a clean glass for the claret, 
we ’re short of crystal at Castle Brady ; take Nora’s 
and the wine will taste none the worse ; ” and so on. 
He was in the highest glee, — I did not know why% 
Had there been a reconciliation between the faithless 
girl and her lover since they had come into the 
house ? ^ 

I learned the truth very soon. At the third toast, it 
was always the custom for the ladies to withdraw; 
but my uncle stopped them this time, in spite of the 
remonstrances of Nora, who said, Oh, Pa! do let us 
go!” and said, ^^No, Mrs. Brady and ladies, if you 
plaise ; this is a sort of toast that is drunk a great 
dale too seldom in my family, and you ’ll please to 
receive it with all the lionors. Here ’s Captain and 
Mrs. John Quin, and long life to them. Kiss her, 
Jack, you rogue : for ’faith you Ve got a treasure!” 

He has already — ” I screeched out, springing up. 

Hold your tongue, you fool — hold your tongue ! ” 
said big Ulick, who sat by me ; but I would n’t hear. 

He has already,” 1 screamed, been slapped in 
th(^ face this morning. Captain John Quin; he’s 
already been called coward, Captain John Quin; and 
this is the way I’ll drink his health. Here’s your 
health. Captain John Quin ! ” And I flung a glass of 
claret into his face. I don’t know how he looked 
after it, for the next moment I myself was under the 
table, tripped up by Ulick, who hit me a violent cuff 
on the head as I went down ; and I had hardly leisure 
to hear the general screaming and skurrying that was 
taking place above me, being so fully occupied with 
kicks, and thumps, apd curses, with which Ulick was 
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belaboring me. You fool ! roared he — you 
great blundering marplot — you silly beggarly brat’^ 
(a thump at each), ^^hold your tongue!” These 
blows from Ulick, of course, I did not care for, for he 
had always been my frieud, and had been in the 
habit of thrashing me all my life. 

When I got from under the table all the ladies 
were gone ; and I had the satisfaction of seeing ,the 
Captain’s nose was bleeding, as mine was — his was 
cut across the bridge, and his beauty spoiled forever, 
lllick shook himself, sat down quietly, filled a 
bumper, and pushed the bottle to me. There, you 
young donke^y,” said he, ^^sup that; and let’s hear no 
more of your braying.” 

111 Heaven’s name, what does all the row mean ? ” 
says my uncle. ‘^Is the boy in the fever again ? ” 

It ’s all your fault,” said Mick, sulkily : yours 
and those who brought him here.” 

Hold your noise, Mick ! ” says Click, turning on 
him ; speak civil of my father and me, and don’t let 
me be called upon to teach you manners.” 

It is your fault,” repeated Mick. What busi- 
ness has the vagabond here? If 1 had inv will, I’d 
have him flogged and turned out.” 

‘‘ And so he should be,” said Captain Quin. 

You’d best not try it. Quin,” said Click, who was 
always my champion ; and, turning to his father, 
“ 'Ihe fact is, sir, that the young monkey has fallen 
in love with Nora, and flnding her and the Captain 
mighty sweet in the garden to-day, he was for mur- 
dering Jack Quin.” 

Gad, he ’s beginning young,” said my uncle, quite 
ghod-humoredly. ’ Faith, Fagan, that boy ’s a Brady, 
every inch of him.” 

^^And I’ll tell you what, Mr. B.” cried Quin, bris' 
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tling up : I ’ve been insulted grossly in tbis ^ouse. I 
ain’t at all satisfied with these here ways of going on. 
I ’m an Englishman I am, and a man of property ; 
and I I — ” 

“If you ’re insulted, and not satisfied, remember 
there ’s two of us, Quin,” said Uliek gruffly. On 
which the Captain fell to washing his nose in water, 
and answered never a word. 

“Mr. Quin,” said I, in the most dignified tone I 
could assume, “ may also have satisfaction any time* 
he pleases, by calling on Redmond Barry, Esquire, of 
Barry ville.” At which speech my uncle burst out a- 
laughing (as he did at everything) ; and in this laugh, 
Captain Fagan, much to my mortification, joined. I 
turned rather smartly upon him, however, and bade 
him to understand that as for my cousin Click, who 
had been my best friend through life, I could put up 
with rough treatment from him ; yet, though I was a 
boy, even that sort of treatment I would bear from 
him no longer ; and any other person who ventured 
on the like would find me a man, to their cost. “ Mr. 
Quin,” I added, “ knows that fact very well ; and if 
he ’5 a man, he ’ll know where to find me.” 

My uncle now observed that it was getting late, 
and that my mother would be anxious about me. 

“ One of you had better go home with him,” said he, 
turning to his sons, “ or the lad may be playing more 
pranks.” But Click said, with a nod to his brother, 
“Both of us ride home with Quin here.” 

“ I ’m not afraid of Freny’s people,” said the Cap- 
tain, with a faint attempt at a laugh ; “ my man is 
armed, and so am I.” 

“You know the use of arras very well, Quin,” said 
Click ; “ and no one can doubt your courage ; but 
Mick and I will see you home for all that.” 
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“Why, you’ll not be home till morning, boys. 
Kilwangan ’s a good ten mile from here.’’ 

“We’ll sleep at Quin’s quarters,” replied Ulick: 
“ toe ^re going to stop a week thereP 

“ Thank you,” says Quin, very faint ; it ’s very 
kinO of you.” 

“ You T1 be lonely, you know, without us.” 

“ 0 yes, very lonely ! ” says Quin. 

“And in another week, my boy,” says Ulick (and 
here he whispered something in the Captain’s ear, in 
which I thought 1 caught the word marriage,” 
“ parson,” and felt all my fury returning again). 

“As you please,” whined out the Captain ; and the 
horses were quickly brought round, and the three 
gentlemen rode away. 

Fagan stopped, and, at my uncle’s injunction, 
walked across the old treeless park with me. He 
said that after the quarrcd at dinner, he thought I 
would scarcely want to see the ladies that night, in 
which opinion I concurred entirely ; and so we went 
off without an adieu. 

“ A juetty day’s work of it you have made. Master 
Redmond,” said he. “ What ! you a friend to the 
liradys, and knowing your uncle to be distressed for 
money, try and break olf a match which will bring 
fifteen hundred a year into the family ? Quin has 
promised to })ay off the four thousand pounds which 
is bothering your uncle so. He takes a girl without 
a penny — a girl with no more beauty than yonder 
bullock. Well, well, don’t look furious ; let ’s say 
she is handsome — there ’s no accounting for tastes, 
— a girl that has been flinging herself at the head of 
every man in these parts these ten years past, and 
missing them all. And you, as poor as herself, a boy 
of fifteen — well, sixteen, if you insist — and a boj 
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who ought to be attached to your uncle as to your 
father — 

And 80 I am,” said J. 

“And this is the return you niake him for his 
kindness ! Did n’t he harbor you in his house when 
you were an orjjhan, and has n’t he given you rent- 
free your fine mansion of Barryville yonder ? And 
now, when his affairs can be put into order, and a 
chance offers for his o|^d age to be made comfortable, 
who flings himself in ' the way of him and compe-* 
fence? — You, of all others; the man in the world 
most obliged to him. It’s wicked, ungratefful, unnatu- 
ral. From a lad of such spirit as you are, I expect a 
truer courage.” 

“I am not afraid of any man alive,” exclaimed 
I (for this latter part of the Captain’s argument 
had rather staggered me, and 1 wished, of course, 
to turn it — as one always should when the enemy’s 
too strong) ; “and it’s / am the injured man, Captain 
Fagan. No man was ever, since the world began, 
treated so. Look here — look at this ribbon. I’ve 
worn it in my heart for six months. I’ve had it 
there all the time of the fever. Did n’t Nora take it 
out of her own bosom and give it me ? Didn’t she 
kiss me when she gave it me, and call me her 
darling Redmond ? ” 

“ She was jmictishig/’ replied Mr. Fagan, with 
a sneer. “ I know women, sir. Give them time, and 
let nobody else come to the house, and they ’ll fall in 
love with a chimney-sweep. There was a young lady 
in Fermoy — ” 

“A young lady in flames,” roared I (but I used 
a still hotter word). “ Mark this ; come what will of 
it, I swear I ’ll fight the man who pretends to the 
hand of Nora Brady. I’ll follow him, if it ’s into the 
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church, and me^t him there. I ’ll haye his blood, or 
he shall have mine ; and this ribbpn shall be found 
dyed in it. Yes ! and if I kill him, I ’ll pin it on his 
breast, and then she may go and take back her 
token.” This I said because I was very much ex^ 
cited at the time, and because I had not read novels 
and romantic plays for nothing. 

“ Well,” says Fagan, after a pause, if it must be, 
it must. For a young felloi^, yon are the most blood- 
thirsty I ever saw. Quin ’s a determined fellow, too.” 

“ Will you take iny message to him ? ” said I, 
quite eagerly. 

“Hush!” said Fagan; ‘^your mother maybe on 
the look-out. Here we are, close to Karryville.” 

Mind I not a word to my mother,” 1 said; and 
went into the house swelling with pride and exulta- 
tiou to think that I should have a chance against the 
Englishman I hated so. 

Tim, my s(n‘vant, had come, up from Earryville on 
my mother’s r(*-tiirii from cliureh ; for the good lady 
was rather alarmed at my absmjcie, and anxious for 
my return. But he had seen me go in to dinner, 
at the invitation of the sentimental lady’s-maid ; and 
when he had had his own share of the good things in 
the kitchen, whi(}h was always better furnished than 
ours at holing had walked back again to inform his 
mistress where I was, and, no doubt, to tell her, in 
his own fashion, of all the events that had hai)pened 
at Castle Brady. In spite of my precautions to 
secrecy, then, I half suspected that my mother knew 
all, from the manner in which she embraced me 
on my arrival, and received our guest. Captain Fagan. 
The poor soul looked a little anxious and flushed, and 
ever 3 r now and then gazed very hard in the Captain’s 
face ; but she said not a word about the quarrel; for 
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she had a noble spirit, and would as lief have seen 
any one of her kindred hanged as shirking from 
the field of honor. What has become of those gal- 
lant feelings now-a-days ? Sixty years ago a man 
was a man, in old Ireland, and the sword that was 
worn by his side was at the service of any gentle- 
man’s gizzard, upon the slightest difference. But the 
good old times and usages are fast fading away. 
One scarcely ever hears of a fair meeting now, and 
the use of those cowardly pistols, in place of the 
honorable and manly weapon of gentlemen, has in- 
troduced a deal of knavery into the practice of 
duelling, that cannot be sufficiently deplored. 

When I arrived at home I felt that 1 was a man in 
earnest, and welcoming Captain Fagan to Barryville, 
and introducing him to my mother, in a majestic and 
dignified way, said the Captain must be thirsty after 
his walk, and called upon Tim to bring up a bottle of 
the yellow-sealed Bordeaux, and cakes and glasses, 
immediately. 

Tim looked a,t the mistress in great wonderment : 
and the fact is, that six hours previous I would as 
soon have thought of burning the house down as 
calling for a bottle of claret on my own account ; but 
I felt T was a man now, and had a right to command ; 
and my mother felt this too, for she turned to the 
fellow and said, sliarjdy, Don’t you hear, you rascal, 
what yoxir xnaster says ! Go, get the wine, and the 
cakes and glasses, directly.” Then (for you may be 
sure she did not give Tim the keys of our little 
cellar), she went and got the liquor herself ; and Tim 
brought it in, on the silver tray, in due form. My 
dear mother poured out the wine, and drank the Cap- 
tain welcome ; but I observed her hand shook very 
much as she performed this courteous duty, and the 
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bottle went clink, clink, against the glass. When 
she had tasted her glass, she said she had a head- 
ache, and would go to bed ; and so I asked her bless- 
ing, as becomes a dutiful son — (the modern bloods 
have given up the respectful ceremonies which dis- 
tinguished a gentleman in my time) — and she left 
me and Captain Fagan to talk over our important 
business. 

Indeed,” said the Captaki, I see now no other 
way out of the scrape than a meeting. The fact is, 
there was a talk of it at Castle Brady, after your 
attack upon Quin this afternoon, and he vowed that 
he would cut you in pieces ; but the tears and suppli- 
cations of Miss Honoria induced him, though very 
unwillingly, to relent. Kow, however, matters have 
gone too far. No officer, bearing his Majesty^s com- 
mission, can receive a glass of wine on his nose — 
this claret of yours is very good, by the way, and by 
your leave we ’ll ring for another bottle — without 
resenting the affront. Fight you must ; and Quin is 
a huge strong fellow.” 

He ’ll give the better mark,” said I. “ I am not 
afraid of him.” 

^‘In faith,*’ said the Captain, ‘‘I believe you are 
not ; for a lad, I never saw more game in my life.” 

“Look at that sword, sir,” says I, pointing to an 
elegant silver-mounted one, in a white shagreen case, 
that hung on the mantel-})iece, under the picture of 
my father, Harry Barry. “ It was with that sword, 
sir, that my father pinked Mohawk O’Hriscol, in 
Dublin, in the year 1740: with that sword, sir, he 
met Sir Huddlestone Fuddlestone, the Hampshire 
baronet, and ran him through the neck. They met 
on horseback, with sword and pistol, on Hounslow 
Heath, as I dare say you have heard tell of, and those 
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are the pistols ” (they hung on each side of the pic- 
ture) “ which the gallant Barry used. He was quite 
in the wrong, having insulted Lady Fuddlestone, 
when ill liquor, at the Brentford assembly. But like 
a gentlertian, he scorned to apologize, and Sir Huddle- 
stone re(;eiv(‘d a ball through his hat, before they en- 
gaged with the sword. I am Harry Barry’s son, sir, 
and will act as becomes my name and my quality.” 

^Htive me a kiss, my dear boy,” said Fagan, with 
tears in his eyes. ^‘You’re after my own soul. As 
long as Jack Fagan lives you shall never want a 
friend or a second.” 

Poor fellow ! he was shot six months afterwards, 
carrying orders to my Lord George Sackville, at 
Minden, and I lost therel)y a kind friend. But we 
don’t know what is in store for us, and that night 
was a merry one at least. We had a second bottle, 
and a third too (T could hear the poor mother going 
down stairs for each, but she never came into the 
l)arlor vv^itli theni^ and sent them in by the butler, 
Mr. Tim) ; and w(^ parted at length, he engaging to 
arrange matters with Mr. Quin’s second that night, 
and to bring me news in the morning as to the place 
where the meeting should take place. T have often 
thought since, how difterent my fate might have 
been, had I not fallen in love with Nora at that early 
age ; a,nd had J not iking the wine in Quin’s face, and 
so brought on the duel. I might have settled down 
in Ireland but for that (for Miss Quinlan was an 
heiress, within twenty miles of us, and Peter Burke, 
of Kilwangan, left his daughter Judy c€700 a year, 
and I might have had either of tliem, had I waited a 
few years). But it was in my fate to be a wanderer, 
and that battle with Quin sent me on my travels at a 
very early age : as you shall hear anon. 
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I never slept sounder in my life, though I woke a 
little earlier than usual 5 and you may be sure my 
first thought was of the event of the day, for which 
I was fully prepared. I had ink and pen in my 
room — had I not been writing these verses to Nora 
but the duy previous, like a poor fond fool as I 
was ? And now I sat down and wrote a couple of 
letters more : they might be the last, thought I, that 
1 ever should write in my life. The first was to my 
mother. 

Honored Madam — I wrote — “ This will not be given 
you unless 1 fall by the band of Captain Quin, whom I meet 
this day in the field of honor, with sword and pistol. If I 
die, it is as a good Christian and a gentleman, — how should 
I be otherwise when educated by such a mother as you ? I 
forgive, all iny enemies — I beg your blessing, as a dutiful son. 
I desire that tny mare Nora, which my uncle gave me, and 
which I called after the most faithless of her sex, may be re- 
turned to Castle Brady, and beg you will give my silver-hilted 
hanger to Phil Purcell, the gamekeeper. Present my duty 
to my uncle and Ulick, and all the girls of my party there. 
And I remain your dutiful son, 

“Redmond Barry.’’ 

To Nora I wrote : 

“ l^his letter will be found in my bosom along with the to- 
ken you gave me. It will be dyed in my blood (unless I 
have Captain Quin’s, wdiom I hate, but forgive), and will be 
a ptetty ornament for you on your marriage-day. Wear it, 
and think of the poor boy to whom you gave it, and who died 
(as he was always ready to do) for your sake. 

“ Redmond.” 

Thiesie letters being written, and sealed with my 
father^s great silver seal of the Barry arms, I went 
down to breakfast ; where my mother was waiting for 
me, you may be sure. We did not say a single word 
about what was taking ])lace : on the contrary, we 
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talked of anything but that ; about who was at church 
the day before, and about my wanting new clothes 
now I was grown so tall. She said I must have a 
suit against winter, if — if — she could afford it. She 
winced rather at the “if,” Heaven bless her! 1 knew 
what was in her mind. And then she fell to telling 
me about the black pig that must be killed, and that 
she had found the speckled hen’s nest that morning, 
whose eggs I liked so, and other such trifling talk. 
Some of these eggs were for breakfast, and I ate them 
with a good appetite ; but in helping myself to salt I 
spilled it, on which she started up with a scream. 
“ Thank Gody^ said she, “ it 's fallen towards meP 
And then, her heart being too full, she left the room. 
Ah ! they have their faults, those mothers ; but are 
there any other women like them ? 

When she was gone I went to take down the sword 
with which my father had vanquished the Hampshire 
baronet, and would you believe it ? — the brave 
woman had tied a new ribbon to the hilt : for indeed 
she had the courage of a lioness and a Brady united. 
And then I took down the pistols, which were always 
kept bright and well oiled, and put some fresh flints I 
had into the locks, and got balls and powder ready 
against the Captain should coiae. There was claret 
and a cold fowl put ready for him oii the sideboard, 
and a case-bottle of old brandy too, with a couple of 
little glasses on the silver tray with the Barry arms 
emblazoned. In after life, and in the midst of my 
fortune and splendor, I paid tliirty-flve guineas, and 
almost as much more interest, to the London gold- 
smith who supplied my father witli that very tray. 
A scoundrel pawnbroker would only give me sixteen 
for it afterwards ; so little can we trust the honor of 
rascally tradesmen ! 



BARRY LYNDON, ESQ. 


53 


At eleven o’clock Captain Fagan arrived, on horse- 
back with a mounted dragoon after him. He paid his 
com])limeTits to the collation which my mother’s care 
had provided for him, and then said, Look ye, lied- 
mond my boy : this is a silly business. The girl will 
marry Quin, mark my words ; and as sure as she does 
you ’ll forget her. You are but a boy. Quin is will- 
ing to consider you as such. Dublin ’s a fine place, 
and if you have a mind to takb a ride thither and see 
the town for a month, here are twenty guinejis at your 
service. Make Quin an apology, and be off.” 

man of honor, Mr. Fagan,” says I, ^^dies, but 
never apologizes. 1 ’ll see the Captain hanged before 
I apologize.” 

^^Then there ’s nothing for it but a meeting.” 

My mare is saddled and ready,” says I ; where ’s 
the meeting, and who’s the Captain’s second?” 

^^Your cousins go out with him,” answered Mr, 
Fagan. 

I ’ll ring for my groom to bring my mare round,” 
I said, ^Las soon as you have rested yourself.” Tim 
was accordingly despatedied for Nora, and I rode 
away, but T did n’t take leave of Mrs. Barry. The 
curtains of her bcalroora windows were down, and 
tluiy did n’t move as we mounted and trotted off. But 
two hours afterwards, you should have seen her as she 
came tottering down stairs, and heard the scream 
which she gave as she hugged her boy to her heart, 
quite unharmed and without a wound in his body. 

What had taken place I may as well tell here. 
When we got to the ground, Ulick, Mick, and the 
Captain were already there ; (^uin, flaming in red regi- 
mentals, as big a monster as ever led a grenadier 
company. The party were laughing tog(ither at some 
joke of one" or the other: and I must say I thought 
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this laughter very unbecoming in my cousins, who 
were met, jjerhaps, to see the death of one of their 
kindred. 

I hope to spoil this sport,’’ says I to Captain 
Fagan, in a great rage, “ and trust to see this sword 
of mine in yonder big bully’s body.” 

Oh ! it ’s with pistols we fight,” replied Mr. Fagan. 

You are no match for Quin with the sword.” 

I ’ll match any man with the sword,” said I. 

^nUit swords are to-day impossible : Captain Quin^ 
is — is lame. Tie knocked his knee against the 
swinging park-gate hist night, as he was riding home, 
and can scar(‘,e move it now.” 

‘^Not against Castle Brady gate,” says I, ^Hhat has 
been off the hinges these ten years.” On which Fagan 
said it must have been some other gate, and repeated 
what he had said to Mr. Quin and my cousins, when, 
on alighting from our horses, we joined and saluted 
those gentlemen. 

^0.)li yes ! dead lame,” said XJlick, coming to shake 
me by the hand, while C-aptain Quin took off his hat 
and turned extrcun(dy red. And vmy luc.ky for you, 
'.Redmond my boy,” continued Uliek ; you were a 
dead man (dse ; for he’s a devil of a fellow — isn’t 
he, I^'agan ? ” 

A regular Turk,” answ(U’(Hl Fagan; adding, “I 
never yet knew tin* man who stood to Captain Quin.” 

^^Hang the business!” said Click; “I hate it. 

I ’m ashamed of it. Say you ’re sorry, Redmond : 
you can easily say that.” 

^^If the young fcUcr will go to DuhVing, as pro- 
posed — ” here inter])osed Mr. Quin. 

am not sorry — I ’ll apologize — and I ’ll as 

soon go to Duhling as to 1” said I, with a stamp 

of my foot. 
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There ’s nothing else for it/^ said IJlick with a 
laugh to Fagan. ^^Take your ground, Fagan, — 
twelve paces, I suppose ? ” 

Ten, sir,’’ said Mr. Quin, in a big voice ; and 
make them short ones, do you hear, Captain Fagan ? ” 
Don’t bully, Mr. Quin,” said IJlick, surlily; ^^here 
are the pistols.” And he added, with some emotion, 
to me, “God bless you, my boy; and when I count 
three, fire.” 

Mr. Fagan put my pistol into my hand, — that is, 
not one of mine (which were to serve, if need were, 
for the next round) but one of Ulick’s. “ They are 
all right,” said he. “Never fear : and, Eedmond, fire 
at his neck — hit him there under the gorget. See 
how the fool shows himself open.” 

Mick, who had never spoken a word, Ulick, and the 
Captain retired to one side, and Ulick gave the signal. 
It was slowly given, and I had leisure to cover my 
man well. I saw him changing color and trembling 
as the numbers were given. At “three,” both our 
pistols went oft*. I heard soiiKjthing whiz by me, and 
my antagonist giving the most horrible groan, stag- 
gered backwards and fell. 

“He’s down — he’s down!” cried the seconds, 
running towards him. Ulick lifted him up — Mick 
took his head. 

“He ’s hit here, in the neck,” said Mick ; and lay- 
ing open his coat, blood was seen gurgling from under 
his gorget, at. the very spot at which I aimed. 

“ How is it with you ? ” said Ulick. “ Is he really 
hit ? ” said he, looking hard at him. The unfortunat(^ 
man did not answer, but when the support of Ulick’s 
arm was withdrawn from his back, groaned onc(i mare., 
and fell backwards. 

“The young fellow has begun well,” said Mick, 
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with a scowl, “You had better ride off, young sir.^ 
before the police are up. They had wind of the busi« 
ness before we left Kilwangan.” 

Is he quite dead ? said 1, 

Quite dead,” answered Mick. 

^^Then the world’s rid of a coivardj^ said Captain 
Fagan, giving the huge prostrate body a scornful kick 
with hi& foot. ^^It ’s all over with him, Eeddy, — he 
does n’t stir.” 

are not cowards, Fagan,” said Ulick, roughly, 
whatever he was ! Let ’s get the boy off as quick as 
we may. Your man shall go for a cart, and take away 
the body of this unhappy g(mtleman. This has been 
a sad day’s work for our family, Jtedmoiid Barry : you 
have robbed us of 1,500 a year.” 

“ It was Nora did it,” said I ; not I.” 'And I took 
the ribbon she gave me out of my waistcoat, and the 
letter, and flung them down on the body of Captain 
Quin. There ! ” says I — take her those ribbons. 
She ’ll know what they mean : and that ’s all that ’s 
left to her of two lovers she had and ruined.” 

I did not feel any horror or fear, young as I was, 
in s(^eing my enemy prostrate before me ; for 1 knew 
that I had met and coinpiered him honorably in the 
Held, as became a man of my name and blood. 

^^And now, in Heaven’s name, get the youngster out 
of the way,” said Mick. 

Ulick said he would ride with me, and off ac- 
cordingly we galloped, never drawing bridle till we 
come to my mother’s door. When there, Ulick told 
Tim to feed my mare, as I would have far to ride 
that day ; and 1 was in the poor mother’s arms in a 
minute. 

I need not tell how great were her pride and exulta- 
tion when she heard from Ulick’s lips the account of 
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my behavior at the duel. He urged, however, that I 
should go into hiding for a short tiiiie. ; and it was 
agreed between them that I should drop my name of 
Barry, and, taking that of liedinond, go to Dublin, 
and there wait until matters were blown over. This 
arrangement was not come to without some discus- 
sion ; for why should I not be as safe at IhuTyville, 
slie said, as my cousin and Ulick at Castle i>rady ? — 
bailiffs and dims never got m^ar them; why should 
constables be enabled to come upon me ? But Ulick 
persisted in the necessity of my instant departure ; 
in which argument, as I was anxious to see tlie world, 
I must confess, I sided with him ; and my mother was 
brought to see that in our small liouse at Barryville, 
in the midst of the village, and with tlie guard but of 
a couple of*servants, esc.ape would be impossible. So 
the kind soul was fonaul to yield to my cousin^s en- 
treaties, who promised her, however, that the affair 
would soon be arranged, and that I should be restored 
to her. Ah ! how little did he know what fortune was 
in store for me ! 

My dear mother had some forebodings, I think, 
that our separation was to be a long one ; for she told 
me that all night long she had been consulting the 
cards regarding my fate in the duel ; ami that all the 
signs betokened a separation ; then, taking out a 
stocking from her escritoire, the kind soul put twenty 
guineas in a purse for me (she had herself but twenty- 
five), and made up a little valise, to be })laced at tlie 
back of my mare, in which were my clothes, linen, 
and a silver dressing-case of my father’s. Slie bade 
me, too, to keep the sword and the pistols 1 had 
known to use so like a man. She hurried my depan 
turo now (though her heart, I know, was full), and 
almost in half an hour after my arrival at home I was 
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once more on the road again, with the wide world as 
it were before me. I need not tell how Tim and the 
cook cried at my departure; and, mayhap, I had a 
tear or two myself in my eyes ; but no lad of sixteen 
is very sad who has liberty for the first time, and 
twenty guineas in his pocket: and I rode away, think- 
ing, I confess, not so much of the kind mother left 
alone, and of the home behind me, as of to-morrow, 
and all the wonders it would bring. 
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CHAPTETt TTI. 

I MAKE A FALSE START JN THE fJKNTEEL WORLD. 

I RODE that night as far.a!!5 Carlow, wliere I lay at 
tile best inn ; and being asked what was my na-nie by 
the landlord of the liousi', gava*. it as Mr. Kedmond 
according to my (jonsin’s instructions, and said I was 
of the liedmonds of Waterford county, and was on 
my road to Trinity College, Dublin, to be educated 
there. Seeing my handsome a])pearanc(g silver-hilted 
sword, and'W(‘ll-lilled valise, my landlord made free 
to send u[) a, jug of claret without my asking; and 
charged, you may be sure, ])retty handsoimdy, for it 
in the lull. No g(mtleman in those good old days 
went to bed without a good share of liquor to set him 
sleeping, and* on tliis my first dayks entranc(‘. into the 
world, 1 made a ])()int to act tlie line gentleman com- 
pletely; and, I assure you, suc(*.eeded in my part to 
admiration. The excihmient of the events of the day, 
the quitting my honu', the meeting with Ca])taiii 
Quin, were enough to set my brains in a, whirl, with- 
out the claret ; which servinl to finish me com])letely. 
J did not drea-m of tlie deatli of Quin, as some milk- 
sops, perhaps, would have done; indeed, I have never 
had any of that foolish remorse cons(‘qnent upon any 
of my affairs of lionor : always considering, from the 
first, that where a gentleman risks his own life in 
manly combat, he is a fool to be ashamed because he 
wins. I slept at Carlow as sound as man could 
sleep; drank a tankard of small beer and a toast to 
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my breakfast*, and exchanged the first of my gold 
pieces to settle the bill, not forgetting to pay al] the 
servants liberally, and as a gentleman should. I 
began so the first day of my life, and so have 6on- 
tinued. No man has been at greater straits than 1, 
and has borne more pinching poverty and hardship ; 
but nobody can say of me that, if I had a guinea, I 
was not free-handed with it, and did not spend it as 
well as a lord could do. . 

I had no doubts of the future : thinking that a inan^ 
of my person, parts, and courage, could make his way 
anywhere. Besides, I had twenty gold guineas in my 
pocket ; a sum which (although 1 was mistaken) I 
calculated would last me for four months at least, 
during which time something would be done towards 
the making of my fortune. So I rode on, singing to 
myself, or chatting with the i)assers-by; and all the 
girls along the road said God save me for a clever 
gentleman ! As for Nora and (/asthi Brady, between 
to-day and yesterday there seemed to be a gap as of half 
a score of years. I vowed 1 would never re-enter the 
place but as a giviit man ; and I ke2)t my vow too, as 
you shall hear in due time. 

There was much more iiv(diness and bustle on the 
king’s high-road in those tim(‘s, than in these days of» 
stage-coaches, which carry you from one end of the 
kingdom to anotlier in a few score hours. The gentry 
rode their own horses or drove in their own coaches, 
and spent tlirt'e days on a journey which now occupies 
ten hours ; so that there was no lack of company for a 
person travelling towards Dublin. I made part of the 
journej^ from Carlow towards Naas with a well-armed 
gentleman* f]*om Kilkenny, dressed in green and a 
gold cord, with a patch on his eye, and riding a 
powerful mare. He asked me the question of the 
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day, and whither I was bound, and whether my 
mother was not afraid on account of the highwaymen 
to let one so young as myself to travel ? But I said, 
pulling out one of them from a holster, that I had a 
pair of good pistols that had already done execution, 
and were ready to do it again ; and herc^, ii pock- 
marked man coming up, he put spurs into his bay 
mare and left me. She was a much moi’c powerful 
animal than mine; and, besides, I did not wish to 
fatigue my horse, wishing to enter Dublin that niglit, 
and in reputable condition. 

As I rode toward Kilcullen, I saw a crowd of the 
peasant-people assembled round a one-horse chair, 
and my friend in green, as I tliought, making off half 
a mile up the hill. A footman was howling “Stop 
thief ! ” at the top of his voice ; but tlie country fel- 
lows were only laughing at his distress, and making 
all sorts of jokes at the adventure which had just 
befallen. 

“Sure you might have kept him off with the blun- 
deibush/’^ says one fellow. 

“Oh, thjB coward ! to let the Ca])tain hate you ; and 
he only one eye ! cries another. 

“ The next time my lady travels, she ’d better lave 
you at home ! said a third. 

“What is this noise, fellows?’’ said I, riding up 
amongst them, and, seeing a lady in the carriage very 
pale and frightened, gave a slash of my whip, and 
bade the red-shanked ruffians keep off. “ Wliat has 
happened. Madam, to annoy your ladyship ? ” 1 said, 
pulling off my hat, and bringing my mare up in a 
prance to the chair-window. 

The lady explained. She was the wife of Captain 
Fitzsimons, and was hastening to join the Captain at 
Dublin. Her chair had been stopped by a highway- 
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man : the great oaf of a servant-man had fallen down 
on his knees armed as he was ; and though there 
were thirty people in the next field working when 
the ruffian attacked her, not one of them would help 
her ; but, on tlie contraiy, wished the Captain, as they 
called the highwayman, good luck. 

Sure he ’s the friend of the poor,’^ said one fellow, 
and good luck to him ! 

^^Was it any business of ours?” asked another. 
And another told, grinning, that it was the famous- 
Captain Freny, who, having bribed the jury to acquit 
him two days back at Kilkenny assizes, had mounted 
his horse at the jail door, and the very next day had 
robbed two barristers who were going tjie circuit. 

I told this pack of rascals to be off to their workf 
or they should taste of my thong, and proceeded, as 
well as I could, to comfort Mrs. Fitzsimons under her 
misfortunes. Had she lost much ? ” Everything ; 
her purse, containing upwards of a hundred guineas ; 
her jewels, snuff-boxes, watches, and a pair of dia- 
mond shoe-Vmckles of th(‘ Captain’s.” These mishaps 
I sincerely comini S('rated ; and knowing her by her 
accent to bean Englishwoman, dejdored the difference 
tliat existed between the two countries, and said that 
in our, country ’ (meaning England) such atrocities 
were unknown. 

You, too, are an Englishman ? ” said she, with 
rather a tone of surprise. On which I said 1 was 
proud to be such : as, in fact, I was ; and I never 
knew a true Tory gentleman of Ireland who did not 
wish he could say as much. 

I rode by Mrs. Fitzsimons’s chair all the way to 
Naas ; and, as she had been robbed of her purse, 
asked permission to lend her a couple of pieces to pay 
her expenses at the inn: which sum she was gra- 
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ciously pleased to accept, and was, at the same time, 
kind enough to invite me to share her dinner. To 
the lady^s questions regarding my birth and parentage, 
I replied that I was a young gentleman of large for- 
tune (this was not true ; but what is the use of crying 
bad hsh ? My dear mother instructed me early in 
this sort of prudence) and good family in the county 
of Waterford ; that I was going to Dublin for my 
studies, and that my mother allowed me five hundred 
per annum. Mrs. Fitzsimons was equally communh 
(‘ative. She was the daughter of General Granby 
Somerset, of W\)rcestershire, of whom, of course 1 
had heard (and though 1 had not, of course I was too 
well-bred to say so) ; and had made, as she must com 
fiss, a runaway matcli with Ensign Fitzgerald Fitz- 
simons. Had I been in Donegal ? — No! That was 
a pity. The Captain’s father possesses a hundred 
thousand acres there, and Fitzsimons burgh Castle’s 
the finest mansion in Ireland. Captain Fitzsimons is 
the (ddest son ; and, though lie has quarrelled with 
liis fatlier, must inherit the vast pro])erty. She went 
on to tell me about the balls at Dublin, the banquets 
at the Castle, the horse-races at the Phoenix, the 
ridottos and routs, until I became quite eager to join 
in those pleasures ; and I only felt grieved to think 
that my position would render secrecy necessary, and 
prevent me from being presented at the court, of 
which the Fitzsimonses were the most elegant ornur 
nunits. How different was her lively rattle to that 
of the vulgar wenches at the Kilwangan assemblies. 
In every sentence she. mentioned a lord or a person 
of quality. She evidently spoke French and Italian, 
of the former of which languages I have said T knew 
a few words ; and, as for her English accent, why, 
perhaps I was no jmlge of that, for, to say the truth, 
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she was the first real English person I had ever met. 
She recommended me, farther, to be very cautious 
with regard to the company I should meet at Dublin, 
where rogues and adventurers of all countries 
abounded ; and my delight and gratitude to her may 
be imagined, when, as our conversation grew more 
intimate (as we sat over our dessert), she kindly 
offered to accommodate me with lodgings in her own 
house, where her Eitzsimoiis, she said, would welcome 
with delight her gallant young preserver. 

Indeed, Madam,’’ said I, “ I have preserved noth- 
ing for you.” Which was perfectly true ; for had I 
not come up too late aftc^r the robbery to prevent the 
highwayman from carrying off her money and pearls ? 

And sure. Ma’am, them was n’t much,” salft 
Sullivan, the blundering servant, who had been so 
frightened at Ereny’s approach, and was waiting on 
us at dinner. Did n’t he return you the thirteen- 
pence in copper, and the watch, saying it was only 
pinchbeck ? ” 

But his lady rebuked him for a saucy valet, and 
turned him out of the room at once, saying to me 
when he had gone, ‘^that the fool didn’t know what 
was the meaning of a hundred-pound bill, which was 
in the pocket-book that Ereny took from her.” 

Perhaps had I been a little older in the world’s 
experience, I should have begun to see that Madam 
Eitzsimons was not the person of fashion she pre- 
tended to be ; but, as it was, I took all her stories 
for truth, and, when the landlord brought the bill 
for dinner, paid it with the air of a lord. Indeed, 
she made no motion to produce the two pieces I had 
lent to her ; and so we rode on slowly towards Dublin, 
into which city we made our entrance at nightfall. 
The rattle and splendor of the coaches, the flare of 



BARRY LYNDON, ESQ. 


65 


the linkboys, the number and magnificence of the 
houses, struck me with the greatest wonder ; though 
I was careful to disguise this feeling, according to 
my dear mother’s directions, who told me that it was 
tlie mark of a man of fashion never to wonder at any- 
'thi'ig, and never to admit that any house, equipage, 
or company he saw, was more splendid or genteel 
tban what he had been accustomed to at home. 

We stopped, at length, at a house of rather mean 
ai)pearance, and were let into a passage by no means 
so clean as that at Barryville, where there was a 
great smell of supper and punch. A stout, red-faced 
man, without a periwig, and in rather a tattered 
night-gown and cap, made his appearance from the 
parlor, and embraced his lady (for it was Captain 
Fitzsimons) with a great deal of cordiality. Indeed, 
when he saw that a stranger accompanied her, he 
embraced her more rapturously than ever. In 
introducing me, she persisted in saying that I was 
her preserver, and complimented my gallantry as 
much as if I had killed Freny, instead of coming up 
when the robbery was over. The Captain said he 
knew the Eedmonds of Waterford intimately well ; 
whi(jh assertion alarmed me, as I knew nothing of 
the family to which I was stated to belong. But I 
posed him, by asking which of the Eedmonds he 
knew, for I had never heard his name in our family. 
He said he knew the Eedmonds of Eedmonds town. 

Oh,” says I, mine are the Eedmonds of Castle 
Eedmond ; ” and so I put him off the scent. I went 
to see my nag put up at a livery-stable hard by, with 
the Captain’s horse and chair, and returned to my 
entertainer. 

Although there were the relics of some mutton* 
chops and onions on a cracked dish before liiiiij the 
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Captain said, My love, I wish I had known of your 
coming, for Bob Moriarty and I just finished the most 
delicious venison pasty, which his grace the Lord 
Lieutenant sent us, with a flask of sillery from his 
own cellar. You know the wine, my dear ? But as 
bygones are bygones, and no hel]) for them, what say 
ye to a fine lobster and a bottle of as good claret as 
any in Ireland. Betty, clear these things from the 
table, and make the mistress and our young friend 
welcome to our home.” 

Not having small change, Mr. Fitzsimons asked me 
to lend him a tenpenny-j)iece to purchase the dish of 
lobsters ; but his lady, handing out one of the guineas 
I had given her, bade the girl get the change for that, 
and procure the supper ; whicli she did presently, 
bringing back only a very hnv shillings out of the 
guinea to her mistress, saying that the fishmonger 
had kept the remainder for an old account. “ And 
the more great big blundering fool you, for giving the 
gold piece to him,” roared Mr. Fitzsimons. I forget 
how many hundred guineas he said he had paid the 
fellow during the year. 

Our supper was seasoned, if not by any great ele- 
gance, at least by a plentiful store of anecdoteS;^ con- 
cerning the highest personages of the city ; with 
whom, according to himself, the Captain lived on 
terms of the utmost intimacy. Not to be behindhand 
with him, I spoke of my own estates and property 
as if I was as rich as a duke. 1 told all the stories 
of the nobility I had ev(u- heard from jny mother, 
and some that, perhaps, I had invented ; and ought 
to have been aware that my host was an impostor 
himself, as he did not find out my own blunders and 
misstatements. But youth is ever too confident. It 
was some time before I knew that I had made no very 
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desirable acquaintance in Captain Fitzsimons and his 
lady ; and, indeed, went to bed congratulating myself 
upon my wonderful good luck in having, at the out- 
set of my adventures, fallen in with so distinguished 
a couple. 

The appearance of the chamber I occupied might, 
indeed, have led me to imagine that the heir of Fitz- 
simonsburgh Castle, county Donegal, was not as yet 
reconciled with his wealthy parents ; and, liad I been 
an English lad, probably my suspicuon and distrust 
would have been aroused instantly. But perha])s, as 
the reader knows, we are not so particular in Ireland 
on the score of neatness as people are in this precise 
country ; hence the disorder of my bedchamber did 
not strike me so much. For were not all the win- 
dows broken and stuffed with rags even at Castle 
Brady, my unchrs superb mansion ? Was there ever 
a lock to the doors tj|ere, or if a lock, a liandle to the 
lock, or a hasp to fasten it to ? Ho, though my l)ed- 
room boasted of these inconvenierces, and a few 
more; though my counterpane was evidently a greased 
broc^ade dress of Mrs. Fitzsimons's, and my cracked 
toilet-ghiss not much bigger than a half-crown, yet I 
was used to this sort of ways in Irish houses, and 
still thought myself in that of a man of fashion. 
There was no lock to the drawers, which, when they 
did open, were full of my hostess’s rouge-pots, shoes, 
stays, and rags : so I allowed my wardrobe to remain 
in my valise, but set out my silver dressing-apparatus 
upon the ragged cloth on the drawers, where it shone 
to great advantage. 

When Sullivan appeared in the morning, I asked 
him about my mare, whicli he informed me wa-s doing 
well. 1 then bade him bring me hot shaving- water, 
in a loud, dignified tone. 
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" Hot shaving-water ! ” says he, bursting out laugh- 
ing (and I confess not without reason). Is it your- 
self you "re going to shave ? said he. And maybe 
when I bring you up the water I ’ll bring you up the 
cat too, and you can shave her.” I flung a boot at 
the scoundrel’s head in reply to this impertinence, 
and was soon with my friends in the parlor for break- 
fast. There was a hearty welcome, and the same 
cloth that had been used the night before : as I recog- 
nized by the black mark of the Irish-stew dish and 
the stain left by a pot of porter at supper. 

My host greeted me with great cordiality ; Mrs. 
Fitzsimons said I was an elegant figure for the 
Plujenix: and indeed, without vanity, I may say of 
myself that there were worse-looking fellows in Dub- 
lin tlian I. I had not the powerful chest and muscu- 
lar proportion which I liave since attained (to be 
exchanged, alas ! for gout}^ legs^ and chalk-stones in 
my fingers j but ’t is the way of inortality), but I had 
arrived at near my present growth of six feet, and 
with my hair in buckle, a handsome jabot and 
wristbands to my shirt, and a red ])lush waistcoat, 
barred with gold, looked the gentleman I was born. 
I wore my drab coat with plate buttons that was 
grown too small for me, and quite agreed with Cap- 
tain Fitzsimons that I must pay a visit to liis tailor, 
in order to procure myself a coat more fitting my 
size. 

I need n’t ask whether you had a comfortable 
bed,” said he. ‘‘Young Fred rimpleton (Lord Fim- 
pleton’s second son) slept in it for seven months, 
during which he did me the honor to stay with me, 
and if he was satisfied, I don’t know who else 
wouldn’t be.” 

After breakfast we walked out to see the town, and 
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Mr. Fitzsimons introduced me to several of his ac- 
quaintances whom we met, as his particular young 
friend Mr. Kedmond, of Waterford county; he also 
presented me at his hatter^s and tailor’s as a gentle- 
man of great expectations and large property ; and 
although I told the latter that I should not pay him 
ready cash for more than one coat, which fitted me to 
a nicety, yet he insisted upon making me several, 
which I did not care to refuse. The Captain, also, 
who certainly wanted such a renewal of raiment, told 
tlie tailor to send him home a handsome military 
frock, which he selected. 

Then we went home to Mrs. Fitzsimons, who drove 
out in her chair to the Phcenix Park, where a review 
was, and where numbers of the young gentry were 
round about her ; to all of whom she presented me 
as her preserver of the day before. Indeed, such was 
her complimentary account of me, that before half an 
hour I had got to be considered as a young gentleman 
of the highest family in the land, related to all the 
principal nobility, a cousin of Captain Fitzsimons, 
and heir to £10,000 a year. Fitzsimons said he had 
ridden over every inch of my estate: and ’faith, as 
he chose to tell these stories for me, 1 let him have 
his way — indeed was not a little pleased (as youth 
is) to be made much of, and to pass for a great per- 
sonage. I • had little notion tlnui that I had got 
among a sot of impostors — that Captain Fitzsimons 
was only an adventurer, and his lady a person of no 
credit ; but such are the dangers to which youth is 
perpetually subject, and hence let young men take 
warning by me. 

I purposely hurry over the description of my life 
in which the incidents were painful, of no great in- 
terest except to my unlucky self, and of which my 
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companions were certainly not of a kind befitting my 
quality. The fact was, a young man could hardly 
have fallen into worse hands than those in which I 
now found myself. I have been to Donegal since, and 
have never seen the famous Castle of Fitzsimonsburgh, 
which is, likewise, unknown to the oldest inhabitants 
of that county ; uor are the Granby Somersets much 
better known in Hampshire. The couple into whose 
hands 1 had fallen were of a sort ‘much more common 
then than at present, for the vast wai‘s of later days 
have rendered it very difficult for noblemeri’s foot- 
men or hangers-on to jn-ocure commissions ; and such, 
in fact, had becm the original station of Captain Fitz- 
simons. Had T known his origin, of course I would 
have died rather than have associated with him. But 
in those simple days of youth I took his tales for 
truth, and fancied myself in high luck at being, in my 
outset into life, introduced into such a family. Alas! 
we are the sport of destiny. When 1 consider upon 
what small ctrcumstances all the great events of my 
life have turiuHl, I can hardly believe myself to liave 
been anything but a ])U])])et in the hands of fate; 
which has ])layed its most fantastic tricks upon me. 

• The Captain luid been a gentleman’s gentleman, and 
his lady of no higher rank. The society whicli this 
worthy pair kept was at a sort of ordinary which 
tliey held, and at which tlieir friends were always 
welcome on payment of a certain moderate sum for 
their dinner. After dinner, you may be sure that 
cards wcu’o not wanting, and that the comj)any who 
playinl did not play for love nnu-ely. To these jKirties 
persons of all sorts would come : young bloods from 
the regiments garrisoned in Dublin; young clerks 
from the Castle ; horse-riding, wine-tippling, watch- 
man-beating men of fashion about town, such as ex- 
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istecl in Dublin in that day more than in any other 
city with which I am acquainted in Europe. I never 
knew young fellows make such a show, and upon such 
small means. 1 never knew young gentlemen with 
what I may call such a genius for idleness; and 
whereas an Englishman with fifty guineas a year is 
not able to do much more than to starve, and toil like 
a slave in a profession, a young Irish buck with the 
same sum will keep his horses, and drink his bottle 
and live as lazy as a lord. Here was a doctor who 
never had a Y)atient, cheek by jowl with an attorney 
who never had a client; neither had a guinea — each 
]iad a good horse to ride in the Park, and the best of 
clothes to his back. A sporting clergyman without a 
living ; several young wine-merchants, who consumed 
jiiuch more licpior than they had or sold ; and men of 
similar character, formed the society at the house 
into which, by ill luck, I was thrown. What could 
hapi)eii to a man but misfortune from associating 
with such company? — (1 have not mentioned the 
ladies of the socdety, who were, perhaps, no better 
than the. males) — and in a very, very short time I 
became their prey. 

As for my poor twenty guineas, in three days I 
saw, with terror, that they had dwindled d^)wn to 
eight : theatres and taverns having already made 
such cruel inroads in my purse. At play 1 had lost, 
it is true, a couple of pieces ; but seeing that every 
one round about me jdayed upon honor and gave tlieir 
bills, I, of course, preferred that medium to the 
payment of ready money, and when I lost paid on 
account. 

* 

With tlie tailors, saddlers, and others, I employed 
similar means ; ami in so far Mr. Fitzsimons’s repre- 
sentation did me good, for the tradesmen took him 
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at his word regarding my fortune (I have since 
learned that the rascal pigeoned several other young 
men of property), and for a little time supplied me 
with any goods I might he pleased to order. At 
length, my cash running low, I was compelled to 
pawn some of the suits with which the tailor had 
provided me; for I did not like to part with my 
mare, on which I daily rode in the Park, and which 
I loved as the gift of my respected uncle. I raised 
some little money, too, on a few trinkets which I had ■ 
purchased of a jeweller who pressed his credit upon 
me ; and thus was enabled to keep up appearances 
for yet a little time. 

I asked at the post-office repeatedly for letters for 
Mr. lledmond, but none such had arrived; and, in- 
deed, I always felt rather relieved when the answer 
of No ” was given to me ; for I was not very anxi- 
ous that my mother should know rny proceedings 
in the extravagant life which I was leading at Dub- 
lin. It could not last very long, however ; for when 
my cash was quite exhausted, and I paid a second 
visit to the tailor, requesting him to make me more 
clothes, the fellow hummed and ha’d, and had the 
impudence to ask payment for those already supplied : 
on which, telling him I should withdraw my custom 
from him, I abruptly left him. The goldsmith too 
(a rascal Jew) declined to let me take a gold chain to 
which I had a fancy ; and I felt now, for the first 
time, in some perplexity. To add to it, one of the 
young gentlemen who frequented Mr. Fitzsimons’s 
boarding-house had received from me, in the way of 
play, an I 0 ^ U for eighteen pounds (which I lost to 
him at piquet), and which, owing Mr. Curbyn, the 
livery-stable ke(q)er, a bill, he passed into that per- 
son’s hands. Fancy my rage and astonishment, then, 
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on going for my mare, to find that he positively re- 
fused to let me have her out of the stable, except 
under payment of my promissory note ! It was in 
vain that I offered him his choice of four notes that 
I had in my pocket — one of Titzsimons’s for £20, 
one of Counsellor Mulligan^s, and so forth ; the 
dealer, who was a Yorkshireman, shook his head, and 
laughed at every one of them ; and said, I tell you 
what, Master liedinond, yo*u appear a young fellow 
of birth and fortune, and let me whisper in your ear 
that you have fallen into very bad hands — it^s a 
regular gang of swindlers ; and a gentleman of your 
rank and cpiality should never be seen in such com- 
pany. Go home : pack up your valise, pay the little 
trifte to me, mount your mare, and ride back again to 
your parents, — it’s the very })est thing you can do.” 

In a pretty nest of villains, indeed, was I plunged ! 
It seemed as if all my misfortunes were to break on 
me at once ; for, on going home and ascending to my 
bedroom in a disconsolate way, I found the Captain 
and his lady there before me, my valise open, my 
wardrobe lying on the ground, and my keys in the 
possession of the odious Fitzsimons. ^^Whom have 
I been harboring in my house ? ” roared he, as I en- 
tered the apartment. Who are you, sirrah ? ” 

Sirrah! Sir,” said I, “ I am as good a gentleman 
as any in Ircdand.” 

“ You ’re an impostor, young man : a schemer, a 
deceiver ! ” shouted the Captain. 

^‘Repeat the words again, and I will run you 
through the body,” replied I. 

Tut, tut ! I can play at fencing as well as you, 
Mr. Redmond Barry. Ah ! you change color, do 
you — your secret is known, is it ? You come like a 
viper into the bosom of innocent families ; you rep- 
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resent yourself as the heir of my friends the Red- 
monds of Castle Redmond; I inthroj nice, you to the 
nobility and genthry of this methropolis (the Cax)- 
tain’s brogue was large, and his words, by preference, 
long) 5 “ I ta;ke you to my tradesmen, who give you 
credit, and what do 1 find ? That you have pawned 
the goods which you took ui) at their houses.” 

I have given them my accex:)tances, sir,” said I 
with a dignified air. 

Under what name, unhappy boy — under what . 
name ? ” screamed Mrs. Fitzsimons ; and then, in- 
deed, I remembered that I had signed the documents 
Barry Redmond instead of Redmond Barry : but 
what else could I do ? Had not my mother desired 
me to take no other designation ? After uttering a 
furious tirade against me, in which he spoke of the 
fatal discovery of my real name on my linen — of his 
misplaced confidence and affection, and the shame 
with which he should be ()blig(‘d to meet his fashion- 
able friends and confess tliaf he had harbored a 
swindler, he gathered u]) the linen, clothes, silver 
toilet ‘ articles, and the rest of my gear, saying that 
he should step out that moment for an officer and 
give me up to the just revenge of the law. 

During the first ])art of his speech, the thought of 
the imx)rudence of which I had been guilty, and the 
predicanumt in which I was ])luiiged, had so ])uzzled 
and confounded me,* that 1 had not utte.red a word in 
reply to the fellow’s abuse, but had stood quite dumb 
before him. The sense of danger, howcwer, at once 
roused me to action. ‘^Ha,rk y(‘, Mr. Fitzsimons,” 
said I ; I will tell you why I was oldiged to alter 
my name : which is Barry, and the best name in Ire- 
land. I changed it, sir, because, on the day before I 
came to Dublin, I killed a man in deadly combat^ 
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an Englishman, sir, and a captain in his Majesty^s 
service ; and if you offer to let or hinder me in the 
slightest way, the same arm which destroyed him is 
ready to punish you ; and by Heaven, sir, you or I 
don’t leave this room alive ! ” 

So saying, I drew my sword like lightning, and 
giving a “ha! ha!” and a stamp with my foot, 
lunged within an inch of Fitzsimons’s heart, who 
started back and turned d' adly pale, while his wife, 
with a scream, flung herself between us. 

“ Dearest Kedmond,” she ciaed, “ be pacified. Fitz- 
simons, you don’t want the [)Oor child’s blood. Let 
him escape — in Heaven’s name let him go.” 

“He may go hang for me,” said Fitzsimons sulkily; 
“and he’d better be off qui(ddy, too, for the jeweller 
and the tailor have called once, and will be here again 
before long. It was Moses the pawnbroker that 
poacluMl ; 1 had the news from him myself.” By 
which I conclude that Mr. Fitzsimons had been to 
Moses with the new-laced frock-coat which he pro- 
cured from the inerchant-tailor on the day when the 
latter first gave me credit. 

What was the end of our conversation? Where 
was now a home for the descendant of the Barrys ? 
Home was shut to me by my misfortune in the duel. 
I was expelled from Dublin by a p(?rsecution occa- 
sioned, I must confess, by my own imprudence. I 
had no time to wait and choos(i:,no place of refuge to 
fly to. Fitzsimons, after his abuse of me, left the 
room growling, but not hostile ; his wife insisted that 
we should shake hands, and Im promised not to mo- 
lest me. Indeed, I owc^d the fellow nothing; and, on 
the contrary, had his acceptance actually in my pocket 
for money lost at iAR,y. As for my friend Mrs. Fitz- 
simons, she sat down on the bed and fairly burst out 
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crying. She had her faults, but her heart was kind ; 
and though she possessed but three shillings in the 
world, and fourpence in copper, the poor soul made 
me take it before I left her — to go — whither ? My 
mind was made up : there was a score of recruiting- 
parties in the town beating up for men to join our gal- 
lant armies in America and Germany ; I knew where 
to find one of these, having stood by tJie sergeant at a 
review in the PlKjenix l*ark, where lie pointed out to 
me characters on t]ie field, for which 1 treated him to 
drink. 

I gave one of my si i filings to Sullivan the butler of 
the Fitzsimonses, and, running into the street, hastened 
to the little alehouse at which my acquaintance was 
cpiartered, and before ten minutes had accepted his 
Majesty’s shilling. 1 told him frankly that I was a 
young gentleman in difficulties ; tliat I had killed an 
officer in a duel, and was anxious to get out of the 
country. But 1 need not have troubled myself with 
any explanations j King George was too much in wa,nt 
of men then to heed from whence they came, and a 
fellow of my inches, the sergeant said, was always 
welcome. Indeed, I could not, lie said, have chostm 
my time better. A transport was lying at Dunlcary, 
waiting for a wind, and on board that ship, to which \ 
marched that night, I made some suri)rising disc'ovcj*- 
ies, which shall be told in the next chapter. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

IN WHICH BARRY TAKES A NEAR VIEW OP 
MILITARY OLORY. 

1 NEVER had a taste for anything but genteel com- 
pany, and hate all descriptions of low life. Hence iny 
af'count of the society in which I at present found 
myself must of necessity be short; and, indeed, the 
recollection of it is profoundly disagreeable to me. 
Pah ! the reminiscences of the horrid black-hole of a 
}dace in which we soldiers were conlined, of the 
wretched creatures with whom I was now forced to 
keep company, of the })loughnien, poachers, pick- 
pockets, who liad taken refuge from poverty, or the 
law (as, in truth, I had done myself), is enough to 
make me ashamed even now, and it calls the blush 
into my pld cheeks to think I was ever forced to keep 
such company., I should have fallen into despair, but 
that, luckily, events occurred to rouse my spirits, and 
in some measure to console me for ray misfortuii(;s. 

The first of these consolations I had was a good 
(juarrel, which took place on the day after my entrance 
into the transport-ship, with a huge red-haired mon- 
ster of a fellow — a chairman, who had enlisted to fly 
from a vixen of a wife, who, boxer as he was, had 
been mor6 than a match for him. As soon as this 
fellow — Toole, I remember, was his name — got away 
from the arms of the washerwoman his lady, his 
natural courage and ferocity returned, and he be- 
came the tyrant of all round about him. All recruits, 
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.especially, were the object of the brute’s insult and 
ill treatment. 

I had no money, as I said, and was sitting very dis- 
consolately over a jdatter of rancid bacon and mouldy 
biscuit, which was served to us at mess, when it came 
to my turn to be helped to drink, and I was served, 
like the rest, with a dirty tin noggin, containing some- 
what mor(i than half a ])int of riiiii-and-water. The 
beaker was so greasy and filthy that I could not help 
turning round to the messman and saying, Fellow,, 
get me a glass I ” At which all the wretches round 
about me burst into a roar of laughbn*, the very loud- 
est among them being, of course, Mr. Toole. Get 
the gentleman a towed for his hands, and serve him a 
basin of turtle-soii]),” roared ‘the monster, who was sit- 
ting, or rather S(]uatting, on tin* deck opposite me; 
and as he spoke he suddenly S(dzed my beaker of grog 
and emptied it, in the midst of another burst of 
apj)lause. 

^‘ If you want to vex him, ax him about his wife 
the washerwoman, who hatea him,” liere whispered in. 
my ear another worthy, a rtdlrcul link-boy, who, dis- 
gusted with his profession, liad adoi)ted the military 
life. 

Is it a towel of your wife’s washing, Mr. Toole ? ” 
said I. “ 1 hn told she wiped your face often with one.” 

Ax him why he would n’t see her yesterday, when 
she came to the shi}),” (iontinu(‘-d the link-boy. And 
so I put to him some other foolish jt)kes about soap- 
suds, lienpecking, and flat-irons, which set the man 
into a fury, and succeeded in raising a quarrel between 
us. We should have falhm-to at once, but a couple of 
grinning marines, who ke])t watch at tlie door, for fear 
we should repent of our bargain and have a fancy to 
escape, came forward and interposed between us with 
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fixed bayonets; but the sergeant, coming down the 
ladder and hearing the dispute, condescended to say 
that we might fight it out like men with fistes if we 
chose, and that the fore-deck should be free to us for 
that purpose. But the use of fistes^ as tlie Englishman 
called them, was not then general in J reland, and it 
was agreed that we should have a pair of cudgels ; 
with one of which weapons I fiiiislied the fellow in 
four minutes, giving him a thump acu’oss his stupid 
sconce which laid him lifeless on tin', deck, and not 
receiving myself a single hurt of consequence. 

This victory over the cock of the vile dunghill ob- 
tained me respect among tlie wretches of whom I 
formed part, and served to set up my st)irits, which 
otherwise were flagging ; and my position was speedily 
ni:id(; more bearable by tln^ arrival on board our ship 
of an old friend. This was no otlier than my second 
ill the fatal duel wliich had sent me thus early out 
into the world, Captain Eag*^^^- Th(U‘(^ was a young 

nobleman who had a company in our regiment (Gale’s 
foot), and who, preferring the deliglits of the Mall 
and the clubs to the dangers of a rough c-ampaign, 
had given Fagan the opportunity of an exchange ; 
which, as the hitter hail no fortune but his sword, he 
was glad to make. Tln^ serg(‘a,nt Avas putting us 
through our exercdse on deck (tlie seamen and officers 
of the transjiort looking grinning on) Avhen a boat 
came from the sliore bringing our captain to the ship ; 
and though I started and blushed riul as lie recognized 
me — a descendant of the Barrys — in this degrading 
posture, I -promise you that the sight of Fagan’s face 
was most welcome to me, for it assured me that a 
friend was near me. Before that I was so melancholy 
that I would certainly liave deserted had I found the 
means, and had not the inevitable marines kept a 
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watch to prevent any such escapes. Fagan gave me a 
wink of recognition, but offered no public token of ac- 
quaintance ; it was not until two days afterwards, 
and when we had bidden adieu to old Ireland and 
were standing out to sea, that he called me into his 
cabin, and then, shaking hands with me cordially, 
gave me news, which 1 much wanted, of my fam- 
ily. I had news of you in Dublin,” he said. 
^^^Faith, you’ve begun early like your father’s son; 
and I think you could not do better than as you have 
done. But why did you not write home to your poor 
motlier ? She has sent a half-dozen letters to you at 
Dublin.” 

I said I had asked for letters at the post-office, but 
there were none for Mr. liedmond. I did not like to 
add that I had been ashamed, after the first week, to 
write to my mother. 

We must write to her by the pilot,” said he, who 
will leave us in two hours ; and you can tell her 
that you are safe, and marri(^d to Brown Bess.” I 
sighed when he talked about being married ; on 
which he said, with a laugh, I see you are thinking 
of a certain young lady at Brady’s Town.” 

“Is Miss Brady well ?” said 1 ; and, indeed, could 
hardly utter it, for 1 certainly was thinking about 
her : for, though I had forgotten her in the gayeties 
of Dublin, I have always found adversity makes man 
very affectionate. 

There’s only seven Miss Bradys now,” answered 
Fagan, in a solemn voice. ‘^Poor Nora — ” 

Good heavens ! what of her ? ” I thought grief 
had killed her. 

She took on so at your going away that she was 
obliged to console herself with a husband. She ’s now 
Mrs. John Quin.” 
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^^Mrs. John Quin! Was there another Mr. John 
Quin ? ” asked I, quite wonder-stricken. 

Ko ; the very same one, my boy. He recovered 
xroin his wound. The ball you hit him with was not 
likely to hurt him. It was only made of tow. Do 
you think the Bradys would let you kill fifteen hun- 
(ired a year out of the family ? And then Fagan 
further told me that, in order to get me out of the 
way — for the cowardly Englishman could never be 
brought to marry from fear of me — the lA'dii of the 
duel had been arranged. ^‘But hit him you certainly 
did, Eedmond, and with a fine thick plugget of tow ; 
and the fellow was so frightened, that he was an hour 
in coming to. We told your mother the story after- 
wards, and a pretty scene she made ; she despatched 
a half-score of letters to Dublin after you, but I sup- 
pose addressed them to you in your real name, by 
which you never thought to ask for them.^^ 

^^The coward!^’ said I (though, I confess, my 
mind was considerably relieved at the thoughts of 
not having killed him). ^‘And did the Bradys of 
Castle Brady consent to admit a poltroon like that 
into one of the most ancient and honorable families 
of the world ? ’’ 

‘^He has paid off your uncle’s mortgage,” said 
Fagan ; he gives Nora a coach-and-six ; he is to sell 
out, and Lieutenant Ulick Brady of the Militia is to 
purchase his company. That coward of a fellow has 
been the making of your uncle’s family. ’Faith ! the 
business was well done.” And then, laughing, he 
told me how Mick and Ulick had never let him out 
of their sight, although he was for deserting to 
England, until the marriage was completed and the 
happy couple off on their road to Dublin. Are you 
ui want of cash, my boy ? ” continued the good- 
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natuted Captain. You may draw upon me, for I got 
a couple of hundred out of Master Quin for my share, 
and while they last you shall never want.” 

And so he bade me sit down and write a letter to 
my mother, which I did forthwith in very sincere and 
repentant terms, stating that 1 had been guilty of 
extravagances, that I had not known until that mo- 
ment under what a fatal error I had been laboring, 
and that I had embarked for Germany as a volunteer. 
The letter was scarcely finished when the pilot sang 
out that he was going on shore ; and he departed, 
taking with him, from many an anxious fellow be- 
sieges myself, our adieux to friends in old Ireland. 

Although I was called Captain Barry for many 
years of my life, and have been known as such by 
the first peojde of Europe, yet I may as well confess 
I had no more claim to the title than many a gentle- 
man who assumes it, and never had a right to an 
epaulet, or to any military d(‘-coration higher than a 
corporal’s stripe of worsted. I was made corporal by 
Fagan during our voyage to the Elbe, and my rank 
was confirmed on terra firrna. 1 was promised a hal- 
bert, too, and afterwards, perhaps, an ensigney, if I 
distinguished myself ; but Fate did not intend that I 
should ixnnain long an Englisli soldier : as shall 
appear presently. Meanwhile, our passage was very 
favorable ; iny adventures were told by Fagan to his 
brother officers, who treated me with kindness ; and 
my victory over the big chairman procured me re- 
spect from my comrades of the fore-deck. Encouraged 
and strongly exhorttnl by Fagan, I did my duty reso- 
lutely ; but, though affable and good-humored with 
the men, I never at first condescended to associate 
with such low fellows : and, indeed, was called gener- 
ally amongst them ^Gny lord.” I believe it was the 
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ex-link-boy, a facetious knave, who gave me the title ; 
and I felt that I should become such a rank as well 
as any peer in the kingdom. 

It would require a greater philosopher and histo- 
rian than I am to explain the causes of the famous 
Seven Years’ War in wliicli Europe was engaged; 
and, indeed, its origin has always appeared to me to 
be so complicated, and the books written about it so 
amazingly hard to und(‘rst«ind, that I have seldom 
been mucVi wiser at tlie end of a cliapter than at 
the beginning, and so shall not trouble my reader 
with any ])ersonal disquisitions concerning the mat- 
ter. All I know is, tliat after his Majesty’s love of 
his Hanoverian dominions liad rendered him most 
unpopular in his Englisli kingdom, with Mr. Pitt at 
the head of the anti-Hcuauaii war-party, all of a sud- 
den, Mr. Pitt becoming Minister, the rest of the 
empire applauded the war as much as they had 
hated it before. The victorirxs of Dettingen and 
Crefeld wau’e in (nmrybody’s mouth, and “the Prot- 
estant liero,” as we used to call the godless old Ered- 
(U‘ic,k of Prussia, wa,s adored by us as a saint, a very 
short time aft(‘r we had been about to make war 
against him in alliance with the Empress-queen. 
N^ow, somehow, W(^ w(u-e on Enulerick’s side : the 
Empress, the Ereiudi, the Swedes, and the llussians, 
were leagued against us ; and I remember, when the 
news of the battle of Lissa came even to our remote 
quarter of Ireland, wo considered it as a triumph for 
the cause of Protestantism, and illumiiiatcMl and bon- 
fired, and had a sermon at church, and kept tlui 
Prussian king’s birthday; on which my uncle would 
get drunk: as indeed on any other occasion. Most 
of the low fellows enlisted with myself w(^re, of 
course, Pa]>ists (the English army was filled with 
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such, out of that never-failing country of ours), and 
these, forsooth, were fighting the battles of Protes- 
tantism with Frederick ; who was belaboring the 
Protestant Swedes and the Protestant Saxons, as 
well as the Eussians of the Greek Church, and the 
Papist troops of the Emperor and the King of France. 
It was against these latter that the English auxiliaries 
were employed, and we know that, be the quarrel 
what it may, an Englishman and a Frenchman are 
pretty willing to make a fight of it. 

We landed at Cuxhaven, and before I had been a 
month in the Electorate I was transformed into a tall 
and proper young soldier, and, having a natural apti- 
tude for military exercise, was soon as accomplished 
at the drill as the oldest sergeant in the regin;ient. 
It is well, however, to dream of glorious war in a 
snug arm-chair at home ; ay, or to make it as an offi- 
cer, surrounded by gentlemen, gorgeously dressed, 
and cheered by chances of promotion. But those 
chances do not shine on poor fellows in worsted lace : 
the rough texture of our red coats made me ashamed 
when I saw an officer go by ; my soul used to shud- 
der when, on going the rounds, I would hear their 
voices as they sat jovially over the mess-table ; my 
pride revolted at being obliged to plaster my hair 
with flour and candle-grease, instead of using the 
proper pomatum for a gentleman. Yes, my tastes 
have always been high and fashionable, and I loathed 
the horrid company in which I was fallen. What 
chances had I of promotion ? None of my relatives 
had money to buy me a commission, and I b(‘naine 
soon so low-spirited, that I longed for a general 
action and a ball to finish me, and vowed that I 
would take some opportunity to desert. 

When I think that I, the descendant of the kings 
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of Ireland, was threatened with a caning by a young 
scoundrel who had just joined from ICtoii College — 
when I think that he offered to make me his footman, 
and tliat I did not, on either occasion, murder him ! 
On the first occasion, I burst into tears (I do not care 
to own it) and had serious thoughts of committing 
suicide, so great was my mortification. But my kind 
friend Fagan came to my aid in the circumstance, 
with some very timely consrlation. ^^My poor boy,^^ 
said he, ^^you must not take the matter to heart so. 
Caning is only a relative disgrace. Young Ensign 
Fakenham was flogged liimself at Eton Bcliool only 
a month ago : I would lay a wager that his scars are 
not yet healed. You must cheer up, my boy j do 
your duty, be a gentleman, and no serious harm can 
fall on you.’^ And I heard afterwards that my cham- 
pion had taken Mr, Fakenham very severely to task 
for this threat, and said to him that any such pro- 
ceedings for the future he should consider as an in- 
sult to himself : whereon the young ensign was, for 
the moment, civil. As for the sergeants, I told one 
of them, that if any man struck me, no matter who 
he might be, or what the penalty, I would take his 
life. And, ffaith ! there was an air of sincerity in 
my speech which convinced the whole bevy of them ; 
and as long as I* remained in the English service no 
rattan was ever laid on the shoulders of Kedmond 
Barry. Indeed, I was in that savage, moody state, 
that my mind was quite made up to the point, and I 
looked to hear my own dead march played as sure as 
I was alive. When I was made a corporal, some of 
my evils were -lessened; I messed with the sergeants 
by special favor, and used to treat them to drink, and 
lose money to the rascals at play : with which cash 
my good friend Mr. Fagan punctually supplied me. 
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Our regiment, which was quartered about Stade and 
Luneburg, speedily got orders to march southwards 
towards the Rhine, for news came that our great 
General, Prince Ferdinand of Brunswick, had been 
defeated — not defeated, but foiled in his attack 
tt^n the French under the Duke of Broglio, at Ber- 
gefi, near Frankfort-on-the-Main, and had been obliged 
to fall back. As the allies retreated, the French 
rushed forward, and made a bold push for the Elec- 
torate of our gracious monarch in Hanover, threaten- 
ing that they would occupy it ; as tliey had done 
before, when D’Estrees beat the hero of Culloden, the 
gallant Duke of Cumberland, and caused him to sign 
the capitulation of Closter Zeven. An advance upon 
Hanover always caused a great agitation in the royal 
bosom of the King of England; more troops were 
sent to join us, convoys of treasure were passed over 
to our forces, and to our ally’s the King of Prussia ; 
and although, in sj)ite of all assistance, the army 
under Prince Ferdinand was very much weaker than 
that of the invading emniiy, y(d wo Iiad the advantage 
of better supplies, one of the gn^atest G(uierals in the 
world : and, I was going to add, of British valor, but 
the less we say about tJiut tin; better. My Lord 
George Sackville did not exactly cover himself with 
laurels at Minden; otherwise thei-e might have been 
won there one of the greatest victories of modern 
times. 

Throwing himself between the French and the 
interior of tlie Electorate, IM'ince Ferdinand wisely 
took possession of the free town of Bremen, which 
he ni[ule his store-house a,nd place of arms; and round 
which he gatheriul all his troops, making ready to 
tight the famous batth' of Minden. 

Were these memoirs not cliaracterized by trutli, 
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and did I deign to utter a single word for which my 
own personal experience did not gi . e me the fullest 
authority, I might easily make myself the h(u*o of 
S(/ine strange and popular adventures, and, after the 
fashion of novel-writers, introduce my readers to the 
great characters of this remarkable time. These per- 
sons (I mean the romance-writ(‘rs), if they take a 
drummer or a dustman for a hero, somehow manage 
to bring him in contact ^ ith the greatest lords and 
most notorious personages of the em])ire ; and I war- 
rant me there’s not one of them but, in describing 
the battle of Minden, would manage to bring Prince 
Ferdinand, and my Lord George Sackvilh;, and my 
Lord Granby, into presence. It would have been 
easy for me to liave said 1 was ])]‘esent when the 
orders were brought to Lord (ieorge to charge with 
the cavalry and finish the rout of the Frenchmen, and 
when he refused to do so, and thereby spoiled the 
great victory. Put the fact is, I was two miles off 
from the cavalry when his lordship’s fatal hesitation 
took place, and none of us soldiers of the line knew 
of what had occurred until w(^ came to talk about the 
fight over our kettles in the evening, and repose after 
the labors of a hard-fought day. T saw no one of 
higher rank that day than my colonel and a couple 
of orderly officers riding by in the smoke — no one 
on our side, that is. A poor corporal (as I had then 
the disgrace of being) is not gcmerally invited into 
the company of commanders and tlui great ; but, in 
revenge, I saw, I promise you, some vtuy good com- 
pany on the French part, for their regiments of Lor- 
raine and Eoyal (h*avate wtu’c charging us all day j 
and in that sort of mU^e. high and low are pretty 
equally received. I hate bragging, but T cannot help 
saying that T made a very close accpiaintance with 
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the Colonel of the Cravates ; for I drove my bayonet 
into his body, and finished off a poor little ensign, 
so young, slender, and small, that a blow from my 
pig-tail would have despatched him, I think, in place 
of the butt of my musket, with whicli I clubbed him 
down. I killed, besides, four more officers and men, 
and in the poor ensign’s pocket found a purse of four- 
teen louis-d’or, and a silver box of sugar-plurns ; of 
which the former present was very agreeable to me. 
Iftpeople would tell their stories of battles in this 
simple way, I think the cause of truth would not 
suffer by it. All I know of this famous fight of Min- 
den (except from books) is told here above. The 
ensign’s silver hon-hon box and his purse of gold; 
the livid face of the poor fellow as he fell ; the huz- 
zas of the men of my company as I went out under a 
smart fire and rifled him ; their shouts and curses as 
we came hand in hand with the Frenchmen, — these 
are, in truth, not very dignified recollections, and had 
best be passed over briefly. When my kind friend 
Fagan was shot, a brother captain, and his very 
good friend, turned to Li(*ii tenant Kawson and said, 
Fagan ’s down ; Ilawson, there ’s your company.” 
It was all the epitaph my brave patron got. 
should have left you a hundred guineas, Iledmond,” 
were his last words to me, but for a cursed run of 
ill luck last night at faro.” And he gave me a faint 
scpieeze of the hand ; then, as the word was given to 
advance, I left him. When we came, back to our old 
ground, which we presently did, he was lying there 
still; but he was dead. Some of our peojde had 
already torn off his epaulets, and, no doubt, had rifled 
his purse. Such knaves and ruffians do men in war 
become ! It is well for gentlemen to talk of the age 
of chivalry ; but remember the starving brutes wliom 
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they lead — men nursed in poverty, entirely ignorant, 
made to take a pride in deeds of blood — men who 
can have no amusement but in drunkenness, debauch, 
and plunder. It is with these shocking instruments 
that your great warriors and kings have been doing 
their murderous work in the world ; and while, for 
instance, we are at the present moment admiring the 
Great Frederick,’’ as we call him, and his philoso- 
phy, and his liberality, and" his military genius, I, who 
have served him and been, as it were, behind tie 
scenes of which that great spectacle is composed, can 
only look at it with horror. What a number of items 
of human crime, misery, slavery, go to form that sum 
total of glory ! I can recollect a certain day, about 
three weeks after the battle of Minden, and a farm- 
house in which some of us entered ; and how the old 
woman and her daughters served us, trembling, to 
wine ; and how we got drunk over the wine, and the 
house was in a flame, presently : and woe betide the 
wretched fellow afterwards who came home to look 
for his house and his children ! 
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CHAPTER V. 

IN WHICH BAKRY TRIES TO REMOVE AS FAB FROM 
MILITARY GLORY AS POSSIBLE. 

%.FTER the death of my protector, Captain Fagan, 
I am forced to confess that I fell into the very worst 
of courses and company. Being a rongh soldier of 
fortune himself, he had never been a favorite .with the 
officers of his regiment ; who had a contempt for Irish- 
men, as Englishmen sometimes will have, and used to 
mock his brogue, and liis blunt uncouth manners. * I 
had been insolent to one or two of them, and had only 
been screened from punishment by his intercession : 
especially his successor, Mr. Rawson, had no liking 
for me, and put another man into the sergeant’s 
place vacant in his company after the battle of Min- 
den. This act of injustice rendered my service very 
disagreeable to me; and, instead of seeking to con- 
quer the dislike of my superiors, and win their good- 
will by good bcdiavior, I only sought for means to 
make my situation easier to me, and grasped at all the 
amusements in my j^o^er. In a foreign country, 
with the emmiy before us, and the people continually 
under contribution from one side or the other, num- 
berless irregularities were permitted to the troops 
which would not have been allowed in more peaceable 
times. I descended gradually to mix with the ser- 
geants, and to share their amusements : drinking and 
gambling were, I am sorry to say, our principal pas- 
times; and I fell so readily into tluur ways, that, 
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though only a young lad of seventeen, I was the mas- 
ter of them all in daring wickedness; though there 
were some among them who, I promise you, were far 
advanced in the science of every kind of profligacy. I 
should have been under the provost-marshaPs hands, 
for a dead certainty, had I continued much longer in 
the army ; but an accident occurred which took me out 
■ of the English service in rather a singular manner. 

The year in which George II. died, our regiment 
had the honor to be present at the battle of Warbuljf 
(where the Marquis of Granby and his horse fully re- 
trieved the discredit wlilch had fallen upon the cav- 
alry since Lord George Sackville^s defalcation at 
Minden), and where Prince Ferdinand once more 
completely defeated the Frenchmen. During the ac- 
tion, my lieutenant, Mr. Fakenliam, of Fakenham, the 
gentleman who had threatened me, it may be remem- 
bered, with the caning, was struck by a musket-ball in 
the side. He had shown no want of courage in this or 
any other occasion where he had been called upon to 
act against the French; but this was his first wound, 
and the young g(*nthnnan was exceedingly frightened 
by it. He oflei’ed five guineas to be carried into the 
town, which was hard by; and I and another man, 
taking him up in a cloak, managed to transport him 
into a place of decent appearance, where we put him 
to bed, and where a young surgeon (who desired noth' 
iiig better than to take himself out of the fire of the 
musketry) went presently to dress his wound. 

In order to g(‘t into the house, we had been obliged, 
it must be confessed, to fire into the locks with our 
pieces ; which summons brought an inhabitant of the 
house to the door, a very pretty and black-eyed young 
woman, who lived there with her old half-blind father, 
a reti|*ed Jagd-meister of the Duke of. Cassel hard by. 
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When the French were in the town, Meinherr’s house 
had suffered like those of his neighbors ; and he was at 
first exceedingly unwilling to accommodate his guests. 
But the first knocking at the door had the effect of 
bringing a speedy answer ; and Mr. Fakenham, taking 
a couple of guineas out of a very full purse, speedily 
convinced the people that they had only to deal with 
a person of honor. 

Leaving the doctor (who was very glad to stop) with 
)|b x^atient, who paid me the stix)ulated reward, I was 
returning to my regiment with my other comrade — 
after having paid, in my German jargon, some de- 
served compliments to the black-eyed beauty of 
Warburg, and thinking, with no small envy, how 
comfortable it would be to be bilhded there — when 
the x)rivate who was with me cut short my reveries, 
by suggesting that we should divide the five guineas 
the lieutenant had given me. 

There is your share,^^ said I, giving the fellow 
one x>i6ce ; which was x^i^iity asl was the leader of 
the exx)editioii. But he swore a dreadful oath that 
he would have half, and, wlien I told him to go to a 
quarter which I shall not name the fellow lifting his 
musket, hit me a blow with the butt-end of it, whicdi 
sent me lifeless to the ground ; when I awoke from 
my trance I found myself bleeding with a large 
wound in the head, and had barely time to stagger- 
back to the house where I had left the lieutenant, 
when I again fell fainting at the door. 

Here I must have been discovered by the surgeon 
on his issuing out ; for when 1 awoke a second tinui I 
found myself in the ground-floor room of the house, 
supported by the black-eyed girl, while the surgeon 
was copiously bleeding me at the arm. There was 
another bed in the room where the lieutenant had 
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been laid, — it was that occupied by Gretel, the 
servant; while Lischen, as my fair one was called, 
had, till DOW, slept in the couch where the wounded 
officer lay. 

‘^Who are you putting into that bed?’’ said he, 
languidly, in German ; for the ball had been extracted 
from his side with much pain and loss of blood. 

They told him it was the corporal who had brought 
)iim. 

. “ A corporal ? ” said he, in English ; turn hiii^ 
out.” And you may be sure 1 felt highly compli- 
mented by the words. But we were both too faint to 
compliment or to abuse each other much, and I wa-s 
put to bed c-arefully ; and, on being undressed, had an 
opportunity to find that my pockets had been rifled 
by the English soldier after he had knocked me down. 
However, I was in good quarters; the young lady 
who sheltered iiu‘ pr(‘sently brought me a refr(",shiiig 
drink ; and, as 1 took it, 1 could not helj) pressing the 
kind hand that gave it me; nor, in truth, did this 
tok(m of my gratitude seem unwelcome. 

Tills intimacy did not decrease with further ac- 
quaintance. I found Lischen the buiderest of nurses. 
Whenever any delicacy was to be provided for the 
wounded lieutenant, a share was always sent to the 
bed opposite his, and to the avaricious man’s no small 
annoyance. His illness was long. On the second 
day the fever declared itself; for some nights ho was 
delirious ; and I remember it was when a command- 
ing officer was ins])ecting our quarters, with an inten- 
tion, very likely, of billeting himself on the house, 
that the howling and mad words of the jiatient over- 
head struck him, and he retired rathm* frightened. I 
had been sitting u]) very comfortably in the lower 
apartment, for my hurt was quite subsided ; and it 
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was only when the officer asked me with a rough 
voice, why I was not at my regiment, that I began to 
reflect how pleasant my quarters were to me, and that 
I was much better here than crawling under an odious 
tent with a parcel of tipsy soldiers, or going the night- 
rounds, or rising long before daybrcuik for drill. 

The delirium of Mr. Fakeiihaiii gave me a hint, and 
I determined forthwith to go mad. There was a poor 
fellow about Brady’s Town called ‘‘ Wandering Billy,” 
^hose insane pranks 1 had often mimicked as a lad, 
and I again put them in ])ractice. That night I made 
an attempt upon Lischen, saluting her with a yell and 
a grin whi(di frightened her almost out of her wits ; 
and when anybody came 1 was raving. The blow on 
the head had disordered my brain ; the doctor was 
ready to- vouch for this fact. One night I whispered 
to him that T was Julius (kesar, and considered him 
to be my aifianced wife (iue^m Cle()])atra, which con- 
vinced him of my insanity. Indeed, if her Majesty 
had been like my iEsculapius, she must have had a 
carroty beard, sncdi as is rare in Egypt. 

A movenumt on the part of tin' French speedily 
caused an advance on our part. The town was evacu- 
ated, exc(q)t by a few Prussian troops, whose surgeons 
were to visit the wounded in the jdace ; and, when we 
were well, we were to be drafted to our regiments. I 
determiiu'd that 1 nev(‘r would join mine again. My 
intention was to make for Holland, almost the only 
neutral country of Europe in these times, and thence 
to get a j)assage somehow to England, and home to 
dear old Brady’s Town. 

If Mr. Fakenhani is now alive I here tender him 
my apologies foi* my conduct to him. He was very 
rich ; he used me very ill. I managed to frighten 
away his servant who came to attend him after the 
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affair of Warburg, and from that time would some- 
times cpndescend to wait upon the x^atient, who always 
treated me with scorn; but it was my object to have 
him alone, and I bore his brutality witli the utmost 
civility and mildness, meditating in my own mind a 
very pretty return for all his favors to me. Nor was 
I the only person in the house to whom the worthy 
gentleman was uncivil. Henmlered tlie fair Lischen 
hither and thither, made impertinent love to her, 
abused her soups, quarrelled with her omelettes, 
and grudged the money which was laid out for his 
maintenance ; so that our hostess detested him as 
much as, I think, without vanity,, she regarded me. 

For, if the truth must be told, I had made a very 
deej) love to her during my stay under her roof ; as 
is always my way with women, of whatever age or 
degree of beauty. To a man who has to make his 
way in the world, these dear girls can always be use- 
ful in one fashion or another; never mind if they> 
rep(d your jiassion : at any rate, they are not offended 
with your declaration of it, and only look ux)on you 
with more favorable eyes in conse(|uenc(' of your mis- 
fortune. As for Lischen, I told her sindi a j^athetic 
story of my life (a tale a great deal more romantic 
than that here narrated, — for I did not restrict my- 
S(df to the exact truth in that history, as in these 
pages I am bound to do), that T won the poor girl’s 
heart entirely, and, besides, made considerable prog- 
ress in the German language under her instruction. 
Do not think me very cruel and heartless, ladies ; 
this heart of Lischen’s was like many a town in the 
neighborhood in which she dwelt, and had been 
stormed and occupied several times before I came to 
invest it; now mounting French colors, now green 
and yellow Saxon, now black and white Prussian, as 



THE MEMOIRS OF 


the case may be. A lady who sets her heart upon a 
lad in uniform must prepare to change lovers pretty 
quickly, or her life will be but a sad one. 

The German surgeon who attended us after the de- 
parture of the English only condescended to pay our 
house a visit twice during my residence ; and I took 
care, for a reason I had, to receive liim in a darkened 
room, much to the annoyance of Mr. Fakenham, who 
lay there : but I said the light affected my eyes dread- 
fully since my blow on the head; and so I covered up 
my head with clothes when the doctor ciime, and told 
him that I was an Egyptiam mummy, or talked to 
him some insane nonsense, in order to keep up my 
character. 

What is that nonsense you were talking about an 
Egyptian mummy, fellow ? ’’ asked Mr. Fakenham, 
peevishly. 

Oh, you hi know soon, sir,” said I. 

The next time that I exjxKded the doctor to come, 
instead of receiving him in a darkened room, with 
handkerchiefs muffled, I took care to be in the lower 
room, and was having a game at cards with Lischen as 
the surgeon enterc'd. I had taken possession of a 
dressing-jackf't of the lieutenant’s, and some other 
articles of his wardrobe, which fitted me pretty 
well, and, 1 flatter myself, I was no ungentlemanlike 
figure. 

Good-morrow, Corporal,” said the doctor, rather 
gruffly, in reply to my smiling salute. 

Corporal ! Lieutenant, if you please,” answered 1, 
giving an arch look at Lischen, whom I had not yet 
instructed in my plot. 

How lieutcmant ? ” asked the surgeon. thought 
the lieutenant was — ” 

‘^Upon my word, you do me great honor,” cried T, 
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laughing; ‘^you mistook me for the mad corporal up 
stairs. The fellow has dice or twice pretended to be 
an officer, but my kind hostess here can answer which 
is which.” 

^‘Yesterday he fancied he was Prince Ferdinand,’^ 
said Lischen ; the day you came ho said he was an 
Egyptian mummy.” 

So he did,” said the doctor ; I remember ; but, 
ha ! ha ! do you know, Lieutenant, I have in my notes 
made a mistake in you two ? ” 

“ Don’t talk to me about his malady ; he is calm 
now.” 

Lischen and T laughed at this error as at the most 
ridiculous thing in the world ; and, when the surgeon 
went up to examine his patient, I cautioned him not 
to talk to him about the subject of his malady, for he 
was in a very excited state. 

The reader will be able to gather from the above 
conversation what my design really was. I was de- 
termined to escape, and to escape under the character 
of Lieutenant Fakenham ; taking it from him to his 
face, as it were, and making use of it to meet my 
imperious necessity. It was forgery and robbery, if 
you like ; for 1 took all his money and clothes, — I 
don’t care to conceal it ; but the need was so urgent, 
that I would do so again : and I knew I could not 
effect my escape without his purse, as well as his 
name. Hence it became my duty to take possession 
of one and the other. 

As the lieutenant lay still in bed up stairs, I did 
not hesitate at all about assuming his uniform, 
especially after taking care to inform myself from the 
doctor whether any men of ours who might know me 
were in the town. But there were none that I could 
hear of ; and so I calmly took my walks with Madame 
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Lischen, dressed in the lieutenant’s uniform, made 
inquiries as to a horse that I wanted to purchase, 
reported myself to the commandant of the place as 
Lieutenant Fakenham, of Gale’s English regiment of 
foot, convalescent, and was asked to dine with the 
officers of the Prussian regiment at a very sorry mess 
they had. How Fakenham would have stormed and 
raged, had he known the use I was making of his 
name ! 

' Whenever that worthy used to inquire about his 
clothes, which he did with many oaths and curses 
that he would have me caned at the regiment for 
inattention, I, with a most respectful air, informed 
him that they were put away in perfect safety below ; 
and, in fact, had them very neatly packed, and ready 
for the day when I proposed to depart. His papers 
and nione}^, however, he kept under his pillow ; and 
as I had purchased a horse, it became necessary to 
pay for it. 

At a certain hour, then, I ordered the animal to be 
brought round, when 1 would pay the dealer for him 
(I shall pass over my adieux with my kind hostess, 
which wei'c very tearful indeed), and then, making up 
my mijid to the great action, walked up stairs to 
Fakenhaui’s room attired in his full regimentals, and 
with his hat cocked over my left eye. 

You g?/;eat scoundtejel 1 ” said he, with a multi- 
plicity of oaths ; you mutinous dog ! what do you 
mean by dm‘ssing yourself in my z^?egimentals ? As 
sure as my name ’s Fakenham, when we get back to 
the ?/;egiment, I Tl have your soul cut out of your 
body.” 

1 ’m promoted, Lieutenant,” said I, witit a sneer. 

I ’m come to take my leave of you ; ” and Smn going 
up to his bed, I said, ‘‘I intend to have your papers 
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and purse.” With this I put my hand under his 
pillow 5 at which he gave a scream tliat might have 
called the whole garrison about iny ears. Hark ye, 
sir I ” said I, no more noise, or you are a dead 
man I” and taking a handkerchief, I bound it tight 
around his mouth, so as well-nigh to throttle him, and, 
pulling forward the sleeves of liis shirt, tied them in a 
knot together, and so left him; removing the papers 
and the purse, you may be sure, and wisliing him 
politely a good day. 

It is the mad corporal,” said I to the people down 
below who were attracted by tlie noise from the sick 
man’s chamber ; and so taking leave of the old blind 
Jagd-meister, and an adieu (T will not say how tender) 
of his daughter, I mounted my newly purchased animal ; 
and, as 1 pranced away, and the sentinels presented 
arms to me at the town-gates, felt once more that I 
was in my proper sphere, and determined never again 
to fall from the rank of a gentleman. 

I took at first the way towards Bremen, where our 
army was, and gave out that I was bringing reports 
and letters from the rrussian commandant of War- 
burg to head-quarters ; but, as soon as I got out of 
sight of the advanced sentinels, I turned bridle and 
rode into the Hesse-Cassel territory, which is luckily 
nut very far from Warburg : and I promise you I was 
very glad fco see the blue-and-red stri])es on the barriers, 
which showed me that I was out of the land occupied 
by our countrymen. I rode to Hof, and the next day to 
Gassel, giving out that I was the bearer of de patches 
to Prince Henry, then on the Lower lihine, and put 
up at the best hotel of the jdace, where the field- 
officers |l£ the garrison had their ordinary. These 
gentlemS I treated to the best wines that the house 
afforded, for I was determined to keep up the char- 
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acter of the English gentleman, and I talked to them 
about my English estates with a fluency that almost 
made me believe in the stories which 1 invented. I 
was even asked to an assembly at Wilhelmshohe, the 
Elector’s palace, and danced a minuet there with the 
Hof-inarshal’s lovely daughter, and lost a few pieces to 
his Excellency the first hunt-master of his Highness. 

At our table at the inn there was a Prussian 
officer who treated me with great civility, and asked 
me a thousand questions about England ; which 1 
answered as best I might. But this best, I am bound 
to say, was bad enough. I knew nothing about 
England, and the court, and the noble families there ; 
but, led away by the vain-gloriousness of youth (and 
a propensity wlii(*h I possessed in my early days, but 
of which I have long since corrected myself, to boast 
and talk in a manner not altogether consonant with 
truth), I invented a thousand stories which I told 
him ; described the king and the ministers to him, 
said the British ambassador at Berlin was ]ny uncle, 
and promised my acipuiinta.nce a letter of recommen- 
dation to him. When th(‘ officer asked me my uncle’s 
name, I was not able to give him the real name, and 
so said his nanu^ was O’Grady : it is as good a name as 
any other, and tliose of Kilballyowen, county Cork, 
are as good a family as any in the woidd, as 1 have 
heard. As for stories about my regiment, of these, of 
course, I had no lack. I w'ish my other histories 
liad been equally authentic. 

On the morning I left Cassel, my Prussian friend 
came to nu^ with an open smiling countenance, and 
said he, too, was bound for Diisseldorf, whither I 
said my rout(‘ lay *, and so laying our horsps’ heads 
together wt* jogged on. The country was desolate 
beyond d('scripticn. The prince in whose dominions 
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we were was known to be the most ruthless seller of 
men 'in Germany. He would sell to any bidder, and 
during the five years which the war (afterwards 
called the Seven Years’ War) had now lasted, had so 
exhausted the males of his principality, that the fields 
remained untilled : even the children of twelve years 
old were driven off to the war, and I saw herds of 
these wretches marching forwards, attended by a few 
troopers, now under tlie guidance of a red-coated 
Hanoverian sergeant, now with a Prussian sub-officer 
accompanying them ; with some of whom my com- 
panion exchanged signs of recognition. 

It hurts my feelings,” said he, to be obliged to 
commune with such wretches ; but the stern neces- 
sities of war dejnand men continually, and hence 
these recruiters whom you see market in human flesh. 
Tliey get five-and-twenty dollars a man from our 
government for every man they bring in. For fine 
nieii — for men like you,” he added, laughing, we 
would go as liigli as a Imndred. In the old king’s 
time we would have given a thousand for you, when 
he had his giant regiment that our present monarch 
disbanded.” 

^^I knew one of them,” said I, ^^who served with 
you : we used to call him Morgan Prussia.” 

“ hideed ! and who was this Morgan Prussia ? ” 
Why, a huge grenadier of ours, who was somehow 
snapped up in Hanover by some of your recruiters.” 

The rascals ! ” said my friend, and did they dare 
take an Englisliman ? ” 

“’Faith, this was an Irisliman, and a great deal too 
sharp for them ; as you shall hear. Morgan was 
taken, then, and drafted into the giant guard, and was 
the biggest man almost among all the giants there. 
Many of these monsters used to complain of their 
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life, and their caning, and their long drills, and theii 
small pay ; but Morgan was not one of the grumblers. 
^It’s a deal better,* said he, ‘to get fat here in Berlin 
than to starve in rags in Tipperary ! ’ ’’ 

“Where is Tipperary?^’ asked my companion. 
“That is exactly what Morgan^s friends asked him. 
It is a beautiful district in Ireland, the capital of 
which is the magnificent city of Clonmel : a city, let 
me tell you, sir, only inferior to Dublin and London, 
and far more sumptuous than any on the Continent. 
Well, Morgan said that his birthplace was near that 
city, and the only thing which caused him unhappi- 
ness, in his present situation, was the thought that 
his brothers were still starving at home, when they 
might be so much better off in his Majesty^s service. 

“‘’Faith,’ says Morgan to the sergeant to whom he 
imparted the information, ‘ it ’s my brother Bin that 
would make the fine serg(‘ant of the guards, entirely ! ’ 
“ ‘ Is Ben as tall as you are ? ’ asked the sergeant. 

“ ‘ As tall as me, is it ? Why, man, I ’m the short- 
est of my family ! There ’s six more of us, but Bin’s 
the biggest of all. Oh ! out and out the biggest. 
Seven feet in his stockin’-//^?f, as sure as my name ’s 
Morgan ! ’ 

“ ‘ Can’t we send and fetch them over, these 
brothers of }/ours ?’ . • 

“ ‘ Not you. Ever since 1 was seduced by one of 
3^011 genthuiK^n of the cam^, they ’ve a mortal aver- 
sion to all sergeants,’ answered Morgan: ‘but it ’s a 
pity th(‘y cannot come, too. IVhat a monster Bin 
would be in grenadier’s cap ! ’ 

“ He said notliing more at tlie time regarding his 
brothers, but only sighed as if lamenting their hard 
fate. However, the story was told by the sergeant 
to the oflficers, and by the officers to the king him- 
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self; and his Majesty was so inflamed by curiosity, 
that he actually consented to let Morgan go home in 
order [to bring back with him his seven enormous 
brothers/’ 

And were they as big as Morgan pretended ? ” 
asked my comrade. I could not help laughing at 
his simplicity. 

‘^Do you suppose,” cried T, ^^that Morgan ever 
came back ? No, no ; once free, he was too wise for 
that. He has bought a snug farm in Tipperary with 
the money that was given him to secure his brothers ; 
and T fancy few men of the guards ever profited so 
much by it.” 

The Prussian captain laughed exceedingly at this 
story, said that the English were the cleverest nation 
in the world, and, on my setting him right, agreed 
that the Irish were even more so. We rode on very 
well pleased with each other ; for he had a thousand 
stories of the war to tell, of the skill and gallantry 
of Frederick, and the thousand escapes, and victories, 
and defeats scarcely less glorious than victories, 
through which the king had passed. Now that I 
was a gentleman, T could listen with admiration to 
these tales : and yet the sentiment recorded at the 
end of the last chapter was uppermost in my mind 
but three weeks back, when I remembered that it 
was the great general got the glory, and the poor 
soldier only insult and the cane. 

“ By the way, to whom are you taking despatches ? ” 
asked the officer. 

It was another ugly question, which I determined 
to answer at hap-hazard; and so I said, “To Gen- 
eral Polls.” I had seen the general a year before, 
and gave the first name in my head. My friend was 
<inite satisfied with it, and we continued our ride 
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until evening came on ; and, our horses being weary, 
it was agreed that we should come to a halt. 

There is a very good inn,’’ said the captain, as 
we rode up to what appeared to me a very lonely- 
looking place. 

This may be a very good inn for Germany,” said 
I, but it would not pass in old Ireland. Corbach 
is only a league off : let us push on for Corbach.” 

^^Do you want to see the loveliest woman in 
Europe?” said the officer. ^^Ah! you sly rogue, 
see that will influence you : ” and, truth to say, such 
a proposal 'was always welcome to me, as I don’t care 
to own. The people are great farmers,” said the 
captain, as well as inn-keepers ; ” and, indeed, the 
place seemed more a farm than an inn yard. We 
entered by a great gate into a court walled round, 
and at# one end of which was the building, a dingy 
ruinous place. A couple of covered wagons were in 
the court, their horses were littered under a shed 
hard by, and lounging about the place were some 
men, and a pair of sergeants in the Prussian uniform, 
who both touched their hats to my friend the captain. 
This customary formality struck me as nothing ex- 
traordinary ; but tlie aspe(‘-t of the inn had something 
exceedingly chilling and forbidding in it, and I ob- 
served the men shut-to tlie great yard-gates as soon as 
we were entered. Parti(*.s of French horsemen, the 
captain said, were about the country, and one could 
not take too many precautions against such villains. 

We went in to supper, after the two sergeants had 
taken charge of our horses ; the captain, also, order- 
ing one of them to take my valise to my bedroom. 
I promised the worthy fellow a glass of schnapps for 
his pains. 

A dish of fried eggs and bacon was ordered from a 
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liideous old wench that came to serve us, in place of 
the lovely creature I had expected to see ; and the 
captain, laughing, said, Well, our meal is a frugal 
one, but a soldier has many a time a worse : ’’ and, tak- 
ing off his hat, sword-belt, and gloves, with great 
ceremony, he sat down to eat. I would not be be- 
hindhand with him in politeness, and put iiiy weapon 
securely on the old chest of drawers, where his was 
laid. 

The hideous old woman before mentioned brought 
us in a pot of very sour wine, at which and at her 
ugliness I felt a considerable ill liumor. 

Where ’s the beauty you promised me ? said I, 
as soon as the old hag had left the room. 

Bah ! ’’ said he, laughing, and looking hard at 
me : it was my joke. 1 was tired, and did not care 
to go farther. There ’s no prettier woman here than 
that. Tf she won’t suit your fancy, my friend, you 
must wait awhile.” 

This increased my ill humor. 

^‘Upon my word, sir,” said T, sternly, think you 
have acted very coolly ! ” 

1 have acted as I think fit ! ” replied the captain. 
Sir,” said I, I ’m a British officer ! ” 

It ’s a lie ! ” roared the other, ^^you ’re a deserter ! 
You’re an impostor, sir; I have known you for such 
these three hours. I suspected you yesterday. My 
men heard of a man escaping from Warburg, and I 
thought you were the man. Your lies and folly have 
confirmed me. You pretend to carry despatches to a 
general who has been dead these ten months : you 
have an uncle who is an ambassador, and whose name 
forsooth you don’t know. Will you join and take the 
bounty, sir, or will you be given up ? ” 

“Neither!” said I, springing at him like a tiger. 
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But, agile as I was, he was equally on his guard. 
He took two pistols out of his pocket, fired one off, 
and said, from the othei^ end of the table where he 
stood dodging me, as it were, — 

Advance a step, and I send this bullet into your 
brains ! ” In another minute the door was flung open, 
and the t\Vo sergeants entered, armed with musket 
and bayonet to aid their comrade. 

The game was up. I flung down a knife with which 
I had armed myself ; for the old hag on bringing in 
the wine had removed my sword. 

I volunteer,’’ said I. 

That ’s my good fellow. What name shall I put 
on my list ? ” 

Write Kedmorid Barry of Bally Barry,” said I, 
haughtily; a descendant of the Irish kings!” 

“ I was once with the Irish brigade, Roche’s,” said the 
recruiter, sneering, trying if I could get any likely 
fellows among the few countrymen of yours that are 
in the brigade, and there was scarcely one of them that 
was not descended from the kings of Ireland.” 

Sir,” said I, king or not, I am a gentleman, as 
you can see.” 

‘^Oh! you will find plenty more in our corps,” an- 
swered the captain, still in the sneering mood. ^^Give 
up your papers, Mr. Gentleman, and let us see who 
you really are.” 

'As my ])ocket-book contained some bank-notes as 
well as papers of Mr. Fakenham’s, I was not willing 
to give up my property; suspecting very rightly that 
it was but a scheme on the part of the captain to get 
and keep it. 

“ It can matter very little to you,” said I, “ what 
my private papers are ; I am enlisted under the name 
of Redmond Barry,” 
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Give it up, sirrah I ” said the captain, seizing his 
cane. 

I will not give it up I answered I. 

Sound ! do you mutiny ? screamed he, and at 
the same time gave me a lash across the face with the 
cane, which had the anticipated effect of producing a 
.struggle. I dashed forward to grapple with him, the 
two sergeants flung themselves on me, I was thrown 
to the ground and stunned again ; being hit on my 
former Wound in the head. It was bleeding severely 
when I came to myself, my laced coat was already torn 
off my ba(‘>k, my purse and papers gone, and my hands 
tied behind my back. 

The great and illustrious Frederick had scores of 
these white-slave dealers all round the frontiers of his 
kingdom, debauching troops or kidnapping peasants 
and hesitating at no crime to supply those brilliant 
regiments of his with food for powder ; and I cannot 
help telling h(u*e, with some satisfaction, the fate 
which ultimately befell the atrocious scoundrel who, 
violating all the rights of friendship and good-fellow- 
ship, had just succeeded in entrapping me. This indi- 
vidual was a person of high family and known talents 
and courage, but who had a propensity to gambling 
and extravagance, and found his calling as a recruit- 
(h*coy far more profitable to him than his pay of sec- 
ond captain in the line. The sovereign, too, probably 
found his services more useful in the former capacity. 
His name was Monsieur de Galgenstein, and he was 
one of the most successful of the practisers of his ras- 
cally trade. He spoke all languages, and knew all 
countries, and hence had no difficulty in finding out 
the simple braggadocio of a young lad like me. 

About 1765, however, he came to his justly merited 
end. He was at this time living at Kehl, opposite 
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Strasburg, and used to take bis walk upon the bridge 
there, and get into conversation with the French ad- 
vanced sentinels ; to whom he was in the habit of 
promising “ mountains and marvels/’ as the French 
say, if they would take service in Prussia. One day 
there was on the bridge a superb grenadier, whom 
Galgenstein accosted, and to whom he promised a com-, 
pany, at least, if he would enlist under Frederick. 

Ask my comrade yonder,” suid the grenadier ; “ I 
can do nothing without him. We were born and bre^ 
together, we are of the same company, sleep in the 
same room, and always go in pairs. If he will go and 
you will give him a captaincy, I will go too.” 

Bring your comrade over to Kehl,” said Galgen- 
stein, delighted. will give you the best of dinners, 
and can promise to satisfy both of you.” 

‘‘Had you not better speak to him on the bridge ? ” 
said the grenadier. “ 1 dare not leave my post ; but 
you have but to pass, and talk over the matter.” 

Galgenstein, after a little parley, passed the senti- 
nel ; but presently a panic took him, and he retraced 
his steps. But the grenadier brought his bayonet to 
the Prussian’s breast and bade him stand: that he 
was his prisoner. 

The Prussian, however, seeing his danger, made a 
bound acu’oss the bridge and into the Rhine ; whither, 
flinging aside his musket, the intrejud sentry followed 
him. The Frenchman was the better swimmer of the 
two, seiz(Hl u])on the recruiter, and bore him to the 
Strasburg side of the stream, where he gave him up. 

“ You deserve to be shot,” said the general to him, 
‘‘ for abandoning your ])ost and arms; but you merit, 
reward ,f or an act of courage and daring. The king 
prefers to reward yon,” and the man received money 
and promotion. 
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As for Galgenstein, lie declared his quality as a 
nobleman and a captain in the Prussian service, and 
applications ivere made to Berlin to know if his rep* 
resentations were true. But the king, ‘though he 
employed men of this stamp (officers to seduce the 
subjects of his allies), could not acknowledge his own 
shame. Letters were written back from Berlin to 
say that such a family existed in the kingdom, but 
that tlie person representing himself to belong to it 
must be an impostor, for every officer of the name 
was at his regiment and his post. It was Gal gen- 
stein’s death-warrant, and he was hanged as a spy in 
Stiasburg. 


Turn him into the cart with the rest,” said he, as 
soon as I awoke from my trance. 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

THE CRIMP WAGON. — MILITARY EPISODES. 

The covered wagon to which I was ordered to 
march was standing, as I have said, in the court-yard 
of the farm, with another dismal vehicle of the same 
kind hard by it. Ea(di was ])retty well filled with 
a crow of men, whom the atrocious crimp who had 
seized upon me, had enlisted under the banners of 
the glorious Frederick ; and I could see by the lan- 
terns of the sentinels, as they thrust me into the 
straw, a dozen dark figures huddled together in the 
horrible moving iirison where I was now to be con- 
fin(‘d. A scream and a curse from my opposite neigh- 
bor showed me that he was most likely wounded, as 
I myself was ; and, during the whole of the wretched 
night, the moans and sobs of the poor fellows in sim- 
ilar captivity kept up a contimmJ 2)ainful chorus, 
whicli effectually 2)rev(mted my getting any relief 
from my ills in sleeii. At midnight (as far as 1 could 
judge) the horses were jmt to the wagons, and the 
cr(‘aking, lumbering machines were jmt in motion. 
A cou2)le of soldiers, strongly armed, sat on the outer 
bench of the cart, and their grim faces peered in with 
their lanterns every now and then through the canvas 
curtains, that they might count the number of their 
prisoners. The brutes were half drunk, and were 
singing love and war songs, such as 0 Gretchen 
mein Taubchen, mein Herzens-trompet, M^in Kanon, 
mein Heefp^^^^ meine Musket,” Prinz Eugen 
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der edle Ritter/’ and the like ; their wild whoops and 
jodeh making doleful discord with the groans of us 
captives within the wagons. Many a time afterwards 
have I heard these ditties sung on the march, or in 
the barrack-room, or round the fires as we lay out at 
night. 

1 was not near so unhappy, in spite of all, as I had 
been on my first enlisting in Ireland. At least, 
thought T, if I am degraded to be a. })rivate soldi(‘r, 
there will be no one of my accpiaintanc.e wlio will 
witness my shame ; and that is the [)()int which I 
have always cared for most. Then' will be no one 
to say, There is young Ivedmend Barry, the d(\scen~ 
dant of the Barrys, the fashionahh^ young blood of 
Dublin, pipeclaying his Ixdt and carrying Ids brown 
Bess.” Indeed, but for that opinion of the world, 
with which it is iiecessa,ry that every ma,n of spirit 
should keep upon erpial terms, I, for ]ny part, would 
have always been c.onbmted with the humbh^st por- 
tion. Now h(U'e, to all intents and j)iir])oses, one was 
as far removt^l from the world as in the wilds of 
Siberia, or in Robinson Crusoe’s island. And I 
reasoned with myself thus : — Now you are caught, 
there is no use in re]>ining: make the best of your 
situation, and gxd. all tlu‘- pleasuni yon can out of it. 
There are a thousand opportunities of ])luiider, etc., 
offered to the soldier in war-tim(‘, out of which he 
can get both pleasure and profit : make*- use of these 
and be happy. Besides, you are (extraordinarily 
brave, handsome, and clever : and who knows but you 
may procure advancement in your new s(‘rvice ? ” 

In this philosophical way I looked at my misfor- 
tunes, determining not to be cast down by them ; 
and bore my woes and my broken head with pcirfect 
magnanimity. The latter was, for the moment, an 
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evil against which it required no small powers of 
endurance to contend; for the jolts of the wagon were 
dreadful, and every shake caused a throb in my brain 
which I thought would have split my skull. As the 
morning dawned, I saw that the man next me, a gaunt, 
yellow-haii'ed creature, in black, had a cushion of 
straw under his head. 

Are you woumh^d, comrade ? said I. 

Praised be the Lord,” said lie, I am sore hurt 
in spirit and body, and bruised in many mem- 
bers ; wounded, however, am I not. And you, poor* 
youth ? ” 

am wounded in the head,” said I, and I want 
your inllow : give it me — IVe a clasp-knife in my 
pocket I ” and with this I gave him a t(U’rible look, 
meaning to say (and mciui it 1 did, for, look you, a la 
guerre c^est a la guerre^ and I am none of your milk- 
sops), that, unless he yitdd(‘d me the accommodation, 
I would give him a taste of my steel. 

I would give it thee without any threat, friend,” 
said the yellow-haired ..man, meekly, and handed me 
over Ills little sack of straw. 

lie then leaned himself ba,ck as comfortably as he 
could against the cart, and began repeating, ^^Ein 
fester Burg ist uiiser Gott,” by which I concluded 
that I had got into the company of a parson. With 
the jolts of the wagon, and acaudtmts of the journey, 
various moiH', exclamations and movements of the 
passengers showed what a motley company we were. 
Every now and then a countryman would burst into 
tears ; a Freiudi voi(*.e would be heard to say, O mon 
Dieu ! — mon Dieu ! ” a couple more of the same na- 
tion were jabbering oaths and chattering incessantly ; 
and a certain allusion to his own and everybody else’s 
eyes, which came from a stalwart figure at the fa? 
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corner, told me that there was certainly an English- 
man in our crew. 

But I was spared soon the tedium and discomforts 
of the journey. In spite of the clergyman’s cushion, 
my head, which was throbbing with pain, was brought 
abruptly in contact with the side of the wagon ; it 
began to bleed afresh ; I became almost light-headed. 
I only recollect having a draught of water here and 
there ; once stopping at a fortified town, where an 
officer counted us: — all the rest of the journey was 
passed in a drowsy stupor, from which, when I awoke, 
I found myself lying in a hospital bed, witli a nun in 
a white hood watching over me. 

“ They are in sad spiritual darkness,” said a voice 
from the bed next to me, when the nun had finished 
her kind offices and retired: ^Hhey are in the night 
of error, and yet there is the liglit of faith in those 
poor creatures.” 

It was my comrade of the crimp wagon, his huge 
broad face looming out from under a white nightcap, 
and ensconced in the bed beside. 

What ! you there, Herr Pastor ? ” said I. 

Only a candidate, sir,” answered the white night- 
cap. ‘^But, praised be Heaven I you have come to. 
You have liad a wild time of it. You have been talk- 
ing in the English language (with which I am ac- 
quainted), of Ireland, and a young lady, and Mick, 
and of another young lady, and of a house on fire, 
and of the British Grenadiers, concerrnng whom you 
sung us parts of a ballad, and of a iiumber of other 
matters appertaining, no doubt, to your personal 
history.” 

It has been a very strange one,” said I ; and, 
perhaps, there is no man in the world, of my birth, 
whose misfortunes can at all be compared to mine.” 



114 


THE MEMOIRS Ot 


I do not object to own that I am disposed to brag 
of my birth and otli'er acquirements ; for I have al- 
ways found that if a man does not give himself a 
good word, his friends will not do it for him. 

^^Well,^’ said my fellow-patient, I have no doubt 
yours is a strange tale, and shall be glad to hear it 
anon ; but at present you must not be permitted to 
speak much, for your fever has been long, and your 
exhaustion great.^^ 

Where are we ? I asked ; and the candidate 
informed mo that we were in the bishopric and town 
of Fulda, at present occupied by Prince Henry ^s 
troops. There had been a skirmish with an out-party 
of French near the town, in which, a shot entering 
the wagon, the poor candidate had been wounded. 

As the reader knows already my history, I will not 
take the trouble to re[)eat it here, or to give the addi- 
tions with wliieh T favon'.d my comrade in misfortune. 
Put T confess that I told him ours was the greatest 
family and finest palace in Ii*eland, that we were enor- 
luously W(^alt]iy, related to all the peerage, descended 
from the ancient kings, etc.; and, to my surprise, in 
the course of our conversation, I found that my inter- 
locutor kiu'w a great deal more about Ireland than I 
did. When, for instance, T spoke of my descent, — 
^nh‘om which race of kings ? ’’ said he. 

Oh ! ” said I (for my memory for dates was never 
very a(^curate), from the old ancient kings of all.^’ 

What! can you trace your origin to the sons of 
Japh(?t ? ’’ said he. 

’Faith, I can,” answered 1, and farther too, — to 
iN(d)uchadnezzar, if you like.” 

I see,” said the candidate, smiling, “ that you look 
upon those legends with incredulity. These Partho- 
lans and Nemedians, of whom your writers fondly 
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make mention, cannot be authentically vouched for in 
history. Nor do I believe that we have any more 
foundation for the tales concerning them, than for the 
legends relative to Joseph of Arimathea and King 
Brute, which prevailed two centuries back in the 
sister island.’’ 

And then he began a discourse about the Phoeni- 
cians, the Scyths or Goths, the Tuath de Danans, Taci- 
tus, and King MacNeil ; which was, to say the truth, 
the very first news 1 had heard of those personages. 
As for English, he spoke it as well as I, and had seven 
more languages, he said, equally at his command ; for, 
on my quoting the only Latin line that I knew, that 
out of the poet Homer which says, — 

“ As in pra3senti perfectum funiat in avi,” 

he began to speak to me in the Roman tongue ; on 
which I was fain to tell him that we pronounced 
it in a different way in Ireland, and so got off the 
conversation. 

My honest friend’s history was a curious one, and it 
may be told here in order to show of what motley 
materials our levies were composed : — 

am,” said he, “a Saxon by birth, my father being 
pastor of the village of Pfannkuchen, where I imbibed 
tlie first rudiments of knowledge. At sixteen (I am 
how twenty-three), having mastered the Grec^k end 
Latin tongues, with the French, English, Arabic, and 
Hebrew; and having come into possession of a lega(‘v 
of a hundred rixdalers, a sum amply sufficient to de* 
fray my university courses, 1 went to the famous 
academy of Ghttingen, where I devoted four years to 
the exact sciences and theology. Also, I learned what 
worldly accomplishments I could command ; taking a 
dancing-tutor at the expense of a groschen a lesson, a 
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course of fencing from a French practitioner, and at- 
tending lectures on the great horse and the equestrian 
science at the hippodrome of a celebrated cavalry pro- 
fessor. My opinion is, that a man should know every- 
thing as far as in his power lies .• that he should 
complete his cycle of experience ; and, one science 
being as necessary as another, it behooves him, accord- 
ing to his means, to acquaint himself with all. For 
many branches of personal knowledge (as distin- 
guished from spiritual ; though I am not prepared to 
say that the distinction is a correct one), I confess 
1 have found myself inapt. I attempted tight-rope 
dancing, with a Bohemian artist who appeared at our 
academy ; but in this I failed, lamentably breaking 
my nose in the fall which I had. 1 also essayed to 
drive a coach-and-four, which an English student, 
Herr Graf Lord von Martingale, drove at the uni- 
versity. In this, too, I failed; oversetting the chariot 
at the postern, opposite the Berliner gate, with his 
lordship’s friend, Fraiilein Miss Kitty Coddlins within. 
I had been instructing the young lord in the German 
language when the above accident took place, and was 
dismissed by him in consequence. My means did not 
permit me further to pursue this curriculum (you will 
pardon me the joke), otherwise, I have no doul)t, 1 
should have been able to take a place in any hi])po- 
drome in the world, and to handle the ribbons (as the 
high well-born lord used to say) to perfection. 

“ At the university I delivered a thesis on the quad- 
rature of the circle, which, I think, would interest 
you ; and held a disputation in Arabic against Profes- 
sor Strumpff, in which I was said to have the advan- 
tage. The languages of Southern Europe, of course, I 
acquired, and to aj^erson well grounded in Sanscrit the 
northern idioms offer no difii<mlty. If vou have ever 
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attempted the Russian you will find it child’s play; 
and it will always be a source of regret to me that I 
have been enabled to get no knowledge (to speak of) 
of Chinese ; and, but for the present dilemma, I had 
intended to pass over into England for that purpose, 
and get a passage in one of the English company’s 
ships to Canton. 

I am not of a saving turn, hence my little fortune 
of a hundred rixdalers, which has served to keep 
many a prudent man for a score of years, barely suf- 
ficed for five years’ studies ; after which my studies 
were interrupted, my pupils fell off, and I was obliged 
to devote much time to shoe-binding in order to save 
money, and, at a future period, resume my academic 
course. During this period I contracted an attach- 
ment ” (here the candidate sighed a little) with a 
person, who, though not beautiful, and forty years of 
age, is yet likely to sympathize with my existence ; 
and, a month since my kind friend and patron, uni- 
versity prorector, Doctor Kasenbrumm, having in- 
formed me that the Pfarrer of Rumpel witz was dead, 
asked whether 1 would like to have my name placed 
upon the candidate list, and if I were minded to 
])reach a trial sermon ? As the gaining of this living 
would further my union with my Amalia, I joyously 
consented, and prepared a discourse. 

If you like 1 will recite it to you — No ? — Well, 
I will give you extracts from it upon our line of 
march. To proceed, then, with my biographical 
sketch, which is now very near a conclusion ; or, as I 
should more correctly say, which has very nearly 
brought me to the })resent period of time : I preached 
that sermon at Rumpelwitz, in which I hope that the 
Babylonian (piestion was i^retty satisfactorily set at 
rest. I preached it before the Herr Iharoii and his 
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noble family, and some officers of distinction who 
were staying at bis castle. Mr. Doctor Moser of 
Halle followed me in the evening discourse; but, 
though his exercise was learned, and he disposed of a 
passage of Ignatius, which he proved to be a manifest 
interpolation, I do not think his sermon had the 
effect which mine produced, and that the Rumpel wit- 
zers much relished it. After the sermon, all the 
candidates walked out of church together, and supped 
lovingly at the ^Elue Stag’ in Rumpel witz. 

While so occupied, a waiter came in and said 
that a person witliout Avished to speak to one of the 
reverend candidates, ‘ the tall one.’ This could only 
mean me, for I was a head and shoulders higher than 
any other reverend gentleman present. I issued out 
to see who was the person desiring to hold converse 
with me, and found a man whom I had no difficulty 
in recognizing as one of the Jewish persuasion. 

^^^Sir,’ said this Hebrew, have heard from a 
friend, Avho was in your church to-day, the heads of 
the admirable discourse you pronounced there. It 
has affected me deeply, most deeply. There are only 
one or two points on which I am yet in doubt, and if 
your honor could but condescend to enlighten me on 
these, I think — I think Solomon Hirsch would be a 
convert to your eloquence.’ 

‘ Wlnit are these points, my good friend ? ’ said I ; 
and I pointed out to him the twenty-four heads of my 
sermon, asking him in which of these his doubts lay. 

We had been walking up and down before the inn 
while our conversation took place, but the windows 
being open, and my comrades having heard the dis- 
course in the morning, requested me, rather peevishly, 
not to resume it at that period. I, therefore, moved 
on with my discijde, and, at his request, began at once 
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the sermon ; for my memory is good for anything, 
and I can repeat any book I have read thrice. 

poured out then, under the trees, and in the 
calm moonlight, that discourse which I had pro- 
nounced under the blazing sun of noon. My Israelite 
only interrupted me by exclamations indicative of 
surprise, assent, admiration, and increasing conviction. 
^ Prodigious ! ’ said he ; — ^ Wunderschon 1 ’ would he 
remark at the conclusion of some elo(]^uent passage ; 
in a word, he exhausted the complimentary interjec- 
tions of our language : and to compliments what man 
is averse ? I think we must have walked two miles 
when I got to my third head, and my companion 
begged I would enter his house, which we now neared, 
and partake of a glass of beer ; to which I was never 
averse. 

That bouse, sir, was the inn at wliich you, too, if 
T judge aright, were taken. No sooner was I in the 
place, than throe crimps rushed upon me, told jne I 
was a deserter, and their prisoner, and called upon me 
to deliver up my money and pa])ers ; which T did with 
a solemn protest as to my sacred cliaracter. They 
consisted of my sermon in MS., Prorector Nasen- 
brumm’s recommendatory letter proving my identity, 
and three groschen four pfennigs in bullion. I had 
already been in tlie cart twenty hours when you 
reached the house. The French officer, who lay oppo- 
site you (he who screamed when you trod on his foot, 
for he was wounded), was brought in shortly before 
your arrival. He had been taken with his epaulets 
and regimentals, and declared his (piality and rank ; 
but he was alone (1 believe it was sonui affair of love 
with a Hessian lady which caused him to be unat- 
tended) ; and as the persons into whose liands he fell 
will make more profit of him as a recruit than as a piis- 
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oner, lie is made to share our fate. He is not the first 
by many scores so captured. One of M. de Soubise’s 
cooks, and three actors out of a troop in the French 
camp, several deserters from your English troops (the 
men are led away by being told that there is no flog- 
ging in the Prussian service), and three Dutchmen 
were taken besides.” 

And you,” said 1 — you who were just on the 
point of getting a valuable living, — you who have 
so much learning, are you not indignant at the 
outrage ? ” 

“ I am a Saxon,” said the candidate, and there is 
no use in indignation. Our government is crushed 
under Frederick’s heel these live years, and I might 
as well hope for mercy from the Grand Mogul. Nor 
am I, in truth, discontented with my lot ; I have lived 
on a penny bread for so many years, that a soldier’s 
rations will be a luxury to me. I do not care about 
more or less blows of a cane ; all such evils are pass- 
ing, and therefore endurable'. I will never, God will- 
ing, slay a man in combat; but I am not unanxious 
to experience on myself tlie effect of the war-passion, 
which has had so great an influence on the human 
race. It was for the same reason that I determined 
to marry Amalia, for a man is not a complete Mensch 
until he is the father of a family ; to be which is a 
condition of his existence, and therefore a duty of his 
education. Amalia must wait ; she is out of the reach 
of want, being, indeed, cook to the Frau Prorectorinn 
Nasenbrumm, my worthy patron’s lady. I have one 
or two books with me, which no one is likely to take 
from me, and om‘ in my heart which is the best of all. 
If it shall please Heaven to finish my existence here, 
before I can prosecute my studies further, what cause 
have I to repine ? I pray God I may not be mistaken, 
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but I think I have wronged no man, and committed 
no mortal sin. If I have, I know where to look for 
forgiveness j and if I die, as I have said, without 
knowing all that I would desire to learn, shall I not 
be in a situation to learn everything, and what can 
human soul ask for more ? 

‘^Pardon me for putting so many Ts in my dis- 
course,” said the candidate, but when a man is talk- 
ing of himself, ’t is the briefest and simplest way of 
talking.” 

In which, perhaps, though I hate egotism, I think 
my friend was right. Althougli he acknowledged him- 
self to be a mean-spirited fellow, with no more ambi- 
tion than to know the contents of a few musty books, I 
think the man had some good in him ; especially in 
the resolution with which he bore his calamities. 
Many a gallant man of the highest honor is often not 
proof against these, and has been known to despair 
over a bad dinner, or to be cast down at a ragged- 
elbowed coiit. My maxim is to bear all, to put up 
with water if you cannot get burgundy, and if you 
have no velvet, to be content with frieze. Put bur- 
gundy and velviit are the best, hien entendn, and the 
man is a fool who will not seize the best when the 
scramble is open. 

The heads of the sermon which my friend the theo- 
logian intend(id to impart to me, were, liowciver, never 
told j for, after our coming out of the hospital, he 
was drafted into a regiment quartered as far as possi- 
ble from his native country, in Pomerania; while I 
was put into the Billow regiment, of wliich the ordi- 
nary head-quarters were Berlin. The Prussian regi- 
ments seldom change their garrisons as ours do, for 
the fear of desertion is so great, that it be('om(\s ne- 
cessary to know the face of every individual in the 
service ; and, in time of peace, men live and die in 
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the same town. This does not add, as may be imag- 
ined, to the amusements of the soldier’s life. It is 
lest any young gentleman like myself should take a 
fancy to a military career, and fancy that of a private 
soldier a tolerable one, that I am giving these, T hope, 
moral descriptions of what we poor fellows in the 
ranks really suffered. 

As soon as we recovered, we were dismissed from 
the nuns and the hospital to the town prison of Fulda^ 
where we were kept like slaves and criminals, with* 
artillerymen with lighted mritches at the doors of the 
court-yards and the huge black dormitory where some 
hundreds of us lay ; until we were desp*atched to our 
different destinations. It was soon seen by the exer- 
cise which were the old soldiers amongst us, and 
which the recruits ; and for the former, while we lay 
in prison, tliere was a little more leisure : though, if 
possible, a still more strict watch kept than over the 
broken-spii'ited yokels who had been forced or coaxed 
into the service. To describe the characters here 
assembled would re(][uire Mr. Gilray’s own pencil. 
There were men of all nations and callings. The 
Englishmen boxed and bullied ; the Frenchmen played 
cards, and danced and fenced; the heavy Germans 
smoked their pipes and drank beer, if they could 
manage to purchase it. Those who had anything to 
risk gamlded, and at this sport I was pretty lucky, 
for, not having a penny when I entered the depot 
(having been robbed of every farthing of my property 
by the rascally crimps), 1 won near a dollar in my 
very first game at cards with one of the Frenchmen ; 
who did not think of asking whether I could pay or 
not upon losing. Such, at least, is the advantage of 
having a gentlemanlike appearance : it has saved me 
many a time since by procuring me credit when my 
fortunes were at their lowest ebb. 
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Among the Frenchmen there was a splendid man 
and soldier, whose real tname we never knew, but 
whose ultimate history created no small sensation, 
when it came to be known in the Prussian army. If 
beauty and courage are proofs of nobility, as (altliough 
1 have seen some of the ugliest dogs and the greatest 
cowards in the world in the noblesse) I have no doubt 
(M)urage and beauty are, this Frenchman must have 
been of the highest families in France, so grand and 
noble was his manner, so superb his person. He was 
not quite so tall as myself, fair, while I nan dark, and, 
if possible, rather broader in the shoulders. He was 
the only man I ever met who could master me with 
the small-sword ; with which he would pink me four 
times to my three. As for the sabre, I could knock 
him to pieces with it ; and I could leap fartlier and 
carry more than he could. This, howevei’, is jiiere ego- 
tism. This Frenchman, with whom I became pretty 
intimate — for we were the two cocks, as it were, of 
the depot, and neither had any feeling of low jealousy 
— was called, for want of a better name, Le Plondin, 
on account of his complexion, IP' was not a d(‘serter, 
but had come in from the Lower Khine and the bish- 
oprics, as I fancy; fortune having proved unfavorable 
to him at yday proV)ably, and other m(\ans of existence 
being denied him. I suspect that the Bastile was 
waiting for him in his own country, had he taken a 
fancy to return thither. 

He was passionately fond of play and lirpior, and 
thus we had a considerable sympathy togfdher : when 
excited by one or the other, he became friglitful. I, 
for my part, can bear, without wincing, both ill luck 
and wine; hence my advantage over him was con- 
siderable in our bouts, and I won enough money from 
him to make my position tenable. He had a wife 
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outside (who, I take it, was the cause of his misfor- 
tunes and separation from bis family), and she used 
to be admitted to see him twice or thrice a week, and 
never came empty-handed — a little brown, bright- 
eyed creature whose ogles had made the greatest im- 
pression upon all the world. 

This man was drafted into a regiment that was 
quartered at Neiss in Silesia, which is only at a short 
distance from the Austrian frontier; he maintained 
always the same character for daring and skill, and 
was, in the secret republic of the regiment, which 
always exits as well as the regular military hierarchy, 
the acknowledged leader. He was an admirable 
soldier, as I have said ; but haughty, dissolute, and a 
drunkard. A man of this mark, unless he takes care 
to coax and hatter his officers (which I always did), 
is sure to fall out with them. Le l^loiulin’s captain 
was his sworn enemy, and his punishments were fre- 
quent and severe. 

His wife and the women of the regiment (this was 
after the peace) used to carry on a little commerce of 
smuggling across the Austrian frontnu’, where their» 
dealings were winked at by both parties; and in obe- 
dience to the instructions of her husband, this woman, 
from every one of her excursions, would bring in a 
little powder and ball : commodities which are not to 
be procured by tlie Prussian soldier, and which were 
stowed away in secret till wanted. They were to be 
wanted, and that soon. 

Le Blondin had organized a great and extraordinary 
conspiracy. We don’t know how far it went, how 
many hundreds or thousands it embraced ; but strange 
were the stories told about the plot amongst us pri- 
vates : for tlie news was s])read from garrison to gar- 
rison, and talked of by the army, in spite of all the 
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Government efforts to hush it up — hush it up, indeed ! 
I have been of the people myself; 1 have seen the 
Irish rebellion, and I know what is the freemasonry 
of the poor. 

He made himself the head of the plot. There were 
no writings nor papers. No single one of the cons])ir- 
ators communicated with any other but the Frc'nch* 
man ; but personally he gave his orders to them all. 
He had arranged matters for a general rising of the 
garrison, at twelve o’clock on a certain day: tlie 
guard-houses in the town were to be seized, tlie senti- 
nels cut down, and — who knows the rest ? Some of 
our people used to say that the conspiracy was spread 
through all Silesia, and that Le lilondin was to be 
made a general in the Austrian service. 

At twelve o’clock, and opposite the guard-house by 
the Bohmer-Tlior of Neiss, some thirty men were 
lounging about in their undress, and the Frenchman 
stood near the sentinel of the guard-liouse, sharpen- 
ing a wood-hatchet on a stone. At the stroke of 
twelve, he got up, split open the sentiiud’s head with 
a blow of his axe, and the thirty imm, rushing into 
the guard-house, took possession of the arms there, 
and marched at once to the gate. The sentry there 
tried to drop the bar, but the Frenchman rushed up 
to him, and, with another blow of the axe, cut off his 
right hand with which he held the chain. Seeing the 
men rushing out armed, the guard without the gate 
drew up across the road to prevent their pa,ssage ; but 
the Frenchman’s thirty gave them a vollc^y, charged 
them with the bayonet, and brought down several, 
and the rest flying, the thirty rushed on. The fron- 
tier is only a league from Neiss, and they made 
rapidly towards it. 

But the alarm was given in the town, and what 



m 


THE MEMOIRS OF 


saved it was that the clock by which the Prenchmais 
went was a quarter of an hour faster than any of the 
clocks in the town. The gMrale was beat, the troops 
called to arms, and thus the men who were to have 
attacked the other guard-houses were obliged to fall 
into the ranks, and their project was defeated. This, 
liowever, likewise rendered the discovery of the con- 
spirators impossible, for no man could betray his 
comrade, nor, of course, would he criminate himself. 

Cavalry was sent in pursuit of the Frenchman and 
his tliirty fugitives, who were, by this time, far on their 
way to the Bohemian frontier. When the horse came 
up with them, they turned, received them with a vol- 
ley and the bayomd, and drove them back. The Aus- 
trians were out at the barriers looking eagerly on at 
the conflict. Tlie women, who were on the look-out 
too, brought more ammunition to these intrepid de- 
serters, and the}" engaged and drove back the dragoons 
several tinu's. But in these gallant and fruitless 
combats mncli time was lost, and a battalion presently 
came up, and surrounded the brave thirty; when the 
fate of th(‘ pool’ ftdlows was decided. They, fought 
with the fury of des])air: not one of tliem asked for 
quarter. When their ammunition failed, they fought 
with the steel, and were shot down or bayoneted 
where they stood. The Frenchman was the very last 
man who was hit. He rc'ceived a bullet in the thigh, 
and fell, and in this state was overpowered, killing 
the ofliciu- who first a-dvanced to seize him. 

He and the very fc^w of his comrades who survived 
were carried back to Neiss, and immediately, as the 
ringleader, he was brought before a council of war. 
He refused all interrogations which were made as to 
his real name and family. What matters who I am ? ” 
said he ; you have me and will shoot me_ My name 
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would not save me were it ever so famous.” In the 
same way he declined to make a single discovery 
regarding the plot. It was all my doing, he 

said; “each man engaged in it only knew me, and is 
ignorant of every one of his comrades. The secret 
is mine alone, and the secret shall die with me.” 
When the officers asked him what was the reason 
which induced him to meditate a crime so horrible ? 
“ It was your infernal brutality and tyranny,” he said. 
“You are all butchers, ruffians, tigers, and you owe it 
to the cowardice of your men that you were not 
murdered long ago.” 

At this his captain burst into the most furious ex- 
clamations against the wounded man, and rushing up 
to him, struck him a blow with his iist. But Le 
Blondin, wounded as he was, as quick as thought 
seized the bayonet of one of the soldiers who sup- 
])orted him, and plunged it into the officer’s breast. 
“Scoundrel and monster,” said ho, “T shall have the 
consolation of sending you out of the world before I 
die.” He was shot that day. He olfercd to write to 
the king, if the offic(‘rs would agree to let his letter 
go sealed into the hands of the postmaster ; but they 
feared, no doubt, that something might be said to 
inculpate theinselves, and refused him the permission. 
At the next review Frederick treated them, it is said, 
with grejit severity, and rebuked them for not having 
granted the Frenchman his request. However, it was 
the king’s interest to conceal the matter, and so it 
was, as I have said before, hushed up — so well 
hushed up, that a hundred thousand soldiers in the 
army knew it : and many ’s the one of us that has 
drunk to the Frenchman’s memory over our wine, as 
a martyr for the cause of the soldier. 1 shall have, 
doubtless, some readers who will cry out at this, that 
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I am encouraging insubordination and advocating 
murder. If these men had served as privates in the 
Prussian army from 1760 to 1765, they would not be 
so apt to take objection. This man destroyed two 
sentinels to get his liberty ; how many hundreds of 
thousands of his own and the Austrian people did 
King Frederick kill because he took a fancy to 
Silesia ? It was the accursed tyranny of the system 
that sharpened the axe which brained the two sen- 
tinels of Neiss ; and so let officers take warning, 
and think twice ere they visit poor fellows with 
the cane. 

I could tell many more stories about the army ; but 
as, from having been a soldier myself, all my sym- 
pathies are in the ranks, no doubt my tales would be 
pronounced to be of an immoral tendency, and I had 
best, therefore, be brief. Fancy my surprise while in 
this depot, when one day a well-known voice saluted 
my ear, and I lieard a meagre young gentleman, who 
was brought in by a couple of troopers and received 
a few cuts across the shoulders from one of them, say 
in the best English, You infeiaial wascaly I ’ll be 
wevenged for this. I ’ll wlte to my ambassador, as 
sure as my name’s Fakenham of Fakenham.” I 
burst out laughiiig^at this : it was my old acquain- 
tance in my corporal’s coat. Lischen had sworn 
stoutly that he was really and truly the private, and 
the poor fellow had been drafted off, and was to be 
made one of us. But I bear no malice, and having 
made the whole room roar with the. story of the way 
in which I had tricked the poor lad, 1 gave him a 
piece of advice, which procured him his liberty. Go 
to the inspecting officer,” said I ; if they once get 
you into Prussia it is all over with you, and they will 
never give you up. Go now to the commandant of 



BARRY LYNDON, ESQ, 


129 


the depot, promise him a hundred five hundred 
guineas to set you free ; say that the crimping cap- 
tain has your papers and portfolio (this was true); 
above all, show him that you have the means of pay- 
ing him the promised money, and I will warrant you 
are set free.” He did as I advised, and when we were 
put on the march Mr. Fakenham found means to be 
allowed to go into hospital, and while in hospital the 
matter was arranged as I had recommended. He had 
nearly, however, missed his freedom by his own stin- 
giness in bargaining for it, and never showed the 
least gratitude towards me his benefactor. 

I am not going to give any romantic narrative of 
the Seven Years^ War. At the close of it, the Prussian 
array, so renowned for its disciplined valor, was 
officered and under-officered by native Prussians, it is 
true ; but was composed for the most part of men 
hired or stolen, like myself, from almost every nation 
in Europe. The deserting to and fro was prodigious. 
In my regiment* (P>ulow’s) alone before the war, there 
had been no less than six hundred Frenchmen, and as 
they marched out of Berlin for the campaign, one of 
the fellows had an old fiddle on which he was playing 
a French tune, and his comrades danced almost, rather 
than walked, after him, singing ^^Nous allons en 
France.” Two years after, when they returned to 
Berlin, there were only six of these men left ; the 
rest had fled or were killed in action. The life the 
private soldier led was a frightful one to any but men 
of iron courage and endurance. There was a corj)oral 
to every three men, marching behind them, and piti- 
lessly using the cane : so much so that it used to be 
said that in action there was a front rank of privates 
and a second rank ,of sergeants and corporals to drive 
them on. Many men would give way to the most 
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frightful acts of despair under these incessant perse- 
cutions and tortures ; and amongst several regiments 
of the army a horrible practice had sprung up, which 
for some time caused the greatest alarm to the Govern- 
ment. This was a strange, frightful custom of child- 
murder. The men used to say that life was unbear- 
able, that suicide was a crime; in order to avert 
which, and to finish with the intolerable misery of 
their position, the best j)lan was to kill a young chihl, 
which was innocent, and therefore secure of heaven, 
and then to deliver themselves up as guilty of the 
murder. The king himself — the hero, sage, and phil- 
osopher, the prince who had always liberality on his 
lips, and who affected a horror of capital punishments 
— was frightened at this dreadful ])rotest, on the part 
of the wretches whom he had kidnapped, against his 
monstrous tyranny ; but his only means of remedying 
the evil was strictly to forbid that such criminals 
should be attended by any ecclesiastic whatever, and 
denied all religious consolation. 

■The punishment was inc(*ssant. Every officer had 
the liberty to infli(;t it, and in peace it was more cruel 
than in war. For when ])eace came the king turned 
adrift such of his officers as were not noble ; what- 
ever their servic(\s |piglit have been. He would call 
a ca])taiii to the front of his company and say, He 
is not noble, let him go.” We were afraid of him 
somehow, and were cowed before him like wild beasts 
before their keeper. I have seen the bravest men of 
the army cry like children at a cut of the cane ; I 
have seen a litth^ ensign of fifteen c.all out a man of 
fifty from the ranks, a man who had been in a hun- 
dred battles, and he has stood presenting arms, and 
sobbing and howling like a baby, while the young 
wretch lashed him over the arms and thighs with the 
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stick. In a day of action this man would dare any- 
thing. A button might be awry iJiQn and nobody 
touched him ; but when tliey had made the brute 
hgnt, then’they lashed liim again into subordination. 
Almost all of us yielded to the spell — scarce one 
could break it. The French officer I have spoken of 
as taken along with me, was in my company, and 
caned like a dog. I met him at Versailles twenty 
years afterwards, and he turned quite pale and sick 
when I spoke to him of old days. For God’s sake,’’ 
said he, don’t talk of that time: 1 wake up from 
my sleep trembling and crying even now.” 

As for me, aft(^r a very brief time (in which it must 
be confessed I tasted, like my comrades, of the cane) 
and after I had found o])})ortunities to show myself 
to be a brave and dexterous soldier, I took the means 
I had adopted in the English army to prevent any 
further personal degradation. 1 wore a bullet around 
my neck, whicdi 1 did not take the pains to com^eal, 
and I gave out that it should be for the man or officc'r 
who caused me to be chastised. And there was some- 
thing in my charactcn* which made my superiors 
believe me ; for tluit bullet had alrcaidy served uk^ to 
kill an Austrian coloiud, and I would have given it to 
a Prussian with as little remorse. For what cared I 
f(u- their quarrcds, or whether till eagle umhu’ whi(di 1 
marched had one head or two ? All I said was, ]Mo 
man shall find me tripping in my duty ; but no man 
shall ever lay a hand u})on me.” And by this maxim 
I abided as long as I remained in the service. 

I do not intend to make a history of battles in the 
Prussian any more than iii the English service. I did 
my duty in them as well as another, and by the time 
that my mustache had grown to a decent length, which 
it did when T was twenty years of age, there was not a 
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braver, cleverer, handsomer, and I must own, wickeder 
soldier in the Prussian army. I had formed myself 
to the condition of the proper fighting beast : on a day 
of action I was savage and happy ; out of the field 
I took all the pleasure I could get, and was by no 
means delicate as to its cpiality or the manner of pro- 
curing it. The truth is, however, that there was 
among our men a much higher tone of society than 
among the (dumsy louts in the English army, and our 
service was generally so strict that we had little time 
for doing mischief. I am very dark and swarthy in 
complexion, and was called by our fellows the Black 
Englandei*, the Hchwartzer Englandei*, or the English 
Devil. If any service was to he done, I was sure 
to be put upon it. I got frequent gratifications 
of money, but no promotion; and it was on the day 
after I had killed the Austrian colonel (a great officer 
of Uhlans, whom I engaged singly and on foot) that 
General Billow, my colonel, gave me two Frederics- 
d’or in front of the regim(uit, and said, I reward thee 
now ; but I fear I shall have to hang thee one day or 
otlicu’.^’ I spent the money, and that I had taken 
from the coloncPa body, every groschen, that night 
with some jovial companions; but as long as war 
lasted was never without a dollar in my purse. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

BARRY LEADS A GARRISON LIFE, AND FINDS 
MANY FRIENDS THERE. 

After the war, our regiment was garrisoned in 
the capital, the least dull, perhaps, of all the towns 
of Prussia : but that does not say mucdi for its 
gayety. Our service, which was always severe, still 
left many hours of the day disengaged, in which we 
might take our pleasure had we the means of paying 
for the same. Many of our mess got leave to work 
in trades ; but I had been brouglit up to none : and 
besides my honor forbade me ; for as a gentleman, I 
could not soil my lingers by a manual occupation. 
But our pay was barely enough to keep us from starv- 
ing ; and as I liave always been fond of ])leasure, and 
as the position in which we now were, in the midst 
of the capital, prevented us from resorting to those 
means of levying contributions which are always 
pretty feasible in war-time, I was obliged to adopt 
the only means left me of providing for my expi'iises : 
and in a word, became the Ordonn.nnz^ or contid(*ntial 
military gentleman of iny captain. 1 spurned the of- 
fice four years previously, when it was made to me in 
the English service ; Vmt the })Osition is very differ- 
ent in a foreign country : besid(\s, to t(dl the truth, 
after live years in the ranks, a man’s pride will sub- 
mit to many rebuffs which would be intolerable to 
him in an independent condition. 

The caj^tain was a young man and had distin 
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guislied himself during the war, or he would uevei 
have been advanced to rank so early. He was, more- 
over, the nephew and heir of the Minister of Police, 
Monsieur de Potzdorff, a relationship which no doubt 
aided in the young gentleman’s promotion. Captain 
de Potzdorff was a severe officer enough on parade or 
in barracks, but he was a person easily led by flkt- 
tery. I won his heart in the first place by my man- 
ner of tying my hair in (pieue (indeed it was mo]‘C‘ 
neatly dresse*d than tlia.t of any man in the reginient), 
and subsequently gaimnl his eonfidence by a thousand 
little arts and eom])liments, which as a gentleman 
myself I knew how to employ. He was a man of 
pleasure, which he pursued more openly than most 
men in the stern court of the king ; he was generous 
and careless with his purse, and he had a great affec- 
tion for Rhine wine : in all which qualities I sincerely 
symi)athized with him ; and from which I, of course, 
had my profit. He was disliked in the regiment, be- 
cause he was supposed to have too intimate relations 
with his uncle th(‘ Police Minister; to whom, it was 
hinted, he (urried the news of the corps. 

P>efore long I had ingratiated myself considerably 
with my officer, and knew most of his affairs. Thus 
I was relieved' from many drills and parad(\s, which 
would otherwise have fallen to my lot, and came in 
for a numb(‘r of perquisites ; which enabled me to 
siij)port a genteel figure and to appear with some Mat 
in a certain, though it must be confessed very humble 
society in Berlin. Among the ladies I wa-s always 
an especial favorite, and so polished was my behavior 
amongst them, that they could not understand how 1 
should have obtained my frightful nickname of the 
Black Devil in the r(‘gimeiit. ‘‘ He is not so black as 
he is painted,” I laughingly would say ; and most of 
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the ladies agreed that the private v, as quite as well 
(bred as the captain : as indeed how should it be other- 
wise, considering my education and birth ? 

When I was sufficiently ingratiated with him, 1 
asked leave to address a letter to my poor mother in 
Ireland, to whom I had not given any news of myself 
for many, many years ; for the letters of tlie foreign 
soldiers were never admitted to the post, for fear of 
appeals or disturbances on the part of their parents 
abroad. My captain agreed to find means to forward 
the letter, and as I knew that he would open it, I took 
care to give it liim sealed : thus showing my confi- 
dence in him. But the lettei* was, as you may im- 
agine, written so that the writer should come to no 
harm were it intercepted. I begged my honored 
mother^s forgiveness for having fled from her ; I said 
that my extravagance and folly in my own country I 
knew rendered my return thither imjiossible ; but 
that she would, at least, be glad to know that I was 
well and happy in the service of the greatest mon- 
arch in the world, and that the soldier’s life was 
most agreeable to me : and, I added, that I had found 
a kind protector and patron, who I hoped would some 
day provide for me as I knew it was out of her power 
to do. I offered remembrances to all the girls at 
Castle Brady, naming them from Biddy to Becky 
dowm wards, and signed myself, as in truth I was, her 
mtfectionate son, Kedmond Barry, in Captain Potz- 
dorfPs com])any of the Biilowisch regiment of foot 
in garrison at Berlin. Also I told her a pleasant 
story about the king kicking the chancellor and three 
judges down stairs, as he had done one day when I 
was on guard at Potsdam, and said I hoped for an- 
other war soon, when I might rise to be an officer. 
In fact, you might have imagined my letter to be 
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that of the happiest fellow in the world, and I was 
not on this head at all sorry to mislead my kind 
parent. 

I was sure my letter was read, for Captain Potz- 
dorff began asking me some days afterwards about my 
family, and I told him the circumstances pretty truly, 
all things considered. I was a cadet of a good family, 
but my mother was- almost ruined and had barely 
enough to support her eight daughters, whom I named. 
I had been to study for the law at Dublin, where I haS 
^ot into debt and bad company, had killed a man in a 
duel, and would be hanged or imprisoned by his pow- 
erful friends if I returned. I had enlisted in the 
English servicei where an opportunity for escape pre- 
sented itself to me such as 1 could not resist; and 
hereupon T told the story of Mr. Fakemham of Faken- 
ham in such a way as made my jjatron to be convulsed 
with laughter, and he told me afterwards that he had 
repeated the story at Madame de Kameke’s evening as- 
sembly, where all the world was anxious to have a 
sight of the young Englander. 

Was the British ambassador there ? I asked, in 
a tone of the greatest alarm, and added, For Heaven^s 
sake, sir, do not tell my, name to him, or he might ask 
to have me delivered up : and 1 have no fancy to go 
to be hanged in my dear native country.” PotzdorfE, 
laughing, said he would take care that I should re- 
main where I was, on which I swore eternal gratitude 
to him. 

Some days afterwards, and with rather a grave face, 
he said to me, Redmond, I have been talking to our 
colonel about you, and as I wondered that a fellow of 
your courage and talents had not been advanced dur- 
ing the war, the general said they had had their eye 
upon you ; that you were a gallant soldier, and had 
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evidently come of a good stock ; that no man in the 
^ jpegiment had had less fault found with him ; but that 
ho inan merited promotion less. You were idle, dis- 
solute, and unprincipled 5 you had done a deal of harm 
to the men ; and, for all your talents and bravery, he 
was sure.w^ould come to no good.’’ 

' Sir ! ” said I, quite astonished that any mortal 
man should have formed such an opinion of me, “ I 
hope General Biilow is mistaken regarding my char- 
acter. I have fallen into bad company, it is true ; 
l)ut I have only done as other soldiers have done ; and, 
above all, I have never had a kind friend and protector 
before, to whom I might show that I was worthy of 
better things. The general may say I am a ruined 
lad, and send me to the d — 1 ; but Be sure of this, I 
■would go to the d — 1 to serve youP This speech I saw 
pleased my patron very much ; and, as I was very dis- 
creet and useful in a thousand delicate ways to him, 
he soon came to have a sine, ere attachment for me. 
One day, or rather night, wdion he was tete-a-tete with 
the lady of the Tabaks Kath von Dose for instance, 
I — but there is no use in telling affairs which con- 
cern nobody now. 

Four months after my letter to my mother, I got, 
under cover to the captain, a reply, which created in 
my mind a yearning after home, and a melancholy 
which I cannot describe. I had not seen the dear 
soul’s writing for five years. All the old days, and 
the fresh happy sunshine of the old green fields in 
Ireland, and her love, and my uncle, and Phil Purcell, 
and everything that I had done and thought, came back 
to me as I read the letter; and when I was alone I cried 
over it, as I hadn’t done since the day when Nora jilted 
me. I took care not to show my feelings to the regi- 
ment Qv my captain : but that night, when I was to have 
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taken tea at the Garden-house outside Brandenburg 
Gate, with Fraulein Lottchen (the Tabaks Rathinn’% 
gentlewoman of company), I somehow had not ttf 
courage to go; but begged to be excused, and went 
early to bed in barracks, out of which I went and came 
now almost as I willed, and passed a long night wee|i* 
ing and thinking about dear Ireland. 

Next day, my spirits rose again, and T got a ten- 
guinea bill cashed, which my mother sent in the letter, 
and gave a liandsome treat to some of my acquain- 
tance. The poor souFs letter was blotted all over 
with tears, full of texts, and written in the wildest in- 
coherent way. She said she was d(diglited to think 
I was under a Protestant Princes, tliougli she feared 
he was not in the right way : that right way, she said, 
she had the bl(‘ssing to tind, uiuhn* the guidance of 
the llev, Joshua Jowls, whom she sat under. She 
said he was a precious, chosen vessel ; a sweet oint- 
ment and precious box of spikenard ; and made use of 
a great number more phrasers that I could not under- 
stand ; but one thing was clear in the midst of all 
this jargon, that the good soul loved her son still, and 
thought and pi*ayed day and niglit for her wild Red- 
mond. Has it not come across many a poor fellow, in 
a solitary night’s watch, or in sorrow, sickness, or 
captivity, that at that very iiiiimb', most likely, his 
mother is ])raying for him ? I often have had these 
thouglits ; but tiny are none of tlie gayest, and it ^s 
quite as well that they don’t come to you in company ; 
for where would be a set of jolly fellows then ? — as 
mute as undertakers at a funeral, f promise you. I 
drank my motlKu-’s health that night in a bumper, and 
lived like a gentleman whilst the money lasted. She 
pinched herself to give it to me, as she told me after- 
wards ; and Mr. Jowls was very wroth with her. 
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Although the good soul’s money was pretty quickly 
spent, I was not long in getting mnre; for I had a 
hundred ways of getting it, and became a universal 
^7orite with the captain and his friends. Now, it 
was Madame von Dose who gave me a Frederic-d’or 
\for bringing her a bouquet or a letter from the cap- 
tain ; now it was, on the . contrary, the old Privy 
Councillor who treated me with a bottle of Klienish, 
iVnd slix)ped into my hand a dollar or two, in order 
diat I might give him some information regarding 
the liaison between my captain and his lady. Put 
though I was not such a fool as not to take his money, 
you may be sure I was not dishonorable enough to be- 
tray my benefactor ; and he got very little out of me, 
Wlien tlie captain and the lady fell out, and he began 
to pay his addressees to the rich daughter of the Dutch 
Minist(U‘, T don’t know how many more letters and 
guineas the unfortunates Fabaks llathinn handed over 
to me, that I might gist her lover back again. But 
such returns are rare in love, and the captain used 
only to laugh at her stale sighs and entreaties. In 
the house of Mynheer van Guldensack I made myself 
so })leasant to liigh and low, that I came to be quite 
intimate tliere ; and got the knowledge of a state 
se(u*et or two, wliich surprised and pleased my captain 
very much. These little hints he carried to his 
uncle, the Minister of Police, who, no doubt, made his 
a,dvantage of them ; and thus 1 began to be received 
(juite in a confidential light by the Potzdorlf family, 
and became a mere nominal soldier, being allowed to 
aj)pear in plain clothes (which were, I warrant you, of 
a neat fashion), and to enjoy myself in a hundred 
ways, which the poor fellows my comrades envied. 
As for the sergeants, they were as (uvil to me as to an 
oflSicer : it was as much as their stripes were worth to 
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offend a person who had the ear of the Minister’s 
nephew. There was in mv company a young fellow 
by the name of Kiirz, who was six feet high in spite 
of his name, and whose life I had saved in some 
affair of the war. What does this lad do, after I had 
recounted to him one of my adventures, but call me a/ 
spy and informer, and beg me not to call him du any; 
more, as is the fashion with young men when they 
are very intimate. I had notliing for it but to calif 
him out ; but I ow(id him no grudge. I disarmed hii|i 
in a twinkling ; and as I sent liis sword flying ovet* 
his head, said to him, Kurz, did ever you know a. 
man guilty of a mean action who can do as I db 
now ? ” This silenced the rest of the grumblers ; 
and no man ev<u* sneei’ed at me after that. 

No man can sup])ose that to a person of my fashion 
the waiting in ant(vcliainl)ers, the conversation of 
footmen and hangers-on, was jdeasant. But it was 
not more degrading than the barrack-room, of which 
I need not say I wa-s heartily sick. My protestations 
of liking for the army were all intended to throw dust 
into the eyes of my employer. I sighed to be out of 
slavery. I knew 1 was born to make a figure in the 
world. Had I been one of the Neiss garrison, I would 
have cut m}^ way to freedom by the side of the gallant 
Frenchman ; but here T had only artifice to enable me 
to attain my end, and was not I justified in employing 
it ? My })lan was this : I may make myself so neces- 
sary to M. de Potzdorff, that he will obtain my free- 
dom. Once free, with my fine person and good family, 
I will do what ten thousand Irish gentlemen have 
done before, and will marry a lady of fortune and 
condition. And the proof that I was, if not dis- 
interested, at least actuated by a noble ambition, is 
this. There was a fat grocer’s widow in Berlin with 
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six hundred thalers of rent, and a good buginess, who 
gave me to understand that she would purchase my dis- 
charge if I would marry her ; but I frankly told her 
that I was not made to be a grocer, and thus absolutely 
flung away a chance of freedom which she offered me. 

And I was grateful to my ' m2)loyers : more grateful 
than they to me. The captain was in debt, and had 
dealings with the Jews, to whom he gave notes of 
hand payable on his uncle’s death. The old Herr von 
Potzdorff, seeing the confidiuice his nephew had in me, 
offered to bribe me to know what the young man’s 
affairs really were. Hut what did I do ? I informed 
Monsieur George von Potzdorff of tlu^, fact ; and we 
made out, in concert, a list of little debts, so moderate, 
that they actually appeased the old uncle instead of 
irritating, and he paid them, being glad to get off so 
cheap. 

And a pretty return I got for this fidelity. One 
morning, the old gentlenian being closeted with his 
nephew (he used to come to get any news stirring as 
to what the young officers of the regiments were do- 
ing ; whether this or that gambled; wdio intrigued, 
and with whom ; who was at the ridotto on such a 
night ; who was in debt, and what not ; for the king 
liked to know the business of every officer in his army), 
I was sent with a letter to the Marquis d’ Argons 
(that afterwards married Mademoiselle Cochois the 
actress), and, meeting the marquis at a few i)aces off 
in the street, gave my message, and returned to the 
captain’s lodging. He and his worthy uncle were 
making my unworthy self the subject of conversation. 

“He is noble,” said the ca2)tain. 

“ Bah ! ” replied the uncle (whom I could have 
throttled for his insolence). “All the beggarly Iiish 
who ever enlisted tell the same story.” 
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He was kidnapped by Galgenstein,” resumed tbe 
other. 

A kidnapped deserter/’ said M. Potzdorff ; la 
belle affaire ! ” 

Well, I promised the lad I would ask for his dis- 
charge ; and I am sure you can make him useful.” 

^^You ham asked his discharge,” answered the 
elder, laughing, ^^llon Dieu ! You are a model of 
probity! You’ll inwer succeed to my place, George, 
if you are no wiscn* than you are just now. Make the 
fellow as useful to you as you ph»a.se. He has a good 
manner and a frank counhuiance. He can lie with an 
assurance that I mwcu* saAv surpassed, and light, you 
say, on a pinch. The sc'.oundrel does not want for 
good cpialities ; but he is vain, a spendthrift, and a 
haviird. As long as you have the regiment in tcrrorein 
over him, you can do as you like vvitli him. Once let 
hi]ii loose, and th(‘ lad is liktdy to give you the slip. 
Keep on promising liini ; ])romise to make him a gen- 
eral, if you like. Wliat the dence do I care ? There 
are spies (uioughto b(^ had in this town without him.” 

It was thus that, the services 1 rendered to M. 
Potzdorff were qualified by that ungrateful old gentle- 
man ; and J stole away from the room extremely 
troubled in S])irit, to think that another of my fond 
dreams was thus dispelhal ; and that my ho])es of g(‘t- 
ting out of tin', army l)y being us(‘ful to the captain, 
were (mtirely vain. For some time my des]_)air wa,s 
such, that 1 thought of marrying the widow ; but the 
marriages of privates are nev^er allowed without the 
direct jjermission of the king; and it was a matter of 
very grc'at doubt whether his Majesty would allow a 
young fellow of twenty-two, the handsomest man of 
his army, to be coupled to a pimple-faced old widow 
of sixty, who was quite beyond the age when her mar 
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riage would be likely to multiply the Rubjocts of his 
Majesty. This hope of liberty was theref(?re vain ; 
nor could I hope to purchase iny discliarge, unless any 
charitable soul would lend me a large sum of money : 
for, though I made a good deal, as I have said, yet I 
have always had through lif(^ an incorrigilde knack of 
spending, and (such is my generosity of . disposition) 
have been in debt ever since I wa,s born. 

My captain, tlie sly rascal ! gave me a very different 
version of his conversation witli his uncle to that 
which I knew to be the true om* ; and said smilingly 
to me, ^^liedmond, I have spokmi to tlui Minister re- 
garding thy servic.(‘s,^ and thy fortune is made. We 
shall get thee out of the army, ap})oint thee to the 
police bim^au, and ])rocure for tlH*e an ins})ectorship of 
customs ; and, in tine, allow the(^ to move in a better 
sphere than that in whicdi Fortune has hitherto placed 
thee.” 

Altliough I did not believe a word of this speech, I 
affected to l)e very iriuch moved by it, a,nd of course 
swore eternal gratitude to the captain for his kind- 
ness to the poor Irish castaway. 

Your service at the Dutch Ministers has pleased 

1 The service about which Mr. Barry here speaks has, and we 
suspect jmrposelv, Vjceii described by him iu very dul)ious terms, 
ft is most probable tliat he was employed to wait at tlic table of 
strangers in Berlin, and to bring to the l\>lico Minister any news 
concerning them whicli might at all interest the (b)verriinent. 'Flie 
great Frederic never received a guest without taking tlicsc hosjiita- 
ble precautions; and as for the duels which Mr. Barry fights, may 
we he allowed to hint a doubt as to a great number of these com- 
bats It will be observed, in one or two other patrts of his Memoirs, 
that whenever he is at an awkward pass, or does what the world 
does not usually consider respectable, a duel, in which lie is victo- 
rious, is sure to ensue; from which he argues that he is a man o| 
undoubted honor. 
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me ver^ well. There is another occasion on which 
you may make yourself useful to us ; and if you suc- 
ceed, depend on it your reward will be secure.” 

What is the service, sir ? ” said I ; I will do 
anything for so kind a master.” 

“ There is lately come to Berlin,” said the captain, 
^‘a gentleman in the service of the Empress-queen, 
who calls himself the Chevalier de Balibari, and 
wears the red ribbon and star of tlie Pope’s order of 
the Spur. He speaks Italian or French indifferently; 
but we have some reason to fancy this Monsieur de 
Balibari is a native of your country of Ireland. Did 
you ever hear such a name as Balibari in Ireland ? ” 

Balibari ! Balyb — ?” A suddgii thought flashed 
across me. No, sir,” said I, never heard the 
name.” 

You must go into his service. Of course you will 
not know ri word of English ; and if the Chevalier 
asks as to the. ])artic.ularity of your accent, say you 
are a Hungarian. The servant who came with him 
will be turned away to-day, and the person to whom 
he has ajqdi^Hl for a faitliful felloe will recommend 
you. You are a Hungarian ; you served in the Seven 
Years’ War. You left the army on account of weak- 
ness of the loins. You served Monsieur de Quelleii- 
berg two years ; he is now with the army in Silesia, 
but there is your certifiCfiHe signed by him. You 
afterwards lived with Dr. Mopsius, who will give you 
a character, if need be; and the landlord of the ‘Star’ 
will, of course, certify that you are an honest fellow : 
but his certifloiite goes for nothing. As for the rest 
of your story, you can fashion that as you will, and 
make it as romantic or as ludicrous as your fancy 
dictates. Try, however, to win the Chevalier’s con- 
fidence by provoking his compassion. He gambles 
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a great deal, and wins. Do you know the cards 
well ? 

*^Only a very little, as soldiers do.’’ 

I had thought you more expert. You must find 
out if the Chevalier cheats ; if he does, we have him. 
He sees the English and Austrian envoys continually, 
and the young men of either Ministry sup repeatedly 
at his house. Find out what they talk of ; for how 
much each plays, especially if any of them play on 
parole : if you once read his private letters, of course 
you will ; though about those which go to the post, 
you need not trouble yourself ; we look at them there. 
But never see him write a note without finding out 
to whom it goes, and by what channel or messenger. 
He sleeps with the keys of his despatch-box on a 
string round his neck. Twenty Frederics, if you get 
an impression of the keys. You will, of course, go 
in plain clothes. You had best brush the powder 
out of your hair, and tie it with a ribbon simply ; 
your mustache you must of course shave off.” 

With these instructions, and a very small gratuity, 
tlie captain left me. When I again saw him, he was 
amused at the change in my appearance. I had, not 
without a pang (for they were as black as jet, and 
curled elegantly), shaved off my mustaches; had 
]'emov(id the odious grease and flour, which I always 
abominated, out of my lfe.ir ; had mounted a demure 
French gray coat, black satin breeches, and a maroon 
plush waistcoat, and a hat without a cockade. I 
looked as meek and humble as any servant out of 
place could possibly appear ; and 1 think not my own 
regiment, which was now at the review at Potsdam, 
would have known me. Thus accoutred, I went to 
the ‘^Star Hotel,” where this stranger was, — my 
heart beating with anxiety, and something telling me 
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that this Chevalier de Balibari was no other than 
Barry, of Ballybarry, my father’s eldest brother, who 
had given up his estate in consequence of his obsti- 
nate adherence to the E-omish superstition. Before 1 
went in to present myself, I went to look in the 
remises at his carriage. Had he the Barry arms ! 
Yes, there they were : argent, a bend gules, with four 
escallops of the field, — the ancient coat of my house. 
They were painted in a shield about as big as my hat, 
on a smart chariot handsomely gilded, surmounted 
with a coronet, and supported by eight or nine cupids, 
cornucopias, and flower-baskets, according to the 
queer heraldic fashion of those days. It must be he! 
I felt quite faint as I went up the stairs. • I was 
going to present myself before my uncle in the char- 
acter of a servant ! 

“You are the young man whom M. de Seebach 
recommended ? ” 

I bowed, and handed him a letter from that gen- 
tleman, with which my captain had taken care to 
provide me. As he looked at it I had leisure to ex- 
amine him. My uncle was a man of sixty years 
of age, dressed superbly in a coat and breeches of 
apricot-colored velvet, a white satin waistcoat em- 
broidered with gold like tlie coat. Across his breast 
went the purple ribbon of his order of the Spur; and 
the star of the order, an enormous one, sparkled on 
his breast. He had rings on all his fingers, a couple 
of watches in his fobs, a rich diamond solitaire in the 
black ribbon round his neck, and fastened to the bag 
of his wig ; his ruffles and frills were decorated with 
a profusion of tin* richest lace. He had pink silk 
stockings rolled over the knee, and tied with gold 
garters ; and enormous diamond buckles to his red- 
heeled shoes, A sword mounted in gold^ in a white . 
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iish-skin scabbard; and a hat richly laced, and lined 
with white feathers, which were lying oji a table be- 
:dde him, completed the costume of this splendid 
gentleman. In height he .was about my size, that is, 
six feet and half an inch; his cast of features singu- 
larly like mine, and extremely d\sthi(juL One of his 
eyes was closed with a black patch, liowever ; he 
wore a little white and red paint, by no means an 
unusual ornament in those days ; and a pair of mus- 
taches, wliieh fell over his lip and hid a mouth that 
1 afterwards found had rather a disagreeable expres- 
sion. When his beard was removed, the upper teeth 
appeared to project very much ; and his countenance 
wore a ghastly Hx(m 1 smile, by no means pleasant. 

It was very imprudent of me ; but when I saw the 
splendor of his a})})earance, the nobleness of his man- 
ner, I felt it impossible to keep disguise with him ; 
and when he said, ‘^Ah, you are a Hungarian, I see !” 
I could hold no longer. 

^^Sir,’’ said 1, “I am an Irishman, and my name is 
Eedmond Ilarry, of Ballybarry.’’ As I spoke, I burst 
into tears ; I can’t tell why ; but I had seen none of 
my kith or kin for six years, and iny heart longed for 
some one. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

BARRY BIDS ADIEU TO THE MILITARY 
PROFESSION. 

You who have never been out of your country, 
know little what it is to hear a friendly voice in 
captivity; and there’s many a man that will not 
understand the cause of the burst of feeling which 
I have confessed took place on my seeing my uncle. 
He never for a minute thought to question the truth 
of what I said. Mother of G-od ! ” cried he, ‘Gt ’s 
my brother Harry’s son.” And I think in my heart 
he was as much affected as I was at thus suddenly 
finding one of his kindred ; for he, too, was an exile 
from home, and a friendly voice, a look, brought the 
old country back to his memory again, and the old 
days of his boyhood, I ’d give five years of my life 
to see them again,” said he, after caressing me very 
warmly. What ? ” asked I. Why,” replied he, 
^Hhe green fields, and the river, and the old round 
tower, and the burying-place at Ballybarry. ’T was 
a shame for your father to part with the land, Red- 
mond, that went so long with the name.” 

He then began to ask me concerning myself, and I 
gave him my history at some length ; at which the 
worthy gentleman laughed many times, saying, that 
I was a Barry all over. In the middle of my story 
he would stop me, to make me stand back to back, and 
measure with him (by which I ascertained that our 
heights were the same, and that my uncle had a stiff 
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knee, moreover, which made him walk in a peculiar 
way), and uttered, during the course of the narrative, 
a hundred exclamations of pity, and kindness, and 
sympathy. It was Holy saints ! ” and Mother of 
Heaven ! ” and Blessed Mary ! continually ; by 
which, and with justice, I concluded that he was still 
devotedly attached to the ancient faith of our family. 

It was with some ditficuJty that I came to explain 
to him the last part of my history, viz. that f was put 
into his service as a watch upon his actions, of whicl« 
1 was to give information in a certain quarter. When 
I told him (with a great deal of hesitation) of this facf., 
he burst out laughing, and enjoyed the joke amazingly. 

The rascals ! ” said he ; “ they think to catch me, do 
they ? Why, Redmond, my chief conspiracy is a faro- 
bank. But the king is so jealous, that he will see a 
spy in every person who conies to his miserable capb 
tal in the great sandy desert here. Ah, my boy, I 
must show you Baris and Vienna ! ’’ 

I said there was nothing I longed for more than to 
see any city but Berlin, and should be delighted to be 
free of the odious military service. Indeed, I thought, 
from his splendor of appearance, tlie knick-knacks 
about the room, the gilded carriage in the remise^ that 
my uncle was a man of vast property ; and that he 
would purchase a dozen, nay, a whole regiment of 
substitutes, in order to restore me to freedom. 

But I was mistaken in my calculations regarding 
him, as his history of himself speedily showed me. 
‘^I have been bt^aten about the world,” said he, ^^ever 
since the year 1742, when my brother your father (and 
Heaven forgive him) cut my family estate from under 
my heels, by turning heretic, in order to marry that 
scold of a mother of yours. Well, let bygones be by- 
gones. ”r is probable that I should have run through 
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the little property as he did in my place, and I should 
have had to begin a year or two later the life I have 
been leading ever since I was compelled to leave Ire- 
land. My lad, I have been in every service ; and, 
between ourselves, owe money hi every cajiital in 
Europe. I made a campaign or two with the Pan- 
dours under Austrian Trenck. I was captain in the 
Guard of his Holiness the Pope. I made the cam- 
paign of Scotland with the Prince of Wales — a bad 
fellow, my dear, caring more for his mistress and Ins 
brandy-bottle than for the crowns of the three king- 
doms. I have served in Spain and in Piedmont ; but 
I have been a rolling stone, my good fellow. Play — 
play has been my ruin! that and beauty” (here he 
gave a leer which made him, I must confess, look any- 
thing but handsome : besides his rouged cheeks were 
all beslobbered with the b'ars which lie had shed on 
receiving me). women hav(‘ made a fool of 1116, 

my dear Redmond. T am a soft-hearted creature, and 
this minute, at sixty-two, have no more command of 
myself than when IVggy O’Dwyer made a fool of me 
at sixteen.” 

’Faith, sir,” says T, laughing, think it runs in 
the family I ” and described to him, much to his 
amusement, my romantic passion for my cousin, Nora 
Brady. He resumed his narrative. 

^^The cards now are my only livelihood. Some- 
times I am in lu(*k, and then I lay out my money in 
these trinkets you see. It’s property, look you, Red- 
mond ; and the only way I liave found of keeping a 
little about me. Wlmn the luck goes against me, 
why, my dear, my diamonds go to the pawnbrokers, 
and I wear paste. Friend Moses the goldsmith will 
pay me a visit this very day ; for the chances have 
been against me all the week past, and I must raise 
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money for the bank to-night. Do you understand 
the cards ? 

I replied that I could play as soldiers do, but had 
no great skill. 

We will practise in the morning, my boy,” said 
he, ^^and Pll put you up to a thing or two worth 
knowing.” 

Of course I was glad to have sucli an r>pportunity 
of acquiring knowledge, and professed myself de- 
lighted to receive my uncle’s instruction. 

The Chevalier’s account of himself rather disagree- 
ably affected me. All his show was on his back, as 
he said. His carriage, with the fine gilding, was a 
j)art of his stock in trade, lie had a sort of mission 
from the Austrian court : — it was to discover whether 
a certain (piantity of alloyed ducats which had been 
traced to Jlerlin, were from the king’s treasury. 
l)ut the real end of Monsieur de Dalibari was i)lay, 
There was a young attache of the English embassy, 
my Lord Deuceace, afterwards Viscount and Earl of 
Crabs in the English ])eerage, who was playing highj 
and it was after hearing of the passion of this young 
English nobleman that my uncle, then at Prague, 
determined to visit Pxulin and engage him. For 
there is a sort of chivalry among the knights of the 
dice-box: the fame of great players is known all over 
Fhirope. I Imve known the Chevalier de Casanova, 
for instance, to travel six hundred miles, from Paris 
to Turin, for the purpose of meeting Mr. Chailes 
Fox, then only my Lord Holland’s dashing son, after- 
wards the greatest of European orators and statesmen. 

It was agreed that I should keep my character of 
valet j that in the presence of strangers I should not 
know a word of English , that I should keep a good 
look-out on the trumps when I was serving the cham 
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pagrie and punch about; and, having a remarkably 
fine eyesight and a great natural aptitude, I was 
speedily able to give my dear uncle much assistance 
against his opponents at the green table. Some 
prudish persons may affect indignation at the frank- 
ness of these confessions, but Heaven pity them ! 
Do you suppose that any man who has lost or won a 
hundred thousand pounds at play will not take tin? 
advantages which his neighbor enjoys ? They are 
all the same. But it is only the clumsy fool who 
cheats; who resorts to the vulgar expedients of 
cogged dice and cut cards. Such a man is sure 
to go wrong some time or other, and is not fit to play 
in the society of gallant gentlemen; and my advice 
to people who see su(di a vulgar person at his pranks 
is, of course, to back him while he plays, but never -t- 
uever to have anything to do with him. Play 
grandly, honorably. Be not, of course, cast down at 
losing; but, above all, be not eager at winning, as 
mean souls are. And, indeed, with all one’s skill and 
advantages winning is often problematical ; I have 
seen a sheer ignoramus that knows no more of play 
than of Hebrew, blunder you out of fiv6 thousand 
pounds in a few turns of the cards. 1 have seen a 
gentleman and his confederate play against another 
and his confederate. One never is secure in these 
cases; and when one considers the time and labor 
spent, the genius, the anxiety, the outlay of money 
recpiired, the multiplicity of bad debts that one meets 
with (for dishonorable rascals are to be found at 
the play -table, as everywhere else in the world), I 
say, for my part, the profession is a bad one ; and, in- 
deed, have scarcely ever met a man who, in the end, 
profited by it. I am writing now with the experience 
of a man of the world. At the time I speak of I was 
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a lad, dazzled by the idea of wealth, and respecting, cer. 
tainly too much, my uncle’s superior age and station 
ill life. 

There is no need to particularize here the little 
arrangements made between us ; the play-men of the 
•j)resent day want no instruction, 1 take it, and the public 
have little interest in the matter. But simplicity was 
our secret. Everything successful is simple. If, for 
instance, I wiped the dust off a chair witli my napkin, 
it was to show that the enemy was strong in diamonds ; 
if I pushed it, he had ace, king ; if I said, Punch 
or wine, my lord ? ” hearts was m(*aiit ; if Wine or 
punch ? ” clubs. If I blew my nose, it was to indi- 
cate that there was another confederate employed by 
the adversary ; and then^ I warrant you, some pretty 
trials of skill would take place. My Lord Deuceace, 
although so young, had a very great skill and clever- 
ness with the cards in every way ; and it was only 
from hearing Fraiik Punter, who came with him, yawn 
three times when the Chevalier had the ace of trumps, 
that 1 knew we wore Greek to Greek, as it were. 

My assumed dubiess was perfect ; and I used to 
make Monsieur de Potzdorff laugh with it, when I car- 
ried my little reports to him at the Garden-house out- 
side the town where he gave me rendezvous. These 
reports, of course, were arranged between me and my 
uncle beforehand. I was instructed (and it is always 
far the best way) to tell as much truth as ray story 
would possibly bear. When, for instance, he would ask 
me, What does the Chevalier do of a morning ? ” — 
He goes to church regularly ” (he was very reli- 
gious), and after hearing mass comes home to break- 
fast. Then he takes an airing in his chariot till dinner, 
which is served at noon. After dinner he writes his 
letters, if he have any letters to write : but he has 
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very little to do in this way. His letters are to the 
Austrian envoy, with whom he corresponds, but who 
does not acknowledge him ; and being written in Eng- 
lish, of course I look over his shoulder. He generally 
writes for money. He says he wants it to bribe the 
secretaries of the Treasury, in order to find out really 
where tin? alloyed ducats come from ; but, in fact, he 
wants it to ])]ay ot evenings, when he makes his party 
with Calsabigi, the lottery-contractor, the Kussian 
atturhh, two from tlu* English embassy, my Lords 
Deuceace and Punter who play (Tenfer^ and a few 
more. The same set meet every night at supper : 
there are seldom any ladies ; tliose who come are 
chiefly Pr(mcli ladies, meinbers of the corps de ballet. 
He wins oft(‘ii, but not always. Lord Deuceace is a 
very fine pLiyer. TIk^ Chevalier Elliot, the English 
Minister, sometimes comes, on which occasion the 
secretaries do not ]>lay. Monsieur de Balibari dines 
at the missions, but en petit com He, not on grand days 
of reception. Calsabigi, T thitik, is his confederate at 
play. He has won lately ; but the week before last 
he pledged his solitaire for four hundred ducats.^^ 

Do he and the English attacMs talk together in 
their own language ? 

Yes ; he and the envoy spoke yesterday for half 
an hour about the new dimseiisc and the American 
troubles : chi(‘fly about the new dansease.'^^ 

It will be seem that the information 1 gave was very 
minute and aemurate, though not very important. But, 
such as it was, it was carried to tlie ears of that famous 
hero and warrior the Philosopher of Sans Souci ; and 
there was not a stranger who entered the capital but 
his actions were similarly spied and related to Fred- 
erick the Great. 

As long as the play was confined to the young men 
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of the different embassies, his Majesty did not care to 
prevent it ; nay, he encouraged play at all the mis- 
sions, knowing full well that a man in difficulties can 
be made to speak, and that a timely rouleau of Fred- 
erics would often get him a secret worth many thou- 
sands. He got some papers from the French house 
in this way : and I have no doubt that Lord 
Deuceace would have supjdied him with information 
at a similar rate, had liis chief not known the young 
nobleman’s character })retty well, and had (as is usu- 
ally the case) the work of the mission performed by 
a steady roturier, while tin* young brilliant bloods of 
tin* suite sported their embroidery at the balls, or 
shook their Mechlin ruffles over the green tables at 
faro. I 'have seen many scores of these young sprigs 
since, of these and their principals, and mon Dieu! 
what fools they are ! What dullards, what fribbles, 
what addle-headed simi)lc coxcombs ! * This is one of 
ihe lies of the world, this diplomacy; or how could 
we suppose, that were the prof(‘ssion as difflcult as the 
solemn red-box-and-tape meiv would have us believe, 
they would invariably clioos(* for it little pink-faced 
boys from school, with no other cLiim than mamma’s 
title, and able at most to judge of a curricle, a new 
dance, or a neat boot ? 

When it became known, however, to the officers of 
the garrison that there was a farc'-table in town, they 
were wild to be admitted to the sport ; and, in spite 
of my entreaties to the contrary, my uncle was not 
averse to allow the young gentl(*m(‘n their fling, and 
once or twice cleared a handsome sum out of tlieii 
purses. It was in vain I told him that I must carry 
the news to my captain, before whom his comrades 
would not fail to talk, and who would thus know of 
the intrigue even without my information. 
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Tell him,” said my uncle. 

They will send you away,” said I ; then what 
is to become of me ? ” 

^^Make your mind easy,” said the latter, with a 
smile ; “ you shall not be left behind, I warrant you. 
Go take a last look at your barracks, make your mind 
easy ; say a farewell to your friends in Berlin. The 
dear souls, how tliey will weep when they hear you 
are out of the country ; and, as sure as my name is 
Barry, out of it you sliall go ! ” 

But how, sir ? ” said I. ‘ 

^^Becollect Mr. Bakenham of Bakenham,” said he 
knowingly. ”1 is you yourself taught me how. Go 
get me one of my wigs. Open my despatch-box 
yonder, where the great secrets of the Austrian chan- 
cery lie ; put your hair back off your forehead ; clap 
me on this patch and these mustaches, and now look 
in the glass ! ” 

The Chevalier de Balibari,” said 1, bursting with 
laughter, and began walking the room in his manner 
with his stiff knee. 

The next day, when I went to make my report to 
Monsieur de Potzdorff, I told him of the young Prus- 
sian officers that had been of late gambling j and he 
replied, as I expected, that the king had determined 
to send the Chevalier out of the country. 

“ He is a stingy curmudgeon,” I replied ; I have 
had but three Brederics from him in two months, and 
I hope you will remember your promise to advance 
me ! ” 

« Why, three Brederics were too much for the news 
you have picked up,” said the captain, sneering. 

It is not my fault that there has been no more,” 1 
replied. When is he to go, sir ? ” 

‘‘The day after to-morrow. You say he drives 
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after breakfast and before dinner. Wlien he comes 
out to his coach, a couple of (je7idar7nes will mount the 
box, and the coachman will get his orders to move 
on.’^ 

And his baggage, sir ? said 1. 

Oh ! that will be sent after him. I have a 
fancy to look into that red box which contains his 
papers, you say ; and at noon, after parade, shall be 
at the inn. You will not say a word to any one there 
regarding the affair, and will wait for me at the Che- 
valier’s rooms until my arrival. We must force that 
box. You are a (jluiusy hound, or you would have 
got the key long ago ! ” 

1 begged the captain to remember me, and so took 
my leave of him. The next night I placed a couple 
of pistols under the carriage seat; and I think the 
adventures of the following day are quite worthy of 
the honors of a separate chapter. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

I APPEAR IN A MANNER RECOMING MY NAME 
AND LINEAGE. 

Fortune, smiling at parting upon Monsieur '"de 
Balibari, enabled liiin to win a liandsome sum witli 
his faro-bank. 

At ten o’clock the next morning, the carriage of the 
Chevalier de Balibari drew up as usual at the door of 
his hotel ; and the Chevalier, who was at his window, 
seeing the chariot arriv^e, came down the stairs in his 
usual stately manner. 

Where is my rascal Ambrose ? ” said he, look- 
ing around and not finding his servant to open the 
door. 

will let down tlie steps for your honor,” said a 
gendarme, who was standing b}^ the (;arriage j and no 
sooner had the Chevalier entered, than the officer 
jum|)ed in after him, another mounted the box by the 
coachman, and the latter began to drive. 

“Good gracious!” said the Chevalier, “what is 
tfiis ? ” 

. “You are going to drive to the frontier,” said the 
gendarme^ touching his hat. 

“ It is shameful — infamous ! I insist upon being 
put down at the Austrian ambassador’s house ! ” 

“ I have orders to gag your honor if you cry out,” 
sa<id the gendarme. 

“ All Europe shall hear of this ! ” said the Chevalier, 
in a fury. 
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you please,” answered the officer, and then 
both relapsed into silence. 

The silence was not broken between Berlin and 
Potsdam, through which place the Chevalier passed 
as his Majesty was reviewing his guards there, and 
the regiments of Biilow, Zitwitz, and Henkel de Don- 
nersmark. As the Chevalier passed his Majesty, tlie 
king raised his hat and said, ‘‘ Qu’ il ne desocmde pas : 
je lui souhaite un bon voyage.” The Chevalier de Bali- 
bari acknowledged this courtesy by a profound bow. 

They had not got far beyond Potsdam, when boom ! 
the alarm cannon began to roar. 

^^It is a deserter ! ” said tlui officer. 

Is it possible ! ” said the Chevalier, and sunk back 
into his carriage again. 

Hearing the sound of the guns, the common people 
came out along the road with fowling-pieces and 
pitchforks, in hopes to catch the tnuint. The gen- 
ilartncfi looked very anxious to be on tlu^ look-out for 
him too. The price of a deserter was iifty ci’owns to 
those who brought liim in. 

Confess, sir,” said the Clievalier to tlie police offi- 
cer in the carriage with him, that you long to be rid 
of me, Irom whom you can get nothing, and to be on 
the look-out for the deserter who may bring you in 
fifty crowns ? Why not tell the postilion to pusii on ? 
You may land me at the frontier and get back to your 
limit all the sooner.” The officer told the postilion to 
get on ; but the way secuned intolerably long to the 
Chevalier. Once or twice he thought he heard the 
noise of horse galloping behind : his own horses did not 
seem to go two miles an hour ; but they did go. The 
black-and-white barriers came in view at last, hard by 
Briick, and opposite them the green-and-yellow of Sax- 
ony. The Saxon custom-house officers came out. 
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“ I have no luggage,” said the Chevalier. 

The gentleman has nothing contraband,” said the 
Prussian officers, grinning, and took their leave of 
their prisoner with much respect. 

The Chevalier de Balibari gave them a Frederic 
apiece. 

Gentlemen,” said he, I wish you a good day. 
Will you please to go to the house whence we set out 
this morning, and tell my man there to send on xny 
baggage to tlie ‘ Three Kings ’ at Drc'sden ? ” 

Then ordering fresh horses, the Clujvalier set off on 
his journey for that capital. 1 nee<l not tell you that 
I was the Chevalier. 

‘‘ From the Chevalier de Balihari to lledmovd Barry ^ Esquire, 
Gentilhomme Auglais, d l'^ Hotel des 3 Coaronnes, d Dresde^ 
en Saxe. 

‘‘ Nephew Redmond, — This conies to you by a sure hand, 
no other than Mr. Lunipit of tlie English Mission, who is ac- 
cpiainted, as all Berlin will he directly, with our wonderful 
story. They only know half as yet; they only know that a 
vleserter went off in iny clothes, and all are in admiration of 
your cleverness and volor. 

“ I confess that for two hours after your de])arture 1 lay in bed 
in no small trepidation, thinking whether his Miij<^.sty might 
have a fancy to send me to Spandau for the freak of which we 
had both been guilty. But in that c.ase I had taken my pre- 
cautions : I had written a statement of the case to my chief, the 
Austrian Minister, with the full and true story how you had 
been set to sjiy upon me, how you turiual out to be my very 
near relative, how you had been kidnap])ed yourself into the 
service, and how we both had d(*tormined to effect your escape. 
The laugh would have been so much against the king, that he 
never would have dared to lay a finger upon me. What 
would Monsieur de Voltaire have said to such an act of 
tyranny ? 

“ But it was a liickj^ day, and everything Inis turned out to 
my wish. As I lay in my bed two and a half hours after your 
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departure, in conies your ek-Captain Pot/dorff. * Redmont,’ 
says he, in his imperious High Dutch way, ‘are you there ? * 
No answer. ‘The rogue is gone out,' said he; and straight- 
way makes for my red box where 1 keep my love-letters, my 
glass eye which I used to wear, my favorite lucky dice with 
which I threw the thirteen mains at Prague ; my two sets 
of Paris teeth, and my other private matters that you 
know of. 

“ He first tried a bunch of k.iys, but none of them wunild tit 
the little English lock. Then my gentleman takes out of his 
pocket a chisel and hammer, and falls to work like a profes- 
sional burglar, actually bursting open my little box I 

“ Now was my time to act. 1 advance towards him armed 
with an immense water-jug. I come noiselessly up to him 
just as he had broken the box, and with all my might I deal 
him such a blow over the head as smashes the water-jug to 
atoms, and sends my captain with a snort lifeless to the 
ground. I thought I had killed him. 

“Then I ring all the bells in the house; and shout and 
swear, and scream, ‘ Thieves ! — thieves I — landlord ! — mur- 
der ! — firel ’ until the whole household come tumbling up the 
stairs. ‘ Where is my servant ? ' roar I. ‘ Who dares to rob me 
in open day ? Look at the villain whom I lind in the, act of 
breaking my chest open ! Send for the police, send for his 
Excellency the Austrian Minister ! all Europe shall know of 
this insult! ' 

“ ‘ Dear heaven I ’ says the landlord, ‘ we saw you go away 
three hours ago! ' 

“ ‘ Me ! ’ says I ; ‘ why, man, I have been in bed all the morn- 
ing. I am ill — I have taken physic — I have not left the 
house this morning I Where is that scoundrel Ambrose ? But, 
stop 1 where are my clothes and wig ? ' for I was standing be- 
fore them in my chamber-gowui and stockings, with my night- 
cap on. 

“ ‘ I have it — I have it ! ' says a little chamber-maid ; ‘ Am- 
brose is off in your honor’s dress.’ 

“ ‘And my money — my money I ’ says I ; ‘ where is my 
purse with lorty-eight Frederics in it 'I But we have one of 
the villains left. Officers, seize him I ’ 
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‘‘ ‘ It ^8 the young Herr von PotzJorfF! * says the landlord, 
more and more astonished. 

“ ‘ What I a gentleman breaking open my trunk with ham- 
mer and chisel — impossible ! * 

“ Herr von Potzdorff was returning to life by this time, with 
a swelling on his skull as big as a saucepan; and the officers 
carried him off, and the judge who was sent for dressed a 
proch verbal of the matter, and I demanded a copy of it, which 
1 sent forthwith to my ambassador. 

“ I was kept a prisoner to my room the next day, and a 
judge, a general, and a host of lawyers, officers, and officials, 
were set upon me to bully, perplex, threaten, and cajole me. 
I said it was true you had told me that you had been kid- 
napped into the service, that I thought you were released from 
it, and that I had you with the best recommendations. I ap- 
pealed to my Minister, who was bound to come to my aid ; 
and, to make a long story short, poor Potzdorff is now on his 
way to Spandau ; and his uncle, the elder Potzdorff, has 
brought me five hundred louis, with a humble request that I 
would leave Perlin forthwith, and hush up this painful 
matter. 

shall be with you at the ‘ Three Crowns* the day after 
you receive this. Ask Mr. Lumpit to dinner Do not spare 
your money — you are my son. Everybody in Dresden knows 
your loving uncle. 

The Chevalier de Balibari.” 

And by those wonderful circumstances I was once 
more free again : and I kept my resolution then made, 
never to fall more into the hands of any recruiter, and 
thenceforth and forever to be a gentleman. 

With this sum of money, and a good run of luck 
which ensued presently, we were enabled to make no 
ungenteel figure. My uncle speedily joined me at 
the inn at Dresden, where, under pretence of illness, 
I had kept quiet until his arrival ; and, as the Che- 
valier de Balibari was in particular good odor at the 
court of Dresden (having been an intimate acquain- 
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tance of the late monarch, the Elector, King of 
Poland, the most dissolute and agreeable of European 
princes), I was speedily in the very best so(uety of 
the Saxon capital : where I may say that my own 
person and manners, and the singularity of the ail- 
ventures in which I had been a hero, made me espe- 
cially welcome. There was not a party of the nobility 
to which the two gentlemen of Balibari were not in- 
vited. I had the honor of kissing hands and being 
graciously received at court by the Elector, and I 
wrote home to my mother such a flaming description 
of my prosperity, that the good soul very nearly for- 
got her celestial welfare and her confessor, the Eev. 
Joshua Jowls, in order to come after me to Germany; 
but travelling was very didicult in those days, and so 
we were spared the arrival of the good lady. 

I think the soul of Harry Barry, my father, who 
was always so genteel in his turn of mind, must have 
rejoiced to see the position which I now occupied; all 
the women anxious to receive me, all the men in a 
fury ; hobnobbing with dukes and counts at supper, 
dancing minuets with high Avell-born baronesses (as 
they absurdly call themselves in (fermany), with lovely 
excellencies, nay, with highnesses and transparencies 
themselves, who could compete with the gallant young 
Irish noble ? who would suppose that seven weeks 
before I had been a common — bah ! 1 am ashamed to 
think of it ! One of the pleasantest monnuits of my 
life was at a grand gala at the Electoral Palace, 
wht^re I had the honor of walking a ])olonaise with no 
other than the Margravine of Bayreuth, old Eritz’s 
own sister : old Fritz’s, whose hab'ful blue- baize liv- 
ery I had worn, whose belts I had pipeclayed, and 
whose abominable rations of small beer and sauer* 
kraut I had swallowed for five years. 
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Having won an English chariot from an Italian 
gentleman at play, my uncle had our arms painted on 
the panels in a more splendid way than ever, sur- 
mounted (as we were descended from the ancient 
kings) with an Irish crown of the most splendid' size 
and gilding. I had this crown in lieu of a coronet 
engraved on a large amethyst signet-ring worn on my 
forefinger ; and I don’t mind confessing that I used 
to say the jewel liad been in my family for several 
thousand years, having originally belonged to Iny 
direct ancestor, his late Majesty King Brian Boru, or 
%Barry. I warrant the legends of the Heralds’ College 
are not more authentic than mine was. 

At first the Minister and the gentlemen at the 
English hotel used to be rather shy of us two Irish 
noblemen, and questioned our pretentions to rank. 
The Minister was a lord’s son, it is true, but he was 
likewise a grocer’s grandson; and so I told him at 
Count Lobkowitz’s masquerade. My uncle, like a 
noble gentleman as he was, knew the pedigree of 
every considerable family in Europe. He said it was 
the only knowledge K^fitting a gentleman ; and when 
we were not at cards, we would pass hours over 
Gwillim or D’Hozier, reading the genealogies, learn- 
ing the blazons, and making ourselves acquainted 
with the relationships of our class. Alas ! the noble 
science is going into disrepute now ; so are cards, 
without which studies and pastimes 1 can hardly con- 
ceive how a man of honor can exist. 

My first affair of honor with a man of undoubted 
fashion was on the score of my nobility, with young 
Sir Ilumford Bumford of the English embassy; my 
uncle a,t the same time sending a cartel to the Minis- 
ter, who declined to come. I shot Sir Kumford in 
the leg, amidst fhe tears of joy of my uncle, wh(? 
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accompanied me to the ground; and I promise you 
that none of the young gentlemen Questioned the 
authenticity of my pedigree, or laughed at my Irish 
crown, again. 

What a delightful life did we now lead ! I knew I " 
was born a gentlemen, from the kindly way in which 
I took to the business : as business it certainly is. 
h’or though it seems all pleasure, yet I assure any low- 
bred persons who may chance to read this, that we, 
their betters, have to work as well as they : though I 
did not rise until noon, yet had T not b(.‘en up at play 
until long past midnight ? Many a time have we 
come home to bed as the troops were marching out to 
early parade ; and oh ! it did my heart good to hear 
the bugles blowing the reveille before daybreak, or to 
see the regiments marching out to exercise, and think 
that I was no longer bound to that disgusting disci- 
pline, but restored -to my natural station. 

I came into it at once, and as if I had never done 
anything else all my life. I had a gentleman to wait 
upon me, a French to dress my hair of a morn- 
ing ; I knew the taste of cdiocolate as by intuition al- 
most, and could distinguish between the right Spanish 
and the French before J had been a week in my new 
])osition ; I had rings on all my fingers, watches in 
both my fobs, canes, trinkets, and snuff-boxes of all 
sorts, and each outvying the otlier in elegance. I had 
the finest natural taste for lace and china of any man 
I ever knew ; I could judge a horse as well as any 
Jew dealer in Germany ; in shooting and athletic ex- 
ercises I was unrivalled ; I could not spell, but I 
could speak German and French cleverly, I had at 
the least twelve suits of clothes ; three richly em- 
broidered with gold, two laced with silver, a garnet- 
colored velvet pelisse lined with sable; one of French 
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gray, silver-laced and lined with chinchilla. I had 
damask morning-robes. I took lessons on the guitar, 
and sang French catches exquisitely. Where, in fact, 
was there a more accomplished gentleman than Red* 
mond de Balibari ? 

All the luxuries becoming my station could not, of 
course, be purchased without credit and money : to 
procure which, as our |)atrimouy had been wasted by 
our ancestors, and we were^above the vulgarity and 
slow returns and doubtful chances of trad(», my uncle 
kept a faro-bank. W(' were in ])artnership with a 
Florentine, well known in all the ('oiirts of Europe, 
the Count Alessandro lhp])i, as skilful a player as 
ever was seen ; but he turned out a sad knave lat- 
terly, and I have discovered that his countship was 
a mere imj)osture. My uncle was maimed, as I have 
said; IMppi, like all impostors, was a coward; it was 
my unrivalled skill with the swoixl, and readiness to 
use it, that maintained the rejnitation of the firm, so 
to speak, and silenced many a timid gambler who 
might have hesitated to pay his losings. 'We always 
played on pai’ole with anybody : any person, that is, 
of honor and noble lineage. We never pressed for 
our winnings or d(*clined to r(‘ceive promissory notes 
in lieu of gold. But wo(* to the man wlio did not pay 
when the note Ix'came due ! Redmond de Balibari 
was sui’() to wait upon him with his bill, ami I prom- 
ise you there were very few bad debts : on the 
contrary, gentlemen were grateful to us for our 
forbearance, and our character for honor stood un- 
impeached. In later times, a vulgar national 2)reju- 
dice has chosen to cast a slur upon the character of 
men of honor engaged in the profession of play ; but 
I speak of the good old days in Europe, before the 
cowardice of the French aristocracy (in the shameful 
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Revolution, which served them right) brought dis- 
credit and ruin upon our order. They cry fie now 
Lipon men engaged in play ; but I should like to 
know how much more honorabhi their modes of liveli- 
hood are than ours. The broker of the Exchange 
who bulls and bears, and buys and sells, and dabbles 
with lying loans, and trades on state-secrets, what is 
he but a gamester ? The n.erchaiit who deals in teas 
and tallow, is he any better ? His bales of dirty 
indigo are his dice, his cards come up every year in- 
stead of every ten minutes, and the sea is his green 
table. You call the ])rofession of the law an honor- 
able one, where a man will lie for any bidder : lie 
down poverty for the sake of a fee from wealth, lie 
down right because wrong is in his brief. You call 
a doctor an honorable man, a swindling quack, who 
does not believe in the nostrums whi(ih he prescribes, 
and takes your guinea for whispering in your ear 
that it is a line morning; and yet, forsooth, a gallant 
man who sits him down before the baize and chal- 
lenges all comers, his money against theirs, his for- 
tune against theirs, is proscribed by your modern 
moral world. It is a cons])iracy of the middle classes 
against gentleimm : it is only the shoj)kceper cant 
which is to go down nowadays. I say that play 
was an institution of chivalry : it has been wrecked, 
along with oth(*r privileges of men of birth. AVhen 
Seingalt engaged a man for si x-and -thirty hours with- 
out leaving the table, do you think he showed no 
courage ? How have we had the best blood and the 
brightest eyes, too, of Europe throbbing round the 
table, as I and my uncle have held the cards and 
the bank against some terrible player, who was 
matching some thousands out of his millions ag.'unst 
our all which was there on the baize ! AVhen we en- 
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gaged that daring Alexis Kossloffsky, and won seven 
thousand louis in a single coup, had we lost, we should 
have been beggars the next day; when he lost, he 
was only a village and a few hundred serfs in pawn 
the worse. When, at Toeplitz, the Duke of Courland 
brought fourteen lackeys, each with four bags of 
florins, and challenged our bank to play against the 
sealed bags, what did we ask ? Sir,’’ said we, “ we 
have but eighty thousand flofiiis in bank, or two hun- 
dred thousand at three months. If your highness’s 
bags do not contain more than eighty thousand, we 
will nie(d; yon.” • And we did, and after eleven hours’ 
play, in which our bank was at one time reduced to 
two hundred and three ducats, we won seventeen 
thousand florins of liim. Is this not something like 
boldness ? does this profession not require skill, and 
perseverance, and bravery ? Four crowned heads 
looked on at the game, and an imperial princess, 
when I turned up the ace of hearts and made Paroli, 
burst into tears. No man on the European Continent 
held a higher ])Osition than liedmond Barry then ; 
and when the Duke of Courland lost, lie was pleased 
to say that w(‘ had won nobly ; and so we had, and 
spent nobly what vve won. 

At this period my uncle, who attended mass every 
day regularly, always x^nt ten florins into the box. 
WlK’rever W(^ went the tav(u*n-keepers made us more 
welcome than royal princes. We used to give away 
the broken meat from our suppers and dinners to 
scores of Inyggars who blessed us. Every man wlio 
held my horse or (deamal my l)oots got a ducat for his 
pains. I was, I may say, the author of our common 
good fortune, by putting boldness into our play. 
Pipl)i was a faint-hearted fellow, who was always 
cowardly when he began to win. My uncle (I speak 
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with great respect of him) was too much of a devotee, 
and too much of a martinet at i)lay, ever to win 
greatly. His moral courage was unquestionable, but 
his daring was not sufficient. Both of these my 
seniors very soon acknowledged me to be their chi(d‘, 
.and hence the style of sidendor I luive described. 

I have mentioned H. 1. H. tin'. Princess l^hederica 
Amelia, who was affected by my success, and sliall 
always think with gratitude of the protection with 
which that exalted lady lionored me. Slie was 
passionately fond of play, as imhaal were the ladies 
of almost all the courts in Eiir()])(i in tiiosc; days, and 
hence would often arise no small trouble to us ; for 
the truth must be told, that ladies love to play, cer- 
tainly, but not to The [)oint of honor is not 

understood by the charming sex ; and it was with the 
greatest difficulty, in our peregrinations to tlie various 
courts of Noi’thern Europe, that we (u)uld ke(q) tlnun 
fj’om the table, could get their money if thi^y lost, or, 
if they paid, prevent them from using the most furi- 
ous and extraordinary means of riwtuige. In those 
great days of our fortune, I cahuilate that we lost no 
less than fourteen thousand louis by such failures of 
payment. A ])rincess of a ducal house gave us paste 
instead of diamonds, which she had solemnly [dcMlgiul 
to us ; another organized a robbery of the crown 
jewels, and would have charged tie*, tlud’t iqx)!! us, but 
for Pippi’s caution, who haxl kept ba(;k a note, of band 
Her lligh Transparency ” gave us, and sent it to 
his ambassador; by which pr<M*.aution 1 do belicwe 
our necks were saved. A third lady of liigh (but not 
princely) rank, after 1 had won a c.onsiderabb* sum in 
diamonds and pearls from her, sent her lovan- with a. 
band of cut-throats to waylay me ; and it was only by 
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extraordinary courage, skill, and good luck, that 1 
escaped from these villains, wounded myself, but 
leaving the chief aggressor dead on the ground : my 
sword entered his eye and broke there, and the 
villains who were with him fled, seeing their chief 
fall. They might have finished me else, for I had no 
weapon of defence. 

Thus it will be seen that our life, for all its splen- 
dor, was one of extreme danger and difficulty, requir- 
ing liigh talents and courage for success ; and often, 
when we were in a full vein of success, we were 
suddenly driven from our ground on account of some 
freak of a reigning prince, some intrigue of a disap- 
pointed mistress, or some quarrel with the police 
minister. If the latter personage vveri^ not bribed or 
won ov(‘r, nothing was more common tlian for us to 
receive a sudden order of departure ; and so, perforce, 
we lived a wandering and desultory life. 

Though the gains of such a life are, as I have said, 
very great, yet the expenses are enormous. Our 
appearance and luTinin^ was too splendid for the nar- 
row mind of Pippi, who was always crying out at my 
extravagance, though obliged to own tliat his own 
meanness and parsimony would never have achieved 
the great victori(‘s which my generosity had won. 
With all our succ.ess, our capital was not very great. 
That specM'h to the Duke of Courland, for instance, 
was a iner(‘ boast as far as the two huiidn'd thousand 
florins at three months were concerned. We had no 
credit, and no money beyond that on our table, and 
should have been forced to fly if his highness had 
won and accepted our bills. Sometimes, too, we were 
hit very hard. A bank is a certainty, almost ; but 
now and then a bad day will come; and men who 
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have the courage of good fortune, at least, ought to 
meet bad luck well : the former, believe me, is the 
harder task of the two. 

One of these evil chances befell us in the Duke of 
Baden’s territory, at Mannheim. Bippi, who was 
always on the lookout for business, offered to make a 
bank at the inn where we put up, and where the offi- 
cers of the duke’s cuirassiers supped ; and some small 
play accordingly took place, and some wretched 
crowns and louis changed hands : I trust, rather to 
the advantage of these poor gentlemen of the army, 
who are surely the poorest of all devils under the 
sun. 

But, as ill luck would have it, a couple of young 
students from the neighboring University of Heidel- 
berg, who had come to Mannheim for tludr cpiarter’s 
revenue, and so had some hundred of dollars between 
them, were introduced to the tables, and, having never 
])iayed before, began to win (as is always the case). 
As ill luck would have it, too, they were tipsy, and 
against tipsiiiess I have often found the best calcula- 
tions of play fail entirely. They played in the most 
perfectly insane way, and yet won always. Every 
card they backed turned up in their favor. They had 
won a hundred louis from us in ten minut(is : and, 
seeing that Bippi was growing angry and the luck 
against us, I was for shutting no the bank for the 
night, saying tlie play was only meant for a joke, and 
that now we had had enough. 

But Pippi, who had quarrelled with me that day, 
was determined to proceed, and the upshot was, that 
the students played and won more ; then they lent 
money to the officers, who began to win, too ; and in 
this ignoble way, in a tavern room thick with tobacco- 
smoke, across a deal table besmeared with beer and 
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liquor, and to a parcel of hungry subalterns and a 
pair of beardless students, three of the most skilful 
and renowned players in Europe lost seventeen 
hundred louis ! I blush now when I think of it. It 
was like Charles XII. or Eichard Cceur de Lion falling 
before a petty fortress and an unknown hand (as iny^ 
friend Mr. Johnson wrote), and was, in fact, a most 
shameful defeat. 

Nor was this the only defeat. When our poor con- 
querors had gone off, bewildered with the treasure 
which fortune had flung in their way (one of tlu^se 
students was called the Baron de Clootz, perhaps he 
who afterwards lost his head at Baris), Bippi resumed 
the quarrel of the morning, and some exceedingly 
high words pass(Ml between us. Among other things 
I recollect I knocked him down with a stool, and was 
for flinging him out of window ; but my uncle, who 
was cool, and had been keeping Lent with his usual 
solemnity, interposed between us, and a reconciliation 
took place^, Bippi apologizing and confessing he had 
been wrong. 

I ought to have doubted, however, the sincerity of 
the treacherous Italian ; indeed, as I never before be- 
lieved a word that he said in his life, I know not why 
I was so foolish as to credit him now, and go to bed, 
leaving tlu^ keys of our cash-box with him. It con- 
tained, after our loss to tlie cuirassiers, in bills and 
money, near u])()n .L* 8,000 sterling. Bippi insisted 
that our recon (uliation should be ratified over a bowl 
of hot wine, and I have no doubt put some soporific 
drug into the liquor ; for my uncle .and I both slept 
till very late the next morning, and woke with violent 
headaches and fever : we did not quit our beds till 
noon. He had been gone twelve hours, leaving our 
treasury empty ; and behind him a sort of calculation, 
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by which he strove to make out that this was his 
share of the ♦profits, and that all the losses had been 
incurred without his consent. 

Thus, after eighteen months, we had to begin the 
world again. But was T cast down ? No. Our 
wardrobes still were worth a very large sum of 
money ; for gentlemen did not dress like parish-clerks 
in those days, and a person of fashion would often 
wear a suit of clothes and a set of ornaments that 
would be a shop-boy’s fortune; so, without repining 
for one single minute, or saying a single angry word 
(ray uncle’s temper in this respect was admirable), or 
allowing the secret of our loss to be known to a mor- 
tal soul, we ])awned three-fourths of our jewels and 
clothes to Moses Lowe the banker, and with the pro- 
duce of the sale, and our private pocket-money, 
amounting in all to something less than eight hundred 
louis, we took the field again. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

MORE RUNS OF LUCK. 

T AM not going to entertain my readers with an ac- 
count of my professional career as a gamester, aity 
morti than I did with anecdotes of my life as a mili- 
tary man. 1 miglit fill volumes with tales of this 
kind were I so minded; but at this rate, my recital 
would not be brought to a conclusion for years, and 
who knows how soon 1 may be called upon to stop ? 
I have gout, rlieumatisiii;^ gravel, and a disordered 
liver. I * liave two or three wounds in my body, 
which break out every now and then, and give me in- 
tolerable ])ain, and a liundred more signs of breaking 
up. Such are the effects of time, illness, and free-- 
living, upon one of the, strongest constitutions and 
finest forms the world ever saw. Ah ! 1 suffered 
from none of these ills in the year ’06, when there 
was no man in l^mrope more gay in spirits, more 
splendid in personal accomplishnnints, than young 
Eedmond Parry. 

Ih'fore the treacdnuy of the scoundrcd lhj)pi, I had 
visited many of tlui Ixist courts of Euro])e ; especially 
the smaller ones, where play was patronized, and the 
professoi’s of that science always welcome. Among 
the ecclesiastical principalities of the Ehine we were 
particularly well rc^ceived. I never knew finer or 
gayer courts than those of the Electors of Treves and 
Cologne, where tlun-e was more splendor and gayety 
than at Vienna ; far more than in the wretched bar* 
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rack-court of Berlin. The court of the Archduchess- 
Governess of the Netherlands was, likewise, a royal 
place for us knights of the dice-box and gallant vota- 
ries of fortune ; whereas in the stingy Dutch, or the 
beggarly Swiss republics, it was impossible for a gen- 
-tleman to gain a livelihood unmolested. 

After our mishap at Mannheim, my uncle and I 

made for the Duchy of X . The rciader may find 

out the place easily enough ; but I do not choose to 
print at full the names of some illustrious ])ersons in 
whose society I then fell, and among wliom I was 
made the sharer in a v(uy strange and tragical 
adventure. 

There was no court in’ Europe at which strangers 
were more welcome tluui at tluit of the nobh^ Duke 

of X ; none wliere j)h3a,sure was more eagerly 

sought after, and more splendidly enjoyed. The 
prince did not inhabit his capital of S , but, imi- 

tating in every resp(M;t tlie ceremonial of tlie court 
of Versailles, built himself a inagTiilicent palacic at a 
few leagues from liis chief city, and round about his 
palace a superb aristocratic town, inhabited entirely 
by his nobles, and the officers of his sumptuous court. 
The people were rather hardly pressed, to be sure, in 
order to keep up this sphmdor; for his highness’s 
dominions were small, and so he wis(dy lived in a 
sort of awful retirement from them, seldom sliowing 
liis face in his capital, or S(‘,eing any counbmances 
but those of his faithful domestics and offi(iers. His 
palace and gardens of Ludwigslust were exactly on 
the French model. Twice a week there were court 
receptions, and grand court galas twice a month*. 
There was the finest opera out of France, and a ballet 
unrivalled in splendor; on which his highness, a 
great lover of music and dancing, expended prodigy 
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ious sums. It may be because I was then young, but 
I think I never s^-w such an assemblage of brilliant 
beauty as used to figure there on the stage of the 
court theatre, in the grand mythological ballets which 
were then the mode, and in wliich you saw Mars in 
red-heeled pumps and a periwig, and Venus in patches 
and a hoop. They sa.y the costume was incorrect, 
and have changed it since ; but for my part, I have 
never seen a Venus more lovely than the Coralie, who 
was the chief daiujer, and found no fault with the 
attendant nymplis, in their trains and lappets, and 
powder. These operas used to take place twice a 
week, after which some great officer of the court 
would have his evening, and his brilliant supper, and 
the dice-box rattled (iv(‘,ry where, and all the world 
played. I have seen stiventy play -tables set out in 
the grand gallery of Ludwigslust, besides the faro- 
bank ; where the duk(i himself would graciously 
come and X)lay, and win or lose with a truly royal 
splendor. 

It was hither we came after the Mannheipi mis- 
fortune. The nobility of the court were jdeased to 
say our reputation had j^receded us, and the two Irish 
gentlemen were made welcome. The very first night 
at court we lost sevcm hundred and forty of our eight 
hundred louis ; the next evening, at the Court Mar- 
shal’s table, I won them back, with thirteen hundred 
more. You may be sure W(‘. aflowiMl no one to know 
how near we were to ruin on the first evening ; but, 
on the contrary, 1 endeared every one to me by my 
gay manner of losing, and the Finance Minister him- 
self cashed a note for four hundred ducats, drawn by 
me ux)on my steward of Ballybarry Castle in the 
kingdom of Ireland ; which very note I won from his 
Excellency the next day, along with a considerable 
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sum in ready cash. In that noble court everybody 
was a gambler. You would see the lackeys in the 
ducal ante-rooms at work with their dirty packs of 
cards ; the coach and chair-men playing in the court, 
while their masters were punting in the saloons 
above ; the very cook-maids and scullions, I was told, 
had a bank, where one of them, an Italian confec^- 
tioner, made a handsome fortune : ho purchased 
afterwards a Eoman marquisate, and his son has 
figured as one of the most fashionable of the illustri- 
ous foreigners in London. I'lie poor devils of soldiers 
})layed away their pay when they got it, wliicli was 
seldom j and I don’t believe there was an officer in 
any one of the guard regiments but had his cards in 
his pouch, and no more forgot his dice than his 
sword-knot. Among such fellows it was diamond 
cut diamond. What you call fair play would have 
been a folly. The gentlemen of Ballybarry would 
have been fools, indeed, to appear as pigeons in such 
a hawk’s nest. None but men of courage and genius 
could live and prosper in a society where every one 
was bold and clever ; and here my uncle and 1 held 
our own : ay, and more than our own. 

His highness the duke was a widower, or rather 
since the death of the reigning duchess, had con- 
tracted a morganatic marriage with a lady whom he 
had ennobled, and who considered it a compliment 
(such was the morality of those days) to be called the 
Northern Dubarry. He had been married very young, 
and his son, the hereditary prince, may be said to 
have been the political sovereign of the state; for the 
reigning duke was fonder of jdeasure than of politics, 
and loved to talk a great deal more with his grand 
huntsman, or the director of his opera, than with 
ministers and ambassadors. 
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The hereditary prince, whom I shall call Prince 
V'ictor, was of a very different character from his au- 
gust father. He had made the Wars of the Succession 
and Seven Years with great credit in the Empress's 
service, was of a stern character, seldom appeared at 
court, except when ceremony called him, but lived 
almost alone in his wing of the palace, where he de- 
voted himself to tlie severest studies, being a great 
astronomer and chemist. He shared in the rage then 
common throughout Eiiro])e, of hunting for the phi- 
losopher’s stones ; and my uncle often regretted that he 
had no smattering of chemistry, like Balsamo (who 
called himself Cagliostro), St. Germain, and other 
individuals, who had obtained very great sums from 
Duke Victor by aiding him in his search after the 
great secret. His amusements were hunting and re- 
viewing the troo])s; but for him, and if his good- 
natured fatlu'r had not had his aid, the army would 
have been playing at cards all day, and so it was well 
that the prndent primu! was left to govern. 

Duke Victor was tifty years of age, and his prin- 
cess, the ri*im;ess Olivia, was S(*arcc three-and-twenty. 
They had been married seven years, and, in the first 
years of tludr union tlie princess had borne hijii a son 
and a daugliter. The stern morals and manners, the 
dark and ungainly appearance of the husband, were 
little likely to ]>l(‘ase the brilliant and fascinating 
young woman, who had been educated in the south 

(she was connected with the ducal house of 8 ), 

who had passed two ytairs at Paris under the guar- 
diaushiji of Mesdamcs the daughters of his Most 
Christian Majesty, and who was the life and soul of 

the court of X , the gayest of the gay, the idol of 

her august father-in-law, and, indeed, of the whole 
court. She was not beautiful, but charming; not 
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witty, but charniing, too, in lier conversation as in 
her person. She was extravagant . beyond all meas- 
ure ; so false, that you could not trust her; but her 
very weaknesses were more winning than the virtues 
of other women, her selfishness more deliglitful than 
others’ generosity. I never knew a woman whose 
faults made her so attractive. She used to ruin peo- 
ple, and yet they all loved her. My old uncle has 
;seen her cheating at ombre, and let her win four hun- 
dred louis without resisting in the least. Her caprices 
with the officers and ladies of her household were cease- 
less: but they adored her. She was the only one of 
the reigning family whom the people worshipp(Ml. She 
never went abroad but they followed her carriage 
with shouts of acclamation: and, to be generous to 
them, she would borrow the last penny from one of 
her poor maids of honor, whom she would never pay. 
In the early days her husband was as much fascunated 
by her as all the rest of the world was ; but her 
caprices had caused frightful outbreaks of temper on 
his part, and an estrangement which, though inter- 
rupted by almost mad returns of love, was still 
general. I speak of her royal highness with perfect 
candor and admiration, although I might be pardoned 
for judging her more severely, considering her opinion 
of myself. She said the el<h*r Monsieur de Balibari 
was a finished old gentleman, and the younger one had 
the manners of a courier. The world has given a 
different opinion, and I can afford to chronicle this 
almost single sentence against me. Besides, slie had 
a reason for her dislike to me, which you shall 
hear. 

Five years in the army, long experience of the 
world, had ere now dispelhal any of those romantic 
notions regarding love with wdiich I commenced 
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life ; and I had determined, as is proper with gentle- 
men (it is only your low people who marry for mere 
affection), to consolidate my fortunes by marriage. 
In the course of our peregrinations, my uncle and I 
had made several attempts to carry this object into 
effect ; but numerous disappointments had occurred, 
which are not worth mentioning here, and had pre- 
vented me hitherto from making such a match as I 
thought was worthy of a man of my birth, abilities, 
and personal aj^pearance. Ladies are not in the liaMt 
of running away on the Continent, as is the custom in 
England (a custom whereby many honorable gentle- 
men of my country have much benefited !) ; guardians, 
’and ceremonies, and difficulties of all kinds intervene; 
true love is not allowed to have its courst^, and poor 
women cannot give away their honest hearts to the 
gallant fellows who have won them. Now it was 
settlements tliat were asked for ; now it was my pedi- 
gree and title-deeds that were not satisfactory ; though 
I had a plan and rent-roll of the Ballybarry estates, 
and the genealogy of the family up to King Brian 
Boru, or Barry, most handsomely designed on paper; 
now it was a young lady who was whisked off to a 
convent just as she was ready to fall into my arms ; on 
another occasion, when a rich widow of the Low Coun- 
tries was about to make me lord of a noble estate in 
Flanders, comes an order of the police which drives 
me out of Brussels at an hour’s notice, and consigns 

my mourner to her chateau. But at X I had an 

opportunity of playing a great game : and had won it 
too, but for the dreadful catastrophe which upset my 
fortune. 

In the household of the hereditary princess, there 
was a lady nineteen years of age, and possessor of the 
greatest fortune in the whole duchy. The Countess 
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Ida, such was her name, was daughte r of a late Min- 

ister and favorite of his Highness the Duke of X 

and his Duchess, who had done her the honor to be 
her sponsors at birth, and who, at the father^s death, 
had taken her under their august guardianship and 
protection. At sixteen she was brought from her 
castle, where, up to that period, she had been per- 
mitted to reside, and had been placed with the Princess 
Olivia, as one of her highness’s maids of honor. 

The aunt of the Countess Ida, who presided over 
her house during her minority, had foolishly allowed 
her to contract an attachment for her cousin-german, 
a penniless sub-lieutenant in one of the duke’s foot 
regiments, who had flattered himself to be able to 
carry off this rich prize ; and if he had not been a blun- 
dering, silly idiot, indeed, with the advantage of see- 
ing her constantly, of having no rival near him, and 
the intimacy attendant upon close kinsmanship, might 
easily, by a private marriage, have secured the young 
countess and her possessions. Put he managed mat- 
ters so foolishly, that he allowed her to leave her re- 
tirement to come to court for a year, and take her 
place in the Princess Olivia’s household ; and then 
w'hat does my young gentleman do, but appear at the 
duke’s levee one day, in his tarnished epaulet and 
threadbare coat, and make an application in due form 
to his highness, as the young lady’s guardian, for the 
hand of the richest heiress in his dominions ! 

The weakness of the good-natured prince was such 
that, as the Countess Ida herself was quite as eager 
for the match as her silly cousin, his highness might 
have been induced to allow the match, had not the 
Princess Olivia been induced to inter[)Ose, and to pro- 
cure from the duke a peremptory veto to the hopes of 
the young man. The cause of this refusal was as yet 
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unknown; no other suitor for the young lady's hand 
was mentioned, and the lovers continued to correspond, 
hoping that time might effect a change in his high- 
ness’s resolutions ; when, of a sudden, the lieutenant 
was drafted into one of the regiments which the prince 
was in the habit of selling to the great powers then 
at war (this military commerce was a principle part 
of his highness’s and other princes’ revenues in 
those days), and their connection was thus abruptly 
broken off. 

It was strange that the Princess Olivia should have 
taken this part against a young lady who had been 
her favorite ; for, at first, with those romantic and 
sentimental notions which almost every woman has, 
she had somewhat encouraged the Countess Ida and 
her penniless lover, but now suddenly turned against 
them ; and, from loving the countess, as she previ- 
ously had done, pursued her with every manner of 
hatred which a woman knows how to inflict : there 
was no end to the ingenuity of her tortures, the venom 
of her tongue, the bitterness of her sarcasm and 

scorn. When I first came to court at X , the 

young fellows there had nicknamed the young lady 
the Duinme Grafinn^ the stupid Countess. She was gen- 
erally silent, handsome, but pale, stolid-looking, and 
awkward ; taking no interest in the amusements of 
the place, and appearing in the midst of the feasts as 
gliun as the death’s-head which, they say, the Romans 
used to have at their tables. 

It was rumored that a young gentleman of French 
extraction, the Chevalier de Magny, equerry to the 
hereditary prince, and present at Paris when the 
Princess Olivia was married to him by proxy there, 
was the intended of the rich Countess Ida; but no 
official declaration of the kind was yet made, and 
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there were whispers of a dark intrigue : which, sub- 
sequently, received frightful coiifirimitioii. 

This Chevalier de Magny was the grandson of an 
old general officer in the duke’s service, the Baron de 
Magny. The baron’s father had quitted France at the 
expulsion of Protestants, after the revocation of the 

edict of Nantes, and taken service in X , where he 

died. The son succeeded him, and quite unlike most 
French gentlemen of birth Vhom I have known, was a 
stern and cold Calvinist, rigid in the performance of 
his duty, retiring in his manners, mingling little with 
the court, and a close friend and favorite of Duke 
Victor; whom lie resembled in disposition. 

The chevalier his grandson was a true Frenchman: 
lie had been born in France, where his father held a 
diplomatic a})poiutmcnt in the duke’s service. He had 
mingled in the gay society of the most brilliant court 
in the world, and bad endless stories to tell us of the 
pleasures of the petifes malsonsy of the secrets of the 
Parc aux Cerfs, and of the wild gayeties of Kichelieu 
and his compani(u\s. He had been almost ruined at 
play, as his father had been before him ; for, out of 
the reach of the stern old baron in Germany, both son 
and grandson had led the most reckless of lives. He 
came back from I’aris soon after the embassy which 
had been despatched thither on the occasion of the 
marriage of the princess, was received sternly by his 
old grandfather ; who, however, paid his debts once 
more, and procured him the post in the duke’s house- 
hold. The Cht‘vaJier de Magny rendered himself a 
great favorite of his august master; he brought with 
him the modes and the gayeties of Paris ; he was the 
deviser of all the masquerades and balls, the recruiter 
of the ballet-dancers, and by far the most brilliant and 
splendid young gentleman of the court. 
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After we liad been a few weeks at Ludwigslust, the 
old Baron de Magny endeavored to have us dismissed 
from the duchy j but his voice was not strong enough 
to overcome that of the general public, and the Chev- 
alier de Magny especially stood our friend with his 
higliness when the question was debated before him. 
The chevalier’s love of play had not deserted him. 
He was a regular frequenter of our bank, where he 
played for some time with pretty good luck; and 
where, when he began to lose, he paid with a regular- 
ity surprising to all those who knew the smallness of 
his means and the splendor of his appearance. 

Her Highness the Princess Olivia was also very 
fond of play. On half a dozen occasions when we 
held a bank at court, I could see her passion for the 
game. I could see — that is, my cool-headed old 
uncle could see — much more. There was an intelli- 
gence between Monsieur de Magny and this illustri- 
ous lady. ‘‘If her highness be not in love with the 
little Frenchman,” my uncle said to me one night 
after play, “ may I lose the sight of my last eye ! ” 

“And what then, sir ? ” said I. 

“What then?” said my uncle, looking me hard in 
the face. “Are you so green as not to know what 
then ? Your fortune is to be made, if you choose to 
back it now ; and we may have back the Barry 
estates in twc years, my .boy\” 

“ How is that ? ” asked I, still at a loss. 

My uncle dryly said, “ Get Magny to play ; never 
mind his paying : take his notes of hand. The more 
he owes the better ; but, above all, make him play.” 

“ He can’t pay a shilling,” answered I. “ The 
Jews will not discount his notes at cent per cent.” 

“So much the better. You shall see we will inake 
use of them,” answered the old gentleman. And 
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I must confess that the plan he laid was a gallant,^ 
clever, and fair one. 

I was to make Magiiy play ; in this there was no 
great difficulty. We had an intimacy together, for 
he was a good sportsman as well as myself, and we 
came to have a pretty considerable friendship for one 
another : if he saw a dice-box, it was impossible to 
prevent him from handling it; but he took to it as 
natural as a cliild does to sweetmeats. 

At first he won of me; then he began to lose; then 
I played him money against some jewels that he 
brought: family trinkets, he said, and indeed of con- 
siderable value. He begged me, however, not to dis- 
pose of them in the duchy, and I gave and kept my 
word to him to this effect. From jewels he got to 
playing upon promissory notes; and as they would 
not allow him to play at the court tables and in ])ub- 
lic upon credit, he was very glad to have an opportu- 
nity of indulging in his favorite passion in private. 
I have had him for hours at my pavilion (which I 
had fitted up in the Easbum manner, very splendid) 
rattling, the dice till it became time to go to his 
service at court, and we would spend day after day in 
this manner. He brought me more jewels, — a pearl 
necklace, an anticpe emerald breast ornament, and 
other trinkets, as a set-off against these losses : for I 
need not say that I should not have played with liim 
all this time had he been winning ; but, after about a 
week, the luck set in against him, and he becajiie my 
debtor in a prodigious sum. I do not care to mention 
the extent of it; it was such as I never thought the 
young man could pay. 

Why, then, did I play for it ? Why waste days in 
private play with a mere bankrupt, when business 
seemingly much more profitable was to be done else- 
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where ? My reason I boldly confess. I wanted td 
win from Monsieur de Magny, not his money, but his 
intended wife, the Countess Ida. Who can say that 
I had not a right to use amj stratagem in this matter 
of love ? Or, why say love ? I wanted the wealth 
of the lady: I loved her quite as much as Magny 
did ; I loved her quite as much as yonder blushing 
virgin of seventeen does who marries an old lord of 
seventy. I followed the practice of the world in 
this ; having resolved that marriage should achieve 
my fortune. 

I used to make Magny, after his losses, give me a 
friendly letter of acknowledgment to some such 
effect as this, — 

“ My dear Monsieur de Baubari, — T acknowledge to 
have lost to you this day at lans([ueiiet ” [or pi(piet, or hazard, 
as the case may l)e : I was master of him at any game that is 
played] “ the sum of three hundriMl ducats, and shall hold it as 
a great kindness on your part if you will allow the debt to 
stand over until a future day, when you shall receive payment 
from your very grateful humble servant.” 

With the jewels he brought me T also took the pre- 
caution (but this was my unch^’s idea, and a very good 
one) to have a sort of invoice, and a letter begging me 
to receive the trinkets as so much part payment of a 
sum of money he owed me. 

Wlien I had put him in such a position as I deemed 
favorable to my intentions, I spoke to him candidly, 
and without any reserve, as one man of the world 
should speak to another. “ I w'ill not, my dear fel- 
low,” said I, “ pay you so bad a compliment as to sup- 
pose that you expect we are to go on playing at this 
rate much longer, and that there is any satisfaction to 
me in possessing more or less sheets of paper bearing 
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your signature, and a series of notes of hand which I 
know you never can pay. Don’t look fierce or angry, 
for^you know Redmond Barry is your master at the 
sword ; besides, I would not be such a fool as to fight 
a man who owes me so much money ; but hear calmly 
what I have to propose. 

You have been very confidential to me during our 
intimacy of the last month ; and I know all your ])er‘ 
sonal affairs completely. You have given your word 
of honor to your grandfather never to play upon parole, 
and you know how you have kept it, and that he will 
disinherit you if he hears the truth. Nay, suppose he 
dies to-morrow, his estates is not sufficient to pay the 
sum in which you are indebted to me ; and, were you 
to yield me up all, you would be a beggar, and a bank- 
rupt too. 

‘‘ Her highness the Princess Olivia denies you noth- 
ing. I shall not ask why ; but give me leave to say, 
I was aware of the fact when we bc'gan to play 
together.” 

Will you be made baron — chamberlain, with the 
grand cordon of the order ? ” gasi)ed tlie poor fellow. 

The princess can do anything with the duke.” 

‘‘ I shall have no objection,” said I, “ to tlie yellow 
ribbon and the gold key ; though a gentleman of the 
house of Ballybarry cares little for the titles of the 
German nobility. But this is not wliat I want. My 
good chevalier, you have hid no secrets from me. You 
have told me with what difficulty you have induced 
the Princess Olivia to consent to the project of your 
union with the Grafinn Ida, wliom you don’t love. I 
know whom you love very well.” 

Monsieur de Balibari ! ” said the discomfited 
chevalier ; he could get out no more. The truth be- 
gan to dawn upon him. 
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^‘You begin to understand,” continued 1. “Her 
highness the Princess ” (I said this in a sarcastic way) 
“ will not be very angry, believe me, if you break oif 
your connection with the stupid countess. I am no 
more an admirer of that lady than you are ; but I want 
her estate. I played you for that estate, and have 
won it ; and 1 will give you your bills and five thou- 
sand ducats on the day I am married to it.” 

“ The day 1 am married to the countess,” answered 
the chevalier, thinking to have me, “I will be able to 
raise money to pay your claim ten times over” (this 
was true, for the countess’s j>roperty may have been 
valued at near half a million of our money) ; “ and 
then I will discharge my obligations to you. Mean- 
while, if you annoy me by threats, or insult me again 
as you have done, I will use that influence which, as 
you say, I possess, and have you turned out of the 
duchy, as you were out of the Ketherlands last 
year.” 

I rang the bell quite quietly. “ Zamor,” said I to 
a tall negro fellow habited like a Turk, that used to 
wait upon me, “ when you hear the bell ring a second 
time, you will take this packet to the Marshal of the 
Court, this to his Excellency the General de Magny, 
and this you will place in the hands of one of the 
equerries of his highness the hereditary ]jrince. Wait 
in the ante-room, and do not go with tlie parcels until 
1 ring again.” 

The black fellow having retired, 1 turned to Mon- 
sieur de Magny and said, “ Chevalier, the first ])acket 
contains a letter from you to me, declaring your sol- 
vency, and solemnly promising payment of the sums 
you owe me; it is accompanied by a document, from 
myself (for T ex])ected some resistance on your part), 
stating that my honor has been called in (puv tion, and 
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begging that the paper may be laid before your august 
master, his highness. The second packet is for your 
grandfather, enclosing the letter from you in which 
you state yourself to be his heir, and begging for a 
confirmation of the fact. The last parcel, for his 
highness the hereditary duke,” added I, looking most 
sternly, “ contains the Gustavus Adolplms emerald, 
which he gave to his princess, and which you pledged 
to me as a family jewel of 3^our own. Your influence 
with her highness must be great indeed,” I concluded, 
when you could extort from her such a jewel as that, 
and when you could make her, in order to pay your 
play-debts, give up a secret upon which both your 
heads depend.” 

Villain ! ” said the Frenchman, quite aghast with 
fury and terror, would you implicate the princess ? ” 

Monsieur de Magny,” I answered, with a sneer, 
“fio : I will say 1/071 stole the jewel.” It was my be- 
lief he did, and that the unhappy and infatuated 
princess was never privy to the theft until long after 
it had been committed. How we came to know the 
history of the emerald is simple enough. As we 
wanted money (for my occupation with Magny caused 
our bank to be much neglected), my uncle luid carried 
Magny ’s trinkets to Mannheim to pawn. The Jew 
who lent upon them knew the history of the stone in 
question ; and when he asked how her highness came 
to part with it, my uncle very (deverly took up the 
story where he found it, sajd that the piiucess was 
very fond of play, that it was not always convenient 
to her to pay, and hence the emer;i,ld had come into 
our hands. He brought it wisely back with him to 

S ; and, as regards the other jewels which the 

chevalier pawned to us, they were of no particular 
mark : no inquiries have ever been made about them 
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to this day ; and I did not only not know then that 
they came from her highness, but have only my com 
jectures upon the matter now. 

The unfortunate young gentleman must have had a 
cowardly sj)irit, when I charged liim with the theft, 
not to make use of my two pistols that were lying by 
chance before him, and to send out of the world his 
accuser and his own ruined self. With such impru- 
dence and miserable recklessness on his part and that 
of the unhappy lady who had forgotten herself fOr 
this poor villain, he must have known that discovery 
was inevitable. But it was written that this dreadful 
destiny should be accomplished : instead of ending 
like a man, he now cowed before me quite spirit- 
broken, and, flinging himself down on the sofa, burst 
into tears, calling wildly upon all the saints to help 
him ; as if they could be interested in the fate of 
such a wretch as him ! 

I saw that I hud nothing to fear from him ; and, 
calling back Zamor, my black, said 1 would myself 
carry the parcels, which 1 returned to my escritoire ; 
and, my point being thus gained, I acted, as I always 
do, generously towards him. I said that, for security’s 
sake, I should send the em(*rald out of the country, 
but that f pledged my honor to restoie it to the 
duchess, without any peeuniary coiisidco’atiou, on the 
day when she should procaire the sovereign's consent 
to my union with the (lountess Ida. 

This will explain pretty clearly, I flatter myself, 
the game I was playing; and, though some rigid 
moralist may object to its propriety, I say that any- 
thing is fair in love, and that men so poor as myself 
canT afford to be squeamish about their means of 
getting on in life. The great and rich are welcomed, 
Smiling, up the grand staircase of the world ; the poor 
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but aspiring must clanxber up the wall, or push and 
struggle up the back stair, or, pardt, crawl through 
any of the conduits of the house, never mind how 
foul ’ and narrow, that lead to the top. The unambi- 
tious sluggard pretends that the eminence is not 
worth attaining, declines altogether the struggle, and 
calls himself a philosopher. I say he is a poor- 
spirited coward. What is life good for but for honor ? 
and that is so indispensable, that we should attain 
it anyhow. 

The manner to be adopted for Magny’s retreat was 
proposed by myself, and was arranged so as to con- 
sult the feelings of delicacy of both parties. I made 
Magny take the Countess Ida aside, and say to her, 

Madam, though I have never declared myself your 
admirer, you and the count have had sufficient proof 
of my regard for you ; and my demand would, I 
know, have been backed by his higlmess, your august 
guardian. I know the duke’s gracious wish is, that 
myi attentions should be received favorably ; but, as 
time has not appeared to alter your attachment else- 
where, and as I have too much spirit to force a lady 
of your name and rank to be united to me against 
your will, the best plan is, that I should make you, 
for form’s sake, a proposal t^^uiuthorized by his high- 
ness : that you should reply, as I am sorry to think 
your heart dictates to you, in the negative : on which 
1 also will formally withdraw from my pursuit of you, 
stating that, after a refusal, nothing, not even the 
duke’s desire, should induce me to persist in my 
suit.” 

The Countess Ida almost wept at hearing these 
words from Monsieur de Magny, and tears came into 
her eyes, he said, as she took his hand for the first 
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time, and thai^ked him for the delicacy of the . pro- 
posa]i* She little knew that the Frenchman was in- 
capable of that sort of delicacy, and that the graceful 
manner in which he withdrew his addresses was of 
my invention. 

As soon as he withdrew, it became my business to 
step forward ; but cautiously and gently, so as not to 
alarm the lady, and yet lirmly, so as to convince her 
of the hopelessness of her design of uniting herself 
with her shabby lover, the sub-lieutenant. The 
Princess Olivia was good enough to perform this 
necessary part of the plan in my favor, and solemnly 
to warn the Countess Ida, that though Monsieur de 
Magny had retired from paying his addresses, his 
highness her guardian would still marry her as he 
thought fit, and that she must forever forget her out- 
at-elbow adorer. In fact, I can^t conceive how such a 
shabby rogue as that could ever have had the audacity 
to propose for her : his birth was certainly good ; but 
what other qualifications had he ? 

When the Chevalier de Magny withdrew, numbers 
of other suitors, you may be sure, presented them- 
selves ; and amongst these your very humble servant, 
the cadet of Bally barry. There was a carrousel^ or 
tournament, held at this period, in imitation of the 
antique meetings of chivalry, in which the chevaliers 
tilted at each other, or at the ring j and on this occa- 
sion I was habited in a splendid Homan dress (viz. : 
a silver helmet, a flowing periwig, a cuirass of gilt 
leather richly embroidered, a light blue velvet mantle, 
and crimson morocco half-boots) j and in this habit I 
rode my bay horse Brian, carried off three rings, and 
won the prize over all the duke^s gentry, and the 
nobility of surrounding countries who had come to 
the show. A wreath of gilded laurel was to be the 
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prize of the victor, and it was to be ^warded by the 
lady he selected. So I rode up to the gallery where 
the Countess Ida was seated behind the hereditary 
princess, and, calling her name loudly, yet gracefully, 
begged to be allowed to be crowned by her, and thus 
proclaimed myself to the face of all Germany, as it 
were, her suitor. She turned very pale, and the 
princess red, I observed : but the Countess Ida ended 
by crowning me : after which, putting spurs into my 
horse, I galloped round the ring, saluting his high- 
ness the duke at the o})posite end, and performing 
the most wonderful exercises with my bay. 

My success did not, as you may imagine, increase 
my popularity with the young gentry. They called 
mo adventurer, bully, dice-loader, impostor, and a 
hundred pretty names ; but I had a way of silencing 
these gentry. I took the Count de Schmetterling, the 
richest and bravest of the young men who seemed to 
have a hankering for the Countess Ida, and publicly 
insulted him at the ridotto : flinging my cards into 
his face. The next day I rode thirty-five miles into 
tlie territory of the Elector of B , and met Mon- 

sieur de Schmetterling, and passed my sword twice 
through his body ; then rode back with my second, 
the Chevalier de Magny, and presented myself at the 
duchess’s whist that evening. Magny was very 
unwilling to accompany me at first v but I insisted 
upon his support, and that he should countenance my 
quarrel. Directly after paying my homage to her high- 
ness, I went up to the Countess Ida, and made her a 
marked and low obeisance, gazing at her steadily in 
the face until she grew crimson red ; and then staring 
round at every man who formed her circle, until, ma 
foi^ I stared them all away. I instructed Magny to 
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say, /everywhere, that the countess was madly in love 
with me ; which commission, along with many others 
of mine, the poor devil was obliged to perform. He 
made rather a sotte figure^ as the French say, acting 
the pioneer for me, praising me everywhere, accom- 
panying me always ! he who had been the pink of the 
mode until my arrival ; he who thought his pedigree 
of beggarly Barons of Magny was superior to the 
race of great Irish kings from which I descended ; 
who had sneered at me a hundred times as a spadas- 
sin, a deserter, and had called me a vulgar Irish 
upstart. Now I had my revenge of the gentleman, 
and took it too. 

I used to call him, in the choicest societies, by his 
Christian name of Maxime. I would say, Bon jour, 
Maxime; comment vas-^?^.^’’ in the princess’s hear- 
ing, and could see him bite his lips for fury and 
vexation. But I had him under my thumb, and her 
highness too — I, poor private of Billow’s regiment. 
And this is a proof of what genius and perseverance 
can do, aiid should act as a warning to great people 
never to have secrets — if they can help it. 

I knew the princess hated me ; but what did I 
care ? She knew I knew all : and indeed, I believe, 
so strong was her prejudice against me, that she 
thought I was an indelicate villain, capable of betray- 
ing a lady, which I would scorn to do ; so that she 
trembled before me as a child before its schoolmas- 
ter. She would, in her woman’s way, too, make all 
sorts of jokes and sneers at me on reception days ; 
ask about my palace in Ireland, and the kings my an- 
cestors, and whether, when I was a private in Billow’s 
foot, my royal relatives had interposed to rescue me, 
and whether the cane was smartly administered 
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there, — anything to mortify me. But Heaven bless 
you ! I can make allowances for peoj)le, and used to 
laugh in her face. Whilst her jibes and jeers were 
continuing, it was my pleasure to look at poor Magny 
and see how he bore them. The poor devil was trem- 
bling lest I should break out under the princess’s 
sarcasm and tell all ; but my revenge was, when tlie 
princess attacked me, to say something bitter to himy 
— to pass it on, as boys do at s(diool. And that was 
the thing which used to inake her highness Jeel. 
She would wince just as much when I attacked 
Magny as if I had been saying anything rude to her- 
self. And, though she hated me, she used to beg my 
pardon in private ; and tliough htir pride would often 
get the better of her, yet her prudence obliged this 
magnificent princess to humble herself to the poor 
penniless Irish boy. 

As soon as Magny had formally withdrawn from 
the Countess Ida-, the princess took the young lady 
into favor again, and pretended to be very fond of 
her. To do them justice I don’t know which of the 
two disliked me most, — the princ(‘.ss, who was all^ 
eagerness, and fire, and coquetry, oi* the countess, 
wlio was all state and sphmdor. The latter, espe- 
cially, pretended to be disgusted by me; and yet, 
after all, 1 have pleased her betters ; was once one 
of the handsomest men in Europe, and would defy 
any heyduc of the court to measure a chest or a leg 
with me : but I did not, care for any of her silly prej- 
udices, and determined to win her and wear her in 
spite of herself. Was it on account of her personal 
charms or qualities ? No. She was quite white, 
thin, short-sighted, tall, and awkward, and niy taste 
is quite the contrary; and as for her mind, no wonder 
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that a poor creature who had a hankering after a 
wretched, ragged ensigti could never appreciate me. 
It was her estate I made love to ; as for herself, it 
would be a reflection on my taste as a man of fashion 
to own that I liked her. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

IN WHICH THE LUCK GOES AGAINST BARRY. 

My hopes of obtaining tlie hand of one of the rich- 
est heiresses in Germany were now, as far as all 
human probability went, and as far as my own merits 
and prudence could secure my fortune, pretty certain 
of coi<j)letion. I was admitted whenever I presented 
myself at the princesses apartments, and had as fre- 
quent opportunities as I desired of seeing the Coun- 
tess Ida there; I cannot say that she received me 
with any particular favor; the silly young creature's 
affections were, as I have said, engaged ignobly else- 
where ; and, however captivating my own person and 
manners may have been, it was not to be expected 
thflt she should all of a suddmi forget her lover for 
the sake of the young Irish gei'itleman who was pay- 
ing his addresses to her. But such little rebuffs as I 
got were far from discouraging me. I had very 
powerful friends, who were to aid me in my under- 
taking ; and knew that, sooner or later, the victory 
must be mine. In fact, I only waited my time to 
press my suit. Who could tell the dreadful stroke 
of fortune which was impending over my illustrious 
protectress, and which was to involve me partially in 
her ruin ? 

All things seemed for a while quite pros])erous to 
my wishes; and, in spite of the Countess Ida’s disin- 
clination, it was much easier to bring her to her 
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senses than, perhaps, may be supposed in a silly, con- 
stitutional country like England, where people are 
brought u}) with those wholesome sentiments of obe- 
dience to royalty which were customary in Europe at 
the time when I was a young man. 

I have stated how, through Magny, 1 had the 
princess, as it were, at my feet. Her highness had 
only to press tlie match upon the old duke, over 
whom her intiinmce was unbounded, and to secure 
the good-will of the Countess of Liliengarten (which 
was the romantic title of his highness’s morganatic 
spouse), and the easy old man would give an order 
for the marriage; which his ward would perforce 
obey. MadaiiK* de Liliengarten was, too, froii her 
position, extr(Mnely anxious to oblige the Princess 
Olivia; who might be called u])on any day to occupy 
the throne. The old duke was tottering, apoplectic, 
and exceedingly fond of good living. When he was 
gone, his relict would find the ])atronage of the 
Duchess Olivia most necessary to her Hence there 
was a close mutual umhu’standing laTweim the two 
ladies ; and the world said that the hereditary prm 
cess was already indebted to the favorite for help 
on various occasions Her highness had obtained, 
througli the countess, several largt; grants of money 
for the [)aymeut of her multifarious debts ; and she 
was now good enough to exert her gracious influence 
over Madaiiu^ de Liliengarten in order to obtain for 
me the object so near my heart. It is not to be sup- 
])Osed that iny end was to be obtained without con* 
timial nil will iugiK'ss and refusals on Magiiy’s part ; 
but I pushed my point resolutely, and had means in 
my hands of overcoming the stubbornness of that 
feeble young gentleman. Also, 1 may say, without 
vanity, that if the high and mighty princess detested 



BAnnY LYNDON, ESQ. 


199 


me, the countess (though she was of extremely low 
origin, it is said) had better taste ‘ and admired me. 
She often did us the honor to go partners with us in 
one of our faro-banks, and declared that I was the 
handsomest man in the duchy. All I was required 
to prove was my nobility, and I got at Vienna such 
a pedigree as would satisfy the most greedy in that 
way. In fact, what had a man descended from the 
Barrys and the Bradys to fear before any von in 
Germany ? By way of making assurance doubly sure, 
1 promised Madame de Liliengarten ten thousand 
louis on the day of my marriage, and she knew that 
as a play-man I had never failed in my word : and I 
vow,' ifiat had I paid fifty per cent for it, I would 
have got the money. 

Thus, by iny talents, honesty, and acuteness, I had, 
considering I was a poor patronless outcast, raised 
for myself very powerful protectors. Even his high- 
ness the Duke Victor was favorably inclined to me ; 
for, his favorite charger falling ill of the staggers, I 
gave him a ball such as my uncle Brady used to ad- 
minister, and cured the horse ; after which his high- 
ness was pleased to notice me frequently. He invited 
me to his hunting and shooting j)arties, where I 
showed myself to be a good sportsman ; and once or 
twice he condescended to talk to me about my pros- 
pects in life, lamenting that I had taken to gambling, 
and that I had not adopted a more regular means of 
advancement. “ Sir,’^ said I, if you will allow me 
to speak frankly to your highness, jday with me is 
only a means to an end. Whore should T have been 
without it ? A private still in King Frederick’s 
grenadiers. I come of a race which gave princes to 
my country; but persecutions have deprived them of 
their vast possessions. My uncle’s adherence to his 
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ancient faith drove him from our country. T too re« 
solved to seek advancement in the military service ; 
but the insolence and ill treatment which I received 
at the hands of the English were not bearable by a 
high-born gentleman, and I fled their service. It was 
only to fall into another bondage to all appearance 
still more hopeless ; when my good star sent a pre- 
server to me m iny uncle, and my spirit and gallantry 
enabled me to take advantage of the means of escape 
afforded me. Since then we have lived, T do not^dis- 
guise' it, by play ; but who can say I have done him a 
wrong ? Yet, if I could find myself in an honorable 
post, and with an assured maintenance, I would never, 
except for amusement, such as every gentleman must 
have, touch a card again. I beseech your highness 
to inquire of your resident at Berlin if I did not on 
every occasion act as a gallant soldier. I feel that I 
have talents of a higher order, and should be proud 
to have occasion to exert them j if, as I do not doubt, 
my fortune shall bring them into play.’’ 

The candor of this statement struck his highness 
greatly, and impressed him, in my favor, and he was 
pleased to say that he believed me, and would be glad 
to stand my friend. 

Having thus the two dukes, the duchess, and the 
reigning favorite enlisted on my side, the chances 
certainly were that 1 should carry off the great prize ; 
and I ought, according to all common calculations, to 
have been a prince of the empire at this present writ- 
ing, but that my ill luck pursued me in a matter in 
which I was not the least to blame, — the unhappy 
duchess’s attachment to the weak, silly, cowardly 
Frenchman. The display of this love was painful 
to witness, as its end was friglitful to think of. The 
princess made no disguise of it. If Magny spoke a 



BARRY LYNDON, ESQ. 


201 


word to a lady of her household, she would be jealous, 
jind attack with all the fury of her tongue the unlucky 
offender. She would send him a half-dozen of notes 
in the day: at his arrival to join her circle or the 
courts which she held, she would brighten up, so that 
all might perceive. It was a wonder that her hus- 
band had not long ere this been made aware of her 
faithlessness ; but the Prince Victor was himself of 
so high and stern a nature that he could not believe 
in her stooping so far from her rank as to forget her 
virtue : and 1 have heard say, tliat when hints were 
given to him of the evident partiality which the prin- 
cess showed for the equerry, his answer was a stern 
command never more to be troubled on the subject. 
“ The princess is light-minded,’^ he said ; she was 
brought up at a frivolous court ; but her folly goes 
not beyond coquetry ; crime is impossible ; she has 
her birth, and my name, and her children, to defend 
her.” And he would ride off to his military inspec- 
tions and be absent for weeks, or retire to his suite of 
apartments, and remain closeted there whole days ; 
only appearing to make a bow at her highness’sTevee, 
or to give her his hand at the court galas, where cere- 
mony required that he should appear. He was a man 
of vulgar tastes, and I have seen liim in the private 
garden, with his great ungainly figure, running races 
or playing at ball with his little son and daughter, 
whom he would find a dozen pretexts daily for visit- 
ing. The serene children were brought to their 
mother every morning at her toilette ; but she re- 
ceived them very indifferently : except on one occa- 
sion, when the young Duke Ludwig got his little 
uniform as colonel of hussars, being jmesented with 
a regiment by his god-father, the Emperor Leopold. 
Then, for a day or two, the Duchess Olivia was 
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charmed with the little boy; but she grew tired of 
him speedily, as a child does of a toy. I remember 
one day, in the morning circle, some of the ])rincess’s 
rouge came off on the arm of her son’s littld white 
military jacket ; on which she slapped the poor child’s 
face, and sent him sobbing away. Oh, the woes that 
have been worked by women in this world ! the 
misery into which men have lightly stepped with 
smiling faces ; often not even with the excuse of 
passion, but from mere foppery, vanity, and bravado ! 
Men play with these dreadful two-edged tools, as if 
no harm could come to them. I, who have seen more 
of life than most men, if I had a son, would go on my 
knees to him and beg him to avoid woman, who is 
worse than poison. Once intrigiu*, and your whole 
life is endangered : you never know when the evil 
may fall upon you ; and the woe of whole families, 
and the ruin of innocent })eo]>le perfectly dear to you, 
may be caused by a moment of your folly. 

When I saw how entirely lost the unlucky Mon- 
sieur de Magny se^imed to be, in spite of all the 
claims I had against him, 1 urged him to fly. He had 
rooms in the palace, in the garrets over the princess’s 
quarters (the building was a huge one, and accommo- 
dated almost a city of noble retainers of the family} ; 
but the infatuated young fool would not budge, al- 
though he had not (wen the excuse of love for staying. 
‘‘How she, squints,” he would say of the princess, 
“and how crooked she is! She thinks no one can 
perceive her deformity. She writes me verses out of 
Gresset or Crid)illon, and fancies I believe them to be 
original. Bah 1 they are no more her own than her 
hair is ! ” It was in this way that the wretched lad 
was dancing over the ruin that was yawning under 
him. I do believe that his chief pleasure in making 
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love to the princess was, that he might write about 
his victories to his friends of tire petites viahons at 
Paris, where he longed to be considered as a wit and 
a vainqueur de dames. 

Seeing the young man’s reekiessness, and the dan- 
ger of his position, I became very anxious that 7ny 
little scheme should be brought to a satisfactory end, 
and pressed him warmly on the matter. 

My solicitations with him were, 1 need not say, 
from the nature of the connection between us, gener- 
ally pretty successful ; and, In hu^t, the })Oor fellow 
(*.ould refuse me 7iotlihig ; as I used otteii laugliingly 
U) say to him, very little to his liking. Put L used 
more than threats, or the legitamate influence I had 
over him. I used delicacy and generosity ; as a proof 
of which, I may mention that 1 ])romised to give back 
to the princess the family emerald, which I mehtioned 
in the last chapter that 1 had won from her unprinci- 
pled admirer at play. 

This was done by my uncle’s consent, and was one 
of the usual acts of prudence and foresight which dis- 
tinguish that clever man. “ Press the matter now, 
Redmond, my boy,” he would urge. ^‘This affair 
between her highness and Magny must end ill for 
both of them, and that soon ; and where will be your 
chance to win the countess then ? ISTow is your time ! 
win her and wear her before the inontli is over, aTid 
we will give up the punting business, and go live like 
noblemen at our castle in Swabia. Get rid of that 
emerald, too,” he added : “ should an accident happen, 
it will be an ugly deposit found in our hand.” This 
it was that made me agree to forego the possession of 
the trmket ; which, I must confess, I was loath to part 
with. It was lucky for us both that 1 did : as you 
shall presently hear. 
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Meanwhile, then, I urged Magny : I myself spoke 
strongly to the Countess of Liliengarten, who prom- 
ised formally to back my claim with his highness 
the reigning duke; and Monsieur de Magny was in- 
structed to induce the Princess Oliva to make a simi- 
lar application to the old sovereign in my behalf. It 
was done. The two ladies urged the prince ; his 
highness (at a supper of oysters and champagne) was 
brought to consent, and her highness the hereditary 
princess did me the honor of notifying personally to 
the Countess Ida that it was the prince’s will that she 
should marry the young Irish nobleman, the Chevalier 
Kedmond de Balibari. The notihcation was made in 
my presence ; and though the young countess said 

Never ! ’’ and fell down in a swoon at her lady^s 
feet, I was, you may be sure, entirely unconcerned 
at this little display of mawkish sensibility, and felt, 
indeed, now that my prize was secure. 

That evening I gave the Chevalier de Magny the 
emerald, which he promised to restore to the princess ; 
and now the only difficulty in my way lay with the 
hereditary prince, of whom his father, his wife, and 
the favorite, were alike afraid. He might not be 
disposed to allow the richest heiress in his duchy to 
be carried off l)y a noble, though not a wealthy, for- 
eigner. Time was necessary in order to break the 
matter to ih’in(;e Victor. Tlie princess must find him 
at some moment of good humor. He had days of 
infatuation still, when he could refuse his wife noth- 
ing ; and our plan was to wait for one of these, or for 
any other chance which might occur. 

But it was destined that the princess should never 
see her husband at her feet, as often as he had, been. 
Fate was preparing a terrible ending to her follies, 
and my own hope. In spite of his solemn promises 
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to me, Magny never restored the emerald to the* 
Princess Olivia. 

He had heard, in casual intercourse with me, that 
my uncle and I had been beholden to Mr. Moses 
Lowe, the banker of Heidelberg, who had given us a 
good price for our valuables j and the infatuated 
young man took a pretext to go thither, and offered 
the jewel for pawn. Moses Lowe recognized the 
emerald at once, gave Magny the sum the latter de- 
manded, which the chevalier lost presently at play : 
never, you may be sure, acquainting us with the 
means by which he had made himself master of so 
much capital. We, for our parts, supposed that he 
had been supplied by his usual banker, the princess : 
and many rouleaux of his gold pieces found their way 
into our treasury, when at the court galas, at our own 
lodgings, or at the apartments of Madame de Lilien- 
garten (who on these occasions did us the honor to 
go halves with us) we held our bank of faro. 

Thus Magny’s money was very soon -gone. But 
though the Jew held his jewel, of thrice the value no 
doubt of the sums he had lent upon it, that was not all 
the profit which he intended to have from his un- 
happy creditor ; over whom he began speedily to 
exercise his authority. His Hebrew connections at 

X , money -brokers, bankers, horse-dealers, about 

the court there, must have told their Heidelberg 
brother what Magny ’s relations with the princess 
were ; and the rascal determined to take advantage of 
these, and to press to the utmost both victims. My 
uncle and I were, meanwhile, swimming upon the 
high tide of fortune, prospering with our cards, and 
with the still greater matrimonial game which we 
were playing; and we were quite unaware of the 
mine under our feet. 
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Before a rdonth was passed, the Jew began to pester 

Magny. He presented himself at X , and asked 

for further interest — hush-money ; otherwise he 
nmsit sell the emerald. Magny got money for him ; 
the princess again befriended her dastardly lover. 
The success of the first demand only rendered the 
second more exorbitant. I know not how much 
money was extorted and paid on this unlucky em- 
erald : but it was the (aiuse of the ruin of us all. 

# 

One night we were keeping our table as usual at 
the Countess of Liliengarbm’s, and Magny, being in 
cash som(diow, kept drawing out i*ouleau aftcn* rouleau, 
and playing with his common ill suecuiss. In the 
middle of the play a note was brought in to him, 
which he innul, and turned very pale on perusing; 
but the luck was against him, and, looking up rather 
anxiously at the clo(.‘k, he waited for a few more turns 
of the cards, when, having, I su})pose, lost his last 
rouleau, he got uj) witli a wild oath that scared some 
of the polite company assembled, and left the room. 
A great trampling of horses was heard without ; but we 
were too much engaged with our business to heed the 
noise, and continued our }>lay. 

Presently some one came into the play-room and 
said to the countess, H(‘re is a strange story ! A 
Jew has Ihhui murdered in the Kalserwald. Magny 
was arrested when he went out of the room.’^ All the 
party broke uj) on hearing this strange news, and we 
shut up our bank for the night. Magny had been 
sitting by me during the jday (my uncle dealt and I 
paid and took the money), and, looking under the 
chair, there was a crumpled paper, which I tpok up 
and read. It was that which had been delivered to 
him, and ran thus : — 
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“ If you have done it, take the orderly’s horse who brings 
this. It is the best of my stable. There are a hundred louis 
in each holster, and the pistols are loaded. Eitlier course lies 
open to you ; you know what I mean. In a (piarter of an 
hour I shall know our fate — whether I am to be dishonored 
and survive you, whether you are guilty and a coward, or 
whether you are still worthy of the name of 

This w’as in the handwriting of the old Cxeneral de 
Magny ; and my nnch^ and i, as we walked home at 
night, having made and divided with the Countess 
Liliengarten no inconsiderable profits that night, felt 
our triumphs gri^atly dashed by the perusal of the 
letter. Has Magny,’’ we asktul, robbed the Jew, 
or has his intrigue been discovered ? ” In either case, 
my claims on tlu' Countess Ida were likely to meet 
with serious drawbacks ; and I began to fcad that my 

great card was played and perhaps lost. 

Well, it was lost: though I say, to this day, it 
was well and gallantly played. Afttu* su])per (which 
we never for fear of consequences took during play) 
1 became so agitated in my mind as to what was 
occurring that I determined to sally out about mid- 
night into the town, and inquire what was the real 
motive of Magny’s apprehension. A sentry was at 
the door, and signified to me that I and my uncle were 
under arrest. 

We were left in our quarters for six weeks, so 
closely watched tliat escajie was impossible, liad w'c 
desired it ; but, as innocent men, we had nothing to 
fear. Our coursci of life was open to all, and we de- 
sired and courted inquiry. G-reat and tragical events 
happened during those six weeks; of whicli, though 
we heard the outline, as all Europe did, when we 
were released from our captivity, we were yet far 
from understanding all the particulars, which were 
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not much known to me for many years after. Here 
they are, as they were told me by %he lady who of all 
the world perhaps was most likely to know them. 
But the narrative had best form the contents of 
another chapter. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

CONTAINS THE TRAGICAL HISTORY OF THE 
PRINCESS OF X . 

Moke than tweitty years after the events described 
in the past chapters, I was walking with my Lady 
Lyndon, in the Eotunda at Eanelagh. It was in the 
year 1790 ; the emigration from France had already 
commenced, the old counts and marcpiises were 
thronging to our shores : not starving and miserable, 
as one saw them a few years afterwards, but unmo- 
lested as yet, and bringing with them some token of 
their national splendor. I was walking with Lady 
Lyndon, who, proverbially jealous and always anxious 
to annoy me, spied out a foreign lady who was evi- 
dently remarking me, and of course asked who was 
the hideous fat Dutchwoman who was leering at me 
so ? I knew her not in the least. I felt I had seen 
the lady’s face somewhere (it was now, as my wife 
said, enormously fat and bloated) ; but I did not rec- 
ognize in the bearer of that face one who had been 
among the most beautiful women in Germany in her 
day. 

It was no other than Madame de Liliengarten, the 
mistress, or as some said the morganatic wife, of the 

old Duke of X , Duke Victor’s father. She had 

left X a few months after the elder duke’s de- 

mise, ^had gone to Paris, as I heard, where some un- 
principled adventurer had married her for her money; 
but, however, had always retained her quasi-royal 
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title, and pretended, amidst the great laughter of the 
Parisians who frequented her house, to the honors 
and ceremonial of a sovereign’s widow. She had a 
throne erected in her state-room, and was styled by 
her servants and those who wished to pay court to 
her, or borrow money from her, ^‘Altesse.’’ lieport 
said she drank rather copiously — certainly her face 
bore every mark of that habit, and had lost the rosy, 
frank, good-humored beauty which liad cliarmed the 
sovereign who had ennobled her. ^ * 

Although she did not address me in the circle at 
Kanelagh, I was at this period as well known as the 
Prince of Wales, and she had no difficulty in finding 
my house in Berkeley Square ; whither a note was 
next morning despatched to me. An old friend of 
Monsieur de Balibari,” it stated (in extremely bad 
French), is anxious to see the CheV-alier again and 
to talk over old happy times. Eosina de Lilien- 
garten (can it be that Redmond Balibari has forgotten 
her ?) will be at her house in Leicester Fields all tlie 
morning, looking for one Avho would never have 
})assed her by twenty years ago.’’ 

Rosina of Liliengarteii it was, indeed — such a full- 
blown Rosina I have seldom seen. I found her in a 
decent first-floor in Leicester Fields (the poor soul 
fell much lower afterwards) drinking tea, which had 
somehow a very strong smell of brandy in it; and 
after salutations, which would be more tedious to 
recount than they were to perform, and after further 
straggling conversation, she gave me briefly the fol- 
lowing narrative of the events in X , which I may 

well entitle the Princess’s Tragedy.” 

^‘ You remember Monsieur de Geldern, the Police 
Minister. He was of Dutch extraction, and, what 
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is more, of a family of Duteli Jews.* Altliougli every- 
body was aware of this blot in his scutcheon, he was 
mortally angry if ever his origin was suspected ; and 
made up for his father’s errors by outrageous profes- 
sions of religion, and the most austere practices of 
devotion. He visited church every morning, con- 
fessed once a week, and hated Jews and Protestants 
as much as an inquisitor could do. He never lost 
an opportunity of proving^ his sincerity, by persecut- 
ing one or the other whenever occasion fell in his 
way. 

He hated the princess mortally ; for her highness 
in some whim had insulted him with his origin, 
caused pork to be removed from before him at table, 
or injured him in some such silly way; and he had a 
violent animosity to the old Baron de Magny, both in 
his capacity of Protestant, and because the latter in 
some haughty mood had publicly turned his back 
upon him as a sharper and a s[)y. Iku’petual quarrels 
were taking place between them in council ; where it 
was only the presence of his august mast(n*s that re- 
strained the baron from publicdy and frc^quently 
expressing the contempt whiedi he felt for the officer 
of police. 

Thus Geldern had hatred as one reason for ruin- 
ing the princess, and it is my belief he had a stronger 
motive still — interest. You remember whom the 
duke married, after the death of his first wife? — a 

princess of the house of F . Geldern built his fiiie 

palace two years after, and, as I feel convinced, with 

the money which was paid to him by the F 

family for forwarding the match. 

“Tq go to Prince Victor, and report to his highness 
a case which everybody knew, was not by any means 
Geldern’s desire. He knew the man would be ruined 
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forever in the prkice’s estimation who carried him 
intelligence so disastrous. His aim, therefore, was, to 
leave the matter to explain itself to his highness ; 
and, when the time was ripe, he cast about for a 
means of carrying his point. He had spies in the 
houses of the elder and younger Magny ; but this you 
know, of course, from your experience of Continental 
customs. .We had all spies over each other. Your 
black (Zamor, I think, was his name) used to give me 
reports every morning; and I used to entertain the 
dear old duke with stories of you and your uncle 
practising piquet and dice in the morning, and with 
your quarrels and intrigues. We levied similar con- 
tributions on everybody in X , to amuse the dear 

old man. Monsieur de Magny ’s valet used to report 
both to me and Monsieur de Geldern. 

I knew of the fact of the emerald being in pawn ; 
and it was out of my exchequer that the poor princess 
drew the funds which were spent upon the odious 
Lowe, and the still more worthless young chevalier. 
How the princess could trust the latter as she per- 
sisted in doing, is beyond my comprehension ; but 
there is no infatuation like that of a woman in love : 
and you will remark, my dear Monsieur de Balibari, 
that our sex generally fix upon a bad man.-^ 

‘‘Not always. Madam,” I interposed; “your Iiumble 
servant has created many such attachments.” 

“ I do not see that that affects the truth of the prop- 
osition,” said the old lady dryly, and continued l^^er 
narrative. “ The Jew who held the emerald had had 
many dealings with the princess, and at last was of- 
fered a bribe of such magnitude, that he determined 
to give up the pledge. He committed the inconceiv- 
able imprudence of bringing the emerald with him to 
X , and waited on Magny, who was provided by 
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the princess with the money to redeem the pledge, 
and was actually ready to pay it. 

Their intet'view topk place in Magny’s own apart- 
ments, when his valet overheard every word of tlieir 
conversation. The young man, who was always ut- 
terly careless of money wlien it was in his possession, 
was so easy in offering it, that Lowe rose in his de- 
mands, and had the conscience to ask double the sum 
for which he had previously stipulated. 

“At this the chevalier lost all patience, fell on the 
wretch, and was for killing him j when the opportune 
valet rushed in and saved him. Tlie man had heard 
every word of the conversation between the disputants, 
and the Jew ran flying with terror into his arms; and 
Magny, a quick and passionate but not a violent man, 
bade the servant lead the villain down stairs, and 
thought no more of him. 

“ Perhaps he was not sorry to be rid of him, and to 
have in his possession a large sum of money, four thou- 
sand ducats, with which he could tempt fortune once 
more ; as you know he did at your table that night.’’ 

“ Your ladyship went halves. Madam,” said I ; 
“ and you know how little I was the better for my 
winnings.” 

“ The man conducted the trembling Israelite out of 
the palace, and no sooner had seen him lodged at the 
house of one of his brethren, where he was accustomed 
to put up, than he went away to the office of his Ex- 
cellency the Minister of Police, and narrated every 
word of the conversation which had taken place be- 
tween the tlew and his master. 

“ Geldern expressed the greatest satisfaction at his 
spy’s prudence and fidelity. He gave him a purse of 
twenty ducats, and promised to provide for him hand- 
somely: as great men do sometimes promise to reward 
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their instruments ; but you, Monsieur de Balibari, 
know how seldom those promises are kept. ^Now, go 
and find out,’ said Monsieur de Gelden*^ ‘at what time 
the Israelite proposes to return home again, or whether 
he will repent and take the money. ’ The man went on 
this errand. Meanwhile, to make matters sure, Geldern 
arranged a play -party at my house, inviting you thither 
with your bank, as you may remember ; and finding 
means, at the same time, to let Maxime de M^igny 
know that there was to be faro at Madame de LiKen- 
garten’s. It was an invitation the poor fellow never 
neglected.” 

1 remembered the facts, and listened on, amazed at 
the artifice of the infernal Minister of Police. 

‘^The spy came back from his message to Lowe, 
and stated that he had made iiupiiries among the ser- 
vants of the house where the Heidtdberg banker lodged, 

and that it was the latter’s intention to h^ave X 

that afternoon. He travelled by liimself, riding an 
old horse, exceedingly humbly attired, after the man- 
ner of his peojde. 

Johann,’ said the Minister, clapping the pleased 
spy u})on the shoulder, ‘ I am more and more pleased 
with you. J have been thinking, since you left me, of 
youi- intelligence, and the faitliful manner in which 
you have served me ; and shall soon find an occasion 
to place you according to your merits. Which way does 
this Israelitish scoundrel take ? ’ 

‘ He goes to li to-night.’ 

^ And must pass by the Kaiserwald. Are you a 
man of courage, Johann Kernel* ? ’ 

^ Will your Excellency try me ? ’ said the man, 
his eyes glittering ; ^ I served through the. Seven 
Years’ War, and was never known to fail there.’ 

“ ^ Now, listen. The emerald must be taken from 
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that Jew : in the very keeping it the scoundrel has 
committed high treason. To the man who brings me 
that emerald. I swear I will give live hundred louis. 
You understand why it is necessary that it should be 
restored to her liighness. 1 need say no more.^ 

“ ‘ You shall have it to-night, sir,^ said the mail. 
‘Of course your Excellency will hold me harmless in 
case of accident.’ 

‘‘ ‘ Psha!’ answered the Minister; will pay you 
half the money beforehand; such is ,iuy confidence in 
you. Accident ’s impossible, if ^ou take your meas- 
ures properly. There are four l(‘agues of wood ; the 
Jew rides slowly. It will be night before he can 
reach, let us say, the old Powder-Mill in the wood. 
What 's to prevent you from putting a roi)e across the 
road, and dealing with him there ? Pe back with 
me this evening at supper. If you meet any of the 
patrol, say “foxes are loose,” — that’s the word for 
to-night. They will let you pass them without ques- 
tions.’ 

“ The man went off quite charmed with his com- 
mission ; and when Magny was losing his money at 
our faro-table, his servant waylaid the Jew at the 
spot named the Powder-Mill in the Kaiser wald. The 
Jew’s horse stumbled over a rope which had been 
placed across the road ; and, as the rider fell groan- 
ing to the ground, Johann Kerner rushed out on 
him, masked, and })istol in hand, and demanded his 
money. He had no wish to kill the Jew, I believe, 
unless his resistance should render extreme measures 
necessary. 

“ Nor did he commit any such murder ; for, as the 
yelling Jew roared for niei’cy, and his assailant men- 
aced him with a pistol, a squad of patrol came up, 
and laid hold of the robber and the wounded man. 
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‘^Kerner swore an oath. ^You have come too 
soon/ said he to the sergeant of the police. ^ Foxes 
are loose.^ ^ Some are caught/ said the sergeant, quite 
uncoiicerued ; and bound the fellow's hands with the 
rope which he had stretched across the road to entrap 
the Jew. He was placed behind a policeman on a 
horse ; Lowe was similarly accommodated, and the 
l>arty thus came back into the town as the night fell. 

^^They were taken forthwith to the })olice quarter ; 
and, as the chief happened to be there, they were -ex- 
amined by his Exc*ellency in person. Both were 
rigorously searched; the Jew’s i)apers and cases taken 
from him : the jewel was foiuid in a private pocket. 
As for the spy, the Minister, looking at him angrily, 
said, ^ Why, this is the servant of the Chevalier de 
Magny, one of her highness's ecpierries ! ’ and with- 
out hearing a word in exculiiation from the poor 
frightened wretch, ordered him into close confine- 
ment. 

Calling for his horse, he then rode to the prince’s 
apartments at the palace, and asked for an instant 
audience. Wlieii aduiittt*d, he produced the emerald. 
‘This jewel,’ said he, ‘has been found on the person 
of a Heidelberg Jew, who has been here repeatedly 
of late, and has had many dealings with her high- 
ness’s equerry, the Chevalier de Magny. This after- 
noon the chevalier’s servant came from his master’s 
lodgings, accompanied by the Hebrew ; was heard to 
make inquiries as to the route the man intended to 
take on his way homewards ; followed him, or pre- 
ceded him rather, and was found in the act of rifling 
his victim by my police in the Kaiserwald. The . 
man will confess nothing ; but, on being searched, a 
large sum in gold was found on his person ; and 
though it is with the utmost pain that I can bring 
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myself to entertain such an opinion, and to implicate 
a gentleman of the character and naibe of Monsieur 
de Magny, I do submit that our duty is to have the 
chevalier examined relative to the affair. As Mon- 
sieur de Magny is in her highness’s private service, 
and ill her confidence, I have heard, I would not 
venture to apprehend him without your highness’s 
permission.’ 

“ The prince’s master of the horse, a friend of the 
old Baron de Magny, who was present at the inter- 
view, no sooner heard the strange intelligence, than 
he hastened away to the old general, with the dread- 
ful news of his grandson’s supposed crime. Perhaps 
his highness himself was not unwilling that his old 
friend and tutor in arms should have the chance of 
saving his family from disgrace ; at all events, Mon- 
sieur de Hengst, the Master of the Horse, was per- 
mitted to go off to the baron undisturbed, and break 
to him the intelligence of the accusation pending over 
the unfortunate chevalier. 

“ It is possible that he expected some such dread- 
ful catastrophe, for, after hearing Hengst’s narrative 
(as the latter afterwards told me), he only said, 

^ Heaven’s will be done ! ’ for some time refused to 
stir a step in the matter, and then only by the solici- 
tation of his friend, was induced to write the letter 
which Maxime de Magny received at our play-table. 

‘^Whilst he was there, squandering the princess’s 
money, a police visit was paid to his apartments, and 
a hundred proofs, not of his guilt with respect to 
the robbery, but of his guilty connection with the 
princess, were discovered there, — tokens of her giv- 
ing, passionate letters from her, copies of his own 
correspondence to his young friends at Paris, — all 
of which the Police Minister perused, and carefully 
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put together under seal for his highness, Prince 
Victor. I have* no doubt he perused them, for, on 
delivering them to the hereditary prince, Geldern 
said that m obedience to his highnesses orders^ he had 
collected the chevalier’s papers; but he need not 
say that, on his honor, he (Geldern) himself had 
never (examined the documents. His difference with 
Messieurs de Magny was known ; he begged his high- 
ness to employ any other official person in the judg- 
ment of the accusation brought against the youlig 
chevalier. 

All these things were going on while the chevalier 
was at play. A run of luck — you had great luck in 
those days, Monsieur de BaliV)ari — was against him. 
He stayed and lost his four thousand ducats. He re- 
ceived his uncle’s note, and, such was the infatuation 
of the wretched gambler, that, on receipt of it, he 
went down to the court-yard, where the horse was in 
waiting, absolutely took the money which the poor 
old gentleman had placed in the saddle-holsters, 
brought it up stairs, played it and lost it ; and when 
he issued from the room to fly, it was too late : he 
was placed in arrest at the bottom of my staircase, as 
you were upon entering your own home. 

‘‘Even when he came in under the charge of the 
soldiery sent to arrest him, the old general, who was 
waiting, was overjoyed to see him, and flung himself 
pito the lad’s armS, and embraced him ; it was said, 
for the first time in many years. ‘ He is here, gentle- 
men,’ he sobbed out, — ‘ thank God he is not guilty of 
the robbery ! ’ and then sank back in a chair in a 
burst of emotion, painful, it was said by thbse present, 
to witness on the part of a man so brave, and known 
to be so cold and stern. 

“ ‘ Robbery I ’ said the young man. ^ I swear before 
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Heaven I am guilty of none ! ’ and a scene of almost 
touching reconciliation passed between them, before 
the unhappy young man was led from the guard-house 
into the prison which he was destined never to quit. 

“ That night the duke looked over the papers which 
Geldern had brought to him. It was at a very early 
stage of the perusal, no doubt, that he gave orders for 
your arrest ; for you were taken at midnight, Magny 
at ten o’clock; after wiiich time the old Baron de 
Magny had seen his highness, protesting of his 
grandson’s innocence, and tlie prince had received 
him most graciously and kindly. His highness said 
he had no doubt the young man was innocent ; his 
birth and his blood rendered such a crime impossible ; 
but suspi('ioii was too strong against him : he was 
known to have been that day closeted with the Jew ; 
to have received a very large sum of money which he 
squandered at play, and of which tlie Hebrew had, 
doubtless, been the lender, — to have despatched his 
servant after him, who inquired the hour of the Jew’s 
departure, lay in wait for him, and rifled him. Sus- 
pieioii was so strong against the chevalic^r, that com 
211011 justice required his arrest; and, meanwhile^ 
until he cleared himself, he should be kept in not dis 
honorable du rancid, and every regard had for his 
name, and the s(*rvices of his honorable grandfather. 
With this assurance, and with a warm grasp of the 
hand, the prince left old General de Magny that 
night ; and the veteran retired to rest, almost console^ 
and confident in Maxime’s eventual and immediate 
release. 

But in the morning, before daybreak, the prince, 
who had been reading papers all night, wildly called 
to the page, who slejit in the next room across the 
door, bade him get horses, which Avere always kept in 
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readiness in the stables, and, flinging a parcel of let- 
ters into a box, told the page to follow him on horse- 
back with these. The young man (Monsieur de 
Weissenborn) told this to a young lady who waS then 
of my household, and who is now Madame de Weis- 
senborn, and a mother of a score of children. 

The page described that never was such a change 
seen as in his august master in the course of that sin- 
gle night. His eyes were bloodshot, his face livid, 
his clothes were hanging loose about him, and he who 
had always made his appearance on parade as pre- 
cisely dressed as any sergeant of his troops, might 
have been seen galloping through the lonely streets 
at early dawn without a hat, his unpowdered hair 
streaming behind him like a madman. 

The page, with the box of papers, clattered after 
his master, — it was no easy task to follow him ; and 
they rode from the palace to the town, and through it 
to the generaPs quarter. The sentinels at the door 
were scared at the strange figure that rushed up to 
the generaPs gate, and, not knowing him, crossed 
bayonets, and refused him admission. ^ Fools, ^ said 
Weissenborn, ‘ it is the prince ! ’ And, jangling at 
the bell as if for an alarm of fire, the door was at 
length opened by the porter, and his highness ran up 
to the generaPs bedchamber, followed by the page 
with the box. 

^ Magny — Magny,’ roared the prince, thundering 
at the closed door, ^ get u^) ! ’ And to the queries of 
the old man from within, answered, ^ It is I — Victor 
— the prince ! — get up ! ' And presently the door 
was opened by the general in his rohe-de-chambre^ and 
the prince entered. The page brought in th^ box, 
and was bidden to wait without, which he did ; but 
there led from Monsieur de Magny ’s bedroom into 
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his ante-chamber two doors, the great one which 
formed the entrance into his room, and a smaller one 
which led, as the fashion is with our houses abroad, 
into tlte closet which communicates with the alcove 
where the bed is. The door of this was found hj M. 
de Weisseiiborn to be open, and the young man was 
thus enabled to hear and see everything which 
occurred within the apartment. 

The general, somewhat nervously, asked what 
was the reason of so early a visit from his highness j 
to whicli the prince did not for a while reply, farther 
than by staring at him rather wildly, alid pacing up 
and down the room. 

At last he said, ‘ Plere is the cause ! ’ dashing his 
fist on the box ; and, as he had forgotten to bring the 
key with him, he went to the door for a moment, say- 
ing, ‘Weisseiiborn perhaps has it;’ but, seeing over 
the stove one of the general’s eoateaux de chasaej he 
took it down, and said, ‘That will do,’ and fell to 
work to burst the red trunk ojien with the blade of 
the forest-knife. The point broke, and he gave an 
oafli, but continued liaggling on with the broken 
blade, which was better suitiul to his purpose than 
the long, pointed knife, and finally succeeded in 
wrenching open the lid of the chest. 

“ ‘ What is the matter ? ’ said he, laughing. 
^ Heu’e ’s the matter ; — read that ! — here ’s more 
matter, read that ! — here ’s more — no, not that ; 
that ’s somebody else’s picture — but here ’s hers ! 
l)o you know tliat, Magny ? My wife’s — the prin- 
cess’s ! Why did you and your cursed race ever come 
out of France, to plant your infernal wickedness 
wherever your feet fell, and to ruin honest German 
homes ? What have you and yours ever had from 
my family but conlidence and kindness ? We gave 
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you a home when you had none^ and here our re- 
ward ! ’ and he flung a parcel of papers down before 
«the old general; who saw the truth at once^ — he 
had known it long before, probably, and sunk down 
on his chair, covering his face. 

The prince went on gesticulating, and shrieking 
almost. ^ If a man injured you so, Magny, before 
you begot the father of that gambling, lying villain 
yonder, you would have known how to revenge ‘your 
self. You would have killed him ! Yes, would have 
killed him. But who ’s to help me to my revenge ? 
I ’ve no equal. I canT meet that dog of a French- 
man, — that i)imp from Versailles, — and kill him, 
as if he had played the traitor to one of his own 
degree.’ 

‘‘‘The blood of Maxime de Magny,’ said the old 
gentleman, proudly, ‘ is as good as that of any prince 
in Christendom.’ 

“ ‘ Can I take it ? ’ cried the prince : ‘you know I 
can’t. I can’t have the ])rivilege of any other gentle- 
man of Eui;ope. What am I to do ? Look here, 
Magny : I was wild when I came here : I did n’t 
know what to do. You Ve served me for thirty 
years ; you ’ve saved my life twice : they are all 
knaves and harlots about my poor old father here — 
no honest men or women — you are the only one — 
you saved my life : tell me what am I to do ? ’ Thus, 
from insulting Monsieur de Magny, the poor dis- 
tracted prince fell to supplicating him ; and, at last, 
fairly flung himself down, and burst out in an agony 
of tears. 

“ Old Magny, one of the most rigid and cold of 
men on common occasions, w’hen he saw this out- 
break of passion on the prince’s part, became, as my 
informant has described to me, as much affected as 
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his master. The old man from being cold and highj 
suddenly fell, as it were, into the whimpering queru- 
lousn^s of extreme old age. He lost all sense of 
dignity : he went down on his knees, and broke out 
into all sorts of wild, incoherent attempts at consola- 
tion ; so much so, that Weissenborn said he could rot 
bear to look at the scene, and actually turned away 
from the contemplation of it. 

But, from what followed in a few days, we may 
guess the results of the long interview. The prince, 
when he came away from the conversation with his 
old servant, forgot his fatal box of papers and sent 
the page back for them. The general was on his 
knees praying in the room when the young man en- 
tered, and only stirred and looked round wildly as 
the other removed the packet. The prince rode away 

to his hunting-lodge at three leagues from X ^ 

and three days after that Maxime de Magny died in 
prison ; having made a confession that he was en- 
gaged in an attempt to rob the Jew, and that he had 
matle away with himself, ashamed of his dishonor. 

But it is not known that it was the geiu^ral him- 
self who took his grandson poison : it was said even 
that he shot linn in the prison. TJiis, however, was 
not the case. General de Magny carried his grandson 
tlie draught which was to carry him out of the world; 
represented to the wretched youth that liis fate was 
inevitable ; that it would be public and disgraceful 
unless he chose to anticipate the punishment, and so 
left him. But it was not of his own accord and not 
until he had used every means of escape, as you shall 
hear, that the unfortunate being’s life was brought to 
an end. 

‘^As for General de Magny, he quite fell into 
imbecility a short time after his nephew’s death,, and 
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my honored duke’s demise. After his highness the 

prince married the Princess Mary of F , as they 

were walking in the English park together they once 
met old Magny riding in the sun in the easy chair, in 
which he was carried commonly abroad after his 
paralytic hts. ^This is my wife, Magny,’ said the 
Prince, affectionately, taking the veteran’s hand : 
Ji.nd he added, turning to his princess, ‘ General de 
Magny saved my life during the Seven Years’ War.’ 

‘ What, you’ve taken her back again?’ said“‘the 
old man. ‘ I wish you ’d send me back my poor 
Maxime.’ He had quite forgottcm the death of the 
poor princess Olivia, and the prince, looking very 
dark indeed, passed away. 

“And now,” said Madame de Liliengarten, “I have 
only one more gloomy story to relate to you — the 
death of the Princess Olivia. It is even more hor- 
rible than the tale I have just told you.” With 
which preface the old lady resumed her narrative. 

“ Tlie kind, weak princess’s fate was hastened, 
if not occasioned, by the cowardice of Magny. He 
found means to communicate with her from his 
prison, and her highness, who was not in open dis- 
grace yet (for the duke, out of regard to the family, 
persisted in charging Magny with only robbery), 
made the most desperate efforts to relieve him, and 
to bribe the jailers to effect his escape. She was so 
wild that she lost all patience and prudence in the 
conduct of any schemes she may have had for 
Magny’s liberation ; for her husband was inexorable, 
and caused the chevalier’s prison to be too strictly 
guarded for escape to be possible. She offered the 
state jewels in pawn to the court banker; who of 
course was obliged to decline the traiistiction. She 
fell down on her knees, it is said, to Geldern, the 
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Police Minister, and offered him Heaven knows what 
as a bribe. Finally, she came screaming to my poor 
dear duke, who, with his age, diseases, and easy 
habits, was quite unfit for scenes of so violent a 
nature; and who, in consequence of the ex(dtement 
created in his august bosom by her frantic violence 
and grief, had a fit in which 1 very nigh lost him. 
That his dear life was brought to an untimely end by 
these trail sa-ctions I h.ive not the slightest doubt ; for 
the Strasbourg pie, of which they said lie died, never, 
I am sure, could have injured him, but for the injury 
which his dear gentle heart received from the unu- 
sual occurrences in which he was forced to take a 
share. 

All her highness’s movements were carefully, 
though not ostensibly, watched by her husband. 
Prince Victor ; who waiting upon liis august father, 
sternly signified to him that if his highness (iny 
duke) should dare to aid the princess in her efforts to 
release Magny, he, Prince Victor, would publicly 
accuse the princess and her paramour of high treason, 
and take measures with the Diet for removing his 
father from the throne, as incapacitated to reign. 
Hence interposition on our part was vain, and Magny 
was left to his fate. 

it came, as you are aware, very suddenly. Gel- 
dern, Police Minister, Hengst, Master of the Horse, 
and the Colonel of the Prince’s guard, waited upon the 
young man in his prison two days after his grandfather 
had visited him there and left behind him the phial 
of poison which the criminal had not the courage to 
use. And Geldern signified to the young man that 
unless he took of his own accord the laurel-water pro- 
vided by tke elder Magny, more violent means of 
death would be instantly employed upon him, and 
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that a file of grenadiers was in waiting in the court- 
yard to despatch him. Seeing this, Magny, with the 
most dreadful self-abasement, after dragging himself 
round the room on his knees from one officer to an- 
other, weeping and screaming with terror, at last des- 
perately drank off the potion, and was a corpse in a 
few minutes. Thus ended this wretched young man. 

His death was made public in the ‘ Court Gazette ’ 
two days after, the paragraph stating that Monsieur 

de M , struck with remorse for having attem^ited 

the murder of the Jew, had put himself to death by 
poison in prison; and a warning was added to all 
young noblemen of the duchy to avoid the dreadful 
sin of gauibliiig, which had been the cause of the 
young man’s ruin, and had brought upon the gray 
hairs of one of the noblest and most honorable of 
the servants of the duke irretrievable sorrow. 

Tlie funeral was conducted with decent privacy, 
the General de Magny attending it. The carriage of 
the two dukes and all the first people of the court 
made their calls upon the general afterwards. He 
attended parade as usual the next day on the Arsenal- 
Place, and Duke Victor, who had been inspecting the 
building, came out of it leaning on the brave old 
warrior’s arm. He was particularly gracious to the 
old man, and told his officers the oft-repeated story 

how at Kosbach, when the X contingent served 

with the troops of the unlucky Soubise; the general 
had thrown himself in the way of a French dragoon 
who was pressing hard upon his highness in the rout, 
had received the blow intended for his master, and 
killed the assailant. And he alluded to the family 
motto of ^ Magny sans tache,^ and said ‘ It ha(i been 
always so with his gallant friend and tu^r in arms.^ 
This speech affected all present very much j with the 
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exception of the old general, who only bowed and did 
not speak: but when ne went home he was heard 
muttering ^Magny sans tache, Magny saus tache!^ 
and was attacked with paralysis that night, from 
which he never more than partially recovered. 

“ The news of Maxiiue’s death had somehow been 
kept from the princess until now : a ^ Gazette ^ even 
being printed without the paragraph containing the 
account of his suicide ; but it was at length, I know 
not how, made known to her. And when she heard 
it, her ladies tell me, she screamed and fell, as if 
struck dead; then sat up wildly and raved like a 
uuidwoman, and was then carried to lier bed, where 
her physician attended her, and where she lay of a 
brain-fever. All this while the prince used to send 
to make inquiries concerning her ; and from his giv^ 
iiig orders that his Castle of Sclilaugenfels should be 
prepared and furnished, I make no doubt it was his 
intention to send lier into confinement thither : as 
had been done with tlie unhappy sister of his Britan- 
nic Majesty at Zell. 

<‘She sent repeatedly to demand an interview with 
his highness ; which the latter declined, saying that 
he would communicate with lier highness when her 
health was sufiiciently recovered. To one of her pas- 
sionate letters he sent back for reply a packet, 
which, when opened, was found to contain the emer- 
ald that had been the cause round wliich all this dark 
intrigue moved. 

“ Her highness at this time became quite frantic ; 
vowed in the presence of all her ladies that one lock of 
her darling Maxiine’s hair was more precious to her 
than all the jewels in the world; rang for her car- 
riage, and said she would go and kiss his tomb ; pro- 
claimed the murdered martyr’s innocence, and called 
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down the punishment of Heaven, the wrath of her 
family, upon his assassin. The prince, on hearing 
these speeches (they were all, of course, regularly 
brought to him), is said to have given one of his 
dreadful looks (which I remember now), and to have 
said, ^ This cannot last much longer.’ 

‘‘All that day and the next the Princess Olivia 
passed in dictating the most passionate letters to the 
prince her father, to the Kings of France, Naples, and 
Spain, her kinsmen, and to all other branches of her 
family, calling upon them in the most incoherent 
terms to protect her against the butcher and assassin 
her husband, assailing his person in the maddest 
terms of reproach, and at the same time confessing her 
love for the murdered Magny. It was in vain that 
those ladies who were faithful to her pointed out to 
her the inutility of these letters, the dangerous folly 
of the confessions which they made ; she insisted 
upon writing them, and used to give them to her 
second robe-woman, a Frenchwoman (her highness 
always affectioned pen-sons of that nation) who had 
the key of her cassette, and carried every one of these 
epistles to Geldern. 

“ With the exception that no public receptions were 
held, the ceremony of the princess’s establishment 
went on as before. Her ladies were allowed to wait 
upon her and perform their usual duties about her 
person. The only men admitted were, however, her 
servants, her physician and chaplain ; and one day 
when she wished to go into the garden, a heyduc, 
who kept the door, intimated to her highness that 
the prince’s orders were that she should keep her 
apartments. • 

“ They abut, as you remember, upon the landing of 
the nvarble staircase of Schloss X ; the entra^Qe 
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to Prince Victor’s suite of rooms being opposite the 
princess’s on the same landing. This space is large, 
filled with sofas and benches, and the gentlemen and 
officers who waited upon the duke used to make a sort 
of ante-chamber of the landing-place, and pay their 
court to his highness there, as he passed out, at 
eleven o’clock, to parade. At such a time, the hey- 
ducks witliin the princess’s suite of rooms used to turn 
out with their halberts and i)resent to Prince Victor 
— the same ceremony being performed on his own 
side, when pagers came out and announced the ap- 
pi'oacli of his highness. The pages used to come out 
and say, ‘ The i)rince, gentlemen ! ’ and the drums 
beat in the hall, and tlie gentlemen rose, who were 
waiting on the benches that ran along the balustrade. 

“ As if fate impelled her to her death, one day the 
princess, as licii* guards turned out, and she was aware 
that the prince was standing, as was his wont, on the 
lauding, conversing with his gentlemen (in the old 
days he used to cross to the x>rincess’s apartment and 
kiss her hand) — tlie xn-incess, who had been anxious 
all the morning, comxdaining of heat, insisting that 
all the doors of the ax^^artments should be left open ; 
and giving tokens of an insanity which I think was 
now evident, rushed wildly at the doors when the 
guards x^assed out, flung them ox^en, and before a word 
could be said, or her ladies could follow her, was in 
XJreseiice of Duke Victor, who was talking as usual on 
the landing: placing herself between him and the 
stair, she began ax^ostroxihizing him with frantic 
vehemence . — 

^ Take notice, gentlemen ! ’ she screamed out, ^that 
this man is a murderer and a liar ; that he lays x)l<*ts 
for honorable gentlemen, and kills them in x)rison ! 
Take notice, that I too am in prison, and fear the 
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same fate : the same butcher who killed Maxi me de 
Magny, may, any night, put the knife to my throat. 
I appeal to you, and to all the kings of Eurojje, my 
royal kinsmen. 1 demand to be set free from this 
tyrant and villain, this liar and traitor ! I adjure you 
all, as gentlemen of honor, to carry these letters to 
my relatives, and say from whom you had them ! ’ 
and with this the unhappy lady began scattering 
letters about among the astonished crowd. 

Let no man stoop ! ^ cried the prince, in a vbice 
of thunder. ^Madame de Gleim, you should have 
watched your patient better. Call tlie princess’s 
physicians : her highness’s brain is aft‘e(‘ted. Gentle- 
men, have the goodness to retire.’ And the prince 
stood on the landing as the gentlemen went do^n the 
stairs, saying fiercely to the guard, ^Soldier, if she 
moves, strike with your halbert ! ’ on which the man 
brought the ])oint of his weapon to the princess’s 
breast ; and the lady, frightened, shrank back and re- 
entered her apartments. ^ hTow, Monsieur de Weis- 
senborn,’ said tin* prince, ^])ick up all those papers;’ 
and the prin(*e went into his own apartments, pre- 
ceded by his i)ages, and never quitted them until he 
liad seen every one of the ]>apers burned. 

The next day the ^ Court Gazette ’ contained a 
bulletin signed by the three physicians, stating that 
/Her highness the hereditary princess labored under 
inflammation of tlie brain, and had passed a restless 
and disturbed night.’ Simihir notices were issued day 
after day. The servict's of all her ladies, except two, 
were dispensc'd with. Guards were placed within and 
without her doors ; lier windows were secured, so 
that escape from them was impossible : and jcra know 
what took place ten days after. The church-bells 
were ringing all night, and the prayers of the faithful 
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asked for a person in extremis. A ^ Gazette ’ appeared 
in tlie morning, edged with black, and stating that 
thp high and mighty Princess Olivia Maria Ferdi- 
naiula, consort of His Serene Highness Victor Louis 

Emanuel, Hereditary Prince of X had died in the 

evening of the 24th of January, 1769. 

But do you know how she died, sir ? That, too, is 
a mystery. Weissenborn, the page, was concerned in 
this dark tragedy ; and the secret was so dreadful, 
that never, believe me, till Prince Victor^s death did 
I reveal it. 

After the fatal escla/ndre which the j)rincess had 
made, the prince sent for Weissenborn, and binding 
him by the most solemn adjuration to secrecy (he 
only bijoke it to his wife many years after : indeed 
there is no secret in the world that women cannot 
know if they will), despatched him on the following 
mysterious commission. 

There lives,’ said his highness, ‘on the Kehl 
side of the riv(‘r, opposite to Strasbourg, a man whose 
residence you will easily hnd out from his name, 
which is Monsieur de Strusbourfj. You will make 
your inquiries concerning him quietly, and without 
occasioning any remark ; perha[)S you had better go 
into Strasbourg for the purpose, where the person 
IS quite well known. You will take with you any 
comrade on whom you can perfectly rely ; the lives of 
both, remember, depend on your secrecy. You will find 
out some period when Monsieur de Strasbourg is alone, 
or only in company of the domestic who lives with 
him (I myself visited the man by accident on my 
return from Paris five years since, and hence am in- 
duced th send for him now, in my present emergency). 
You will have your carriage waiting at his door at 
night j and you and your comrade will enter his 
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bouse masked; and present him with a purse of a 
hundred louis ; promising him double that sum on his 
return from his expedition. If he refuse, you must 
use force and bring him; menacing him with instant 
death should he decline to follow you. You will 
place him in the carriage with the blinds drawn, one 
or other of you never losing sight of him the whole 
way, and threatening him with death if he discover 
himself or cry out. You will lodge him in the old 
Tower here, wliere a room shall be prepared for him ; 
and his work being done, you will restore him to his 
home in the same speed and secrecy with which you 
brought him from it.’ 

Such were the mysterious orders Prince Victor 
gave his page ; and Wcnssenborn, selecting for his 
comrade in the expedition Lieutenant Bartenstein, set 
out on his strange journey. 

All this while the palace was hushed, as if in 
mourning; the bulletins in the ^ Court (razette ’ ap- 
ptiared, aiinonneang tlie continuance of the princess’s 
malady; and though she had but few attendants, 
strange and circumstantial stories were told regard- 
ing the progress of hen* complaint. She was quite 
wild. She liad tried to kill herself. She liad fancied 
herself to be I don’t know how many different charac- 
ters. Expresses were smit to her family informing 
thejn of h(‘r state, and coui-iers despatched to 

Vi(‘nna and Paris to j)rocure the attendance of physi- 
cians skilhMl in treating diseases of the brain. That 
pretended anxiety was all a feint: it was never in- 
tended that the primness should recover. 

‘‘ The (lay on which Weissenborn and Bartenstein 
returned from their exi)edition, it was announ<?ed that 
her highness the princess was much worse ; that night 
the report through the. town was that she was at the 
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agony : and that night the unfortunate creature was 
endeavoring to make her escape. 

‘^She had unlimited confidence in the French cham- 
ber-woman who attended her, and between her and 
this woman the plan of escape was arranged. The 
princess took her jewels in a casket; a ];rivate door, 
opening from one of her rooms and leading into tlK‘ 
outer gate, it was said, of the palace, was dis(U)vered 
for her : and a letter was brought to lun*, purporting 
to be from the duke her fatlier-iii-law, and stating that 
a carriage and horses had been provided, and would 

take her to B : the territory wherc^ she might 

communicate with her family and be saf(\ 

The unhappy lady, confiding in h(;r guardian, set 
out on the expedition. The passages wound through 
the walls of the modern part of the [)alacc and abutted 
in effect at the old Owl Tower, as it was called, on The 
outer wall : the tower was pulled down after wai‘ds, and 
for good reason. 

At a certain place the candle, which the chamber- 
woman was carrying, went out ; and the princess 
would have screamed with terror, but lier hand was 
seized, and a voice cried, ^ Hush ! ’ The next minute 
a rnan in a mask (it was the duke hims(df) rushed for- 
ward, gagged her with a handkerchief, her hands and 
legs were bound, and she was carried swooning with 
terror into a vaulted room, where she was placed by a 
jK.TSon there waiting, and tied in an arm-cluiir. 'J'he 
same mask who had gagged her, came and bared her 
neck and said, ^It had best be done now she has 
fainted.^ 

‘^Perhaps it would have been as well; for though 
she recovered from her swoon, and her confessor, wlio 
was present, came forward and endeavored to j)repare 
her for the awful deed which was about to be done 
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upon lier, and for the state into A^ich she was about 
to enter, when she came to herself it was only to 
scream like a maniac, to curse the duke as a butcher 
and tyrant, and to calhupon Magny, her dear Magny. 

At this the duke said, quite calmly, ^ May God 
have mercy on her sinful soul ! ’ He, the confessor, 
and Geldern, who were present, went down on their 
knees ; and, as his highness dropped his handker- 
chief, Weissenborn fell down in a fainting fit j while 
Moiidtur de Strasbourg^ taking the back hair in his 
hand, separated tlie shrieking head of Olivia from 
the miserable, sinful body. May Heaven have mercy 
upon her soul ! ’’ 

This was the story told by Madame de LiliengaPrten, 
and the reader will have no difficulty in drawing from 
it tliat part whicdi affected myself and my umde ; who, 
after six weeks of arrest, were set at liberty, but with 
orders to quit the duchy iiuniediately : indeed, with an 
escort of dragoons to conduct us to the frontier. 
What prop(U’ty we had we were allowed to sell and 
realize in money ; but none of our play debts were 
paid to us : and all my hopes of the Countess Ida 
were thus at an end. 

When Duke Victor came to the throne, which he did 
when, six months after, apoplexy carried off the old 

sovereign his father, all the good old usages of X 

were given u}), — play forbidden ; the opera and ballet 
sent to the right-about ; and the regiments which the 
old duke had sold recalled from their foreign service : 
with them came my countess’s beggarly cousin the 
ensign, and he married her. I don’t know whether 
they were happy or not. It is certain that a ^ woman 
of such a poor spirit did not merit any very high 
degree of pleasure. 
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The now reignifg Duke of X himself married 

four years after his fiist wife’s demise, and Geldern, 
though no longer Police Minister, built the grand 
house of which Madame de Liliengarten spoke. What 
became of the minor actors in the great tragedy, who 
knows ? Only Monsieur de Strasbourg was restored 
to his duties. Of the rest, — the Jew, the chamber- 
woman, the spy on Magny, I know nothing. Those 
sharp tools with w hich ^’reat people cut out their en- 
terprises are generally broken in the using : nor did I 
ever hear that their employers had much regard for 
them in their ruin. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

I CONTINUE MY CAREER AS A MAN OF FASHION. 

I FIND I have already filled up many scores^ of 
pages, and yet a vast deal of tlie most iiit(?resting 
portion of my history remains to be told, viz. that 
which describes my sojourn in the kingdoms of Eng- 
land and Ireland, and the great part 1 played there ; 
moving among the most illustrious of the land, my- 
self not the least distinguished of the brilliant circle. 
In order to give due justice to this portion of my 
memoirs, then, — which is more important than my 
foreign adventures can be (though I could fill volumes 
with interesting descri^^tions of the latter), — I shall 
cut short the account of my travels in Europe, and 
of my success at the Continental Courts, in order to 
speak of what befell me at home. Suffice it to say 
that there is not a capital in Europe, except the beg- 
garly one of Perlin, where the young Clievalier de 
Balibari was not known and admir(‘d ; and where he 
has not made the brave; the higli-born, and the beau- 
tiful, talk of him. I won eighty thousiiud roubles 
from Potemkin at the Winter Ihilace at Petersburg, 
which the scoundrelly favorite never paid me ; I 
have had the honor of seeing his Royal Highness the 
Chevalier Charles Edward as drunk as any porter at 
Rome ; my uncle played several matches at billiard^ 
against the celebrated Lord C at Spa, and I prom- 

ise you did not come oil a loser. In fact, by a neat 
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stratagem of ours, we raised the laugh against his 
lordship, and something a great deal more substantial. 
My lord did not know that the Chevalier Barry had a 
useless eye ; and when, one day, my uncle playfully 
bet him odds at billiards that he would play him 
with a patch over one eye, the noble lord, thinking 
to bite us (he was one of the most desperate gamblers 
that ever lived), accepted the bet, and we won a very 
considerable amount of him. 

Nor need I mention my successes among the fairer 
portion of the creation. One of the most accom- 
plished, the tallest, the most athletic, and the hand- 
somest gentlemen of Europe, as 1 was then, a young 
fellow of my figure could not fail of having advan- 
tages, which a person of my st)irit knew very well 
how to use. But u[)on these subjects I am dumb. 
Charming Schuvaloff, black-eyed Sczotarska, dark 
Valdez, tender Hegenheim, brilliant Langeac ! — ye 
gentle hearts that knew how to beat in old times for 
the warm young Irish gentleman, where are ye now ? 
Though my hair has grown gray now, and my sight 
dim, and my heart cold with years, and ennui, and 
disappointment, and the treachery of friends, yet I 
have but to lean back in my arm-chair and think, and 
those sweet figures come rising up before me out of 
the past, with their smiles and tludr kindnesses, and 
their bright tender eyes ! There are no women like 
them now — no manners like theirs ! Look you at a 
bevy of women at the prince’s stit(died up in tight 
white satin sacks, with their waists under their arms, 
and compare them to the graceful figures of the old 
time ! Why, when I danced with Coralie de Langeac 
i^t the fetes on the birth of the first dauphin at Ver- 
sailles, her hoop was eighteen feet in circumference, 
and the heels of her lovely little mules were three 
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inches from the ground ; the lace of my jahot was 
worth a thousand crowns, and the buttons of my 
amaranth velvet coat alone cost eighty thousand 
livres. Look at the difference now ! The gentlemen 
are dressed like boxers, quakers, or hackney-coach- 
meii ; and the ladies are not dressed at all. There 
is no elegance, no refinement; none of the chivalry 
of the old world, of which I form a portion. Think 
of the fashion of London being led by a Br-inm-1 ! ^ a 
nobody’s son : a low creature who can no more dance 
a minuet than I can talk Cherokee ; who cannot even 
crack a bottle like a gentleman ; who never showed 
himself to be a man with his sword in his hand ; as 
we used to approve ourselves in the good old times, 
before that vulgar Corsican upset the gentry of the 
world ! Ch, to see the Valdez once again, as on that 
day I met her first driving in state, with her eight 
mules and her retinue of gentlemen, by the side of 
yellow Man(;aiiares ! Oh, for another drive with 
Hegenheim, in ‘ the gilded sledge, over the Saxon 
snow ! False as Schuvaloff was, ’t was better to be 
jilted by her than to be adored by any other woman. 
I can’t think of any one of them without tenderness. 
I have ringlets of all their hair in my poor little 
museum of recollections. Do you keep mine, you 
dear souls that survive the turmoils and troubles 
of near lialf a hundred years ? How changed its 
color is now, sinc(‘. the day Sczotarska wore it round 
her neck, after my duel with Count Bjernaski, at 
Warsaw ! ^ 

I never kept any beggarly books of accounts in. 
those days. I had no debts. I paid royally for 
everything I took ; and I took everything I wanted.^ 

1 This manuscript must have been written at the time when Mr 
Brummel was the leader of the London fashion. 
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My income must have been very large. My enter- 
tainments and equipages were those of a gentleman 
of the highest distinction : nor let any scoundrel pre- 
sume to sneer because I carried off and married my 
Lady Lyndon (as you shall presently hear^, and call 
me an adventurer, or say I was penniless, or the 
match unequal. Penniless ! I had the wealth of 
Europe at my command. Adventurer ! So is a meri- 
torious lawyer or a ga''lant soldier; so is every man 
who makes his own fortune an adventurer. My ])ro- 
fession was play: in which T was then unrivalhul. 
No man could play with me through Europii, on the 
square; and my income was just as certain (during 
health and the exercise of my profession) as tliat of 
a man who draws on his Three-per-cents, or any fat 
squire whose acres bring him revenue. Harvest is 
not more certain than the effect of skill is : a crop is 
a chance, as much as a game of cards greatly played 
by a fine jilayer : there may be a drought, or a frost, 
or a hail-storm, and your stake is lost ; but one man 
is just as much an adventurer as another. 

In evoking the recollection of these kind and fair 
creatures I have nothing but jileasure. I would I 
could say as much of the memory of another lady, 
who will henceforth play a considerable part in the 
drama of my life, — 1 mean the Countess of Lyndon ; 
whose fatal acquaintance I made at Spa, very soon 
after the events described in the last chapter had 
caused me to quit Germany. 

Honoria, Countess of Lyndon, Visc^ntess Bulling- 
don in England, Baroness Castle Lyndon of the 
Kingdom of Ireland, was so well known to the great 
world in her day, that I have little need to enter into 
her family history ; which is to be had in any Peer- 
age that the reader may lay his hand on. She was, as 
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I need not say, a countess, viscountess, and baroness 
in her own right. Her estates in Devon and Corn- 
wall were among the most extensive in those parts ; 
her Irish possessions not less magnificent; and they 
have been, alluded to, in a very early part of these 
memoirs, as lying near to my own paternal property 
in the Kingdom of Ireland : indeed, unjust confisca- 
tions in the time of Elizabeth and her father went to 
diminish my acres, while they added to the already 
vast possessions of the Lyndon family. 

The countess, when I first saw her at the assembly 
at Spa, was the wife of her cousin the Eight Hon. Sir 
Charles Eeginald Lyndon, Knight of the Bath, and 
Minister to George IJ . and George III. at several of 
the smaller courts of Europe. Sir Charles Lyndon 
was celebrated as a wit and hon vivant : he could 
write love-verses against Hanbury Williams, and 
make jokes with George Selwyn; he was a man of 
vertu, like Horry Walpole, with whom and Mr. Grey 
he had made a ])art of the grand tour ; and was cited, 
in a word, as one of the most elegant and accom- 
plished men of his time. 

I made this gentleman’s acquaintance as usual at 
the play-table, of which he was a constant frequenter. 
Indeed, one could not but admire the spirit and gal- 
lantry with which he pursued his favorite pastime ; 
for, though worn out by gout and a myriad of dis- 
eases, a cripple wheehnl about in a chair, and suffer- 
ing pangs of agony, yet you would see him every 
morning and ^ery evening at his post behind the 
delightful green cloth: and if, as it would often hap- 
pen, his own hands were too feeble or inflamed to 
hold the box, he would call the mains, nevertheless, 
and have his valet or a friend to throw for him. I 
like this courageous spirit in a man : the greatest 
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successes in life have been won by such indomitable 
perseverance. 

I was by this time one of the best-known characters 
in Europe ; and the fame of my exploits, my duels, 
my courage at play, would biing crowds ajL’ound me 
in any public society where I appeared. I could 
show reams of scented paper, to prove that this eager- 
ness to make my acquaintance was not (‘onfined to 
the gentlemen only ; but that I hate boasting, and 
only talk of myself in so far as it is necessary to 
relate myself’s adventures, the most singular of any 
man’s in Europe. Well, Sir Charles Lyndon’s first 
acquaintance with me originated in the right lionor- 
able knight’s winning seven hundred pieces of me at 
piquet (for which he was almost my match) ; and I 
lost them with much good humor, and paid them : 
and paid them, you may be sure, ])Linctiially. Indeed, 
I will say this for myself, that losing money at play 
never in the least put me out of good humor with the 
winner, and that wherever I found a superior, I was 
always ready to acknowledge and hail him. 

Lyndon was very x)roud of winning from so cele- 
brated a person, and we contracted a kind of inti- 
macy ; which, however, did not for a while go beyond 
pump-room attentions, and conversations over the 
supper-table at play : but which gradually increased, 
until I was admitted into his more private friendshi]). 
He was a very fre.e-s])oken man (the gentry of those 
days were much prouder than at present), and used 
to say to me in his haughty, easy fray, ^^Hang it, 
Mr. Barry, you have no more manners than a barber, 
and I think my black footman has been better edu- 
cated than you ; but you are a young fellow of origi- 
nality and pluck, and I like you, sir, because you 
seem determined to go to the deuce by a way of youi 
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own.’’ I would thank him laughingly for this com- 
pliment, and say, that as he was- bound to the next 
world much sooner than I was, I would be obliged to 
him to get comfortable quarters arranged there for 
me. He used also to be immensely amused with my 
stories about the splendor of my family and the mag- 
nificence of Castle Brady : he would never tire of 
listening or laughing at those histories. 

“ Stick to the trumps, however, my lad,” he would 
say, when I told him of my misfortunes in the con- 
jugal line, and how near I had been winning the 
greatest fortune in Germany. Do anything but 
marry, my artless Irish rustic ” (he called me by a 
multiplicity of queer names). Cultivate your great 
talents in the gambling line ; but mind this, that a 
woman will beat you.” 

That I denied ; mentioning several instances in 
which I had conquered tlie most intractable tempers 
among the sex. 

They will beat you in the long run, my Tipperary 
Alcibiades. As soon as you are married, take my 
word of it, you are conquered. Look at me. I mar- 
ried my cousin, the noblest and greatest heiress in 
England — married her in spite of herself almost” 
(here a dark shade passed over Sir Charles Lyndon’s 
countenance). ^^Slie is a weak woman. You shall 
see her, sir, hoiv weak she is ; but she is my mistress. 
She has imbittered my whole life. She is a fool ; 
but she has got the better of one of the best heads in 
Christendom. She is enormously rich; but somehow 
I have never been so poor as since I married her. I 
thought to better myself ; and she h^s made me mis- 
erable, and killed me. And she will do as much for 
my successor, when I am gone.” 

Has her ladyship a very large income ? ” said L 
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At, which Sir Charles' burst out into a yelling laugh, 
and made me blush not a little at my gaurheyie ; for 
the f^t is, seeing him in the condition in which lie 
was, I could not help speculating upon the chance a 
man of spirit might have with his wido\v. 

ISTo, no ! ” said he, laughing. Waugh hawk, Wr. 
Barry ; don’t think, if you value your peace of mind, 
to stand in my shoes when they are vacant. Besides, 
I don’t think my Lady Lyndon would quite condescend 
to marry a — ” 

“Marry a what, sir ? ” said I, in a rage. 

“ Never mind what : but the man who gets her 
will rue it, take my word on ’t. A plague on her ! 
had it not been for my father’s ambition and mine 
(he was her uncle and guardian, and we would n’t 
let such a prize out of the family), I might have died 
peaceably, at least ; carried my gout down to my 
grave in quiet, lived in my modest tenement in May 
Fair, had every house in England open to me,; and 
now, now I have six of my own, and every one of 
them is a hell to me. Beware of greatn(\ss, Mr. 
Barry. Take warning by me. Ever sim^.e 1 have 
been married and have been rich, I have been the 
most miserable wretcdi in the world. Look at me. 
I am dying a worn-out cri[)j)le at the age of fifty. 
Marriage has added forty* years to my lif(^ Wlien 
I took off Lady Lyndon, there was no man of my 
years avIio looked so young as myself. Fool that I 
was ! I had enough with my pensions, perfect free- 
dom, the best society in Eurojie ; and I gave u]) all 
these, and niariued, and was miserable. Take a warn- 
ing by me, CayitctSn Barry, and stick to the trumps.” 

Though my intimacy with the kniglit was con- 
siderable, .for a long time T nev(u* penetrated into any 
other apartments of his hotel but those which he him 
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self occupied. His lady lived entirely apart from 
him ; and it is only curious how they came to travel 
together at all. She was a goddaughter of old Mary 
Wortley Montagu ; and, like that famous old woman 
of the last century, made considerable pretensions to 
be a blue-stocking and a bel esprit. Lady Lyndon 
wrote poems in English and Italian, which still may 
be read by the curious in the pages of the magazines 
of the day. She entertained a correspondence with 
several of the European savans upon history, science, 
and ancient languages and especially theology. Her 
pleasure was to dispute controversial points with 
abb^s and bishops ; and her flatterers said she rivalled 
Madame Dacier in learning. Every adventurer who 
had a discovery in chemistry, a neAv antique bust, or 
a plan for discovering the philosopher’s stone, was 
sure to find a patroness in her. She had numberless 
works dedicated to her, and sonnets without end ad- 
dressed to her by all the poetasters of Europe, under 
the name of Lindonira or Calista. Her rooms were 
crowded with hideous Cliina magots, and all sorts of 
objects of vert a. 

No woman piqued herself more upon her principles, 
or allowed love to be made to her more profusely. 
There was a habit of courtship practistnl by the fine 
gentlemen of those days, 'which is little understood 
in our coarse, downright times ; and young and old 
fellows woTild pour out floods of compliments in let- 
ters and madrigals, such as would make a sober lady 
stare were they addressed to her now-a-days : so en- 
tirely has the gallantry of the last century disap- 
peared out of our manners. • 

Lady Lyndon moved about with a little coijirt of 
her own. • She had half a dozen carriages in her pro- 
gresses. In her own she would travel with her com- 
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panion (some shabby lady of quality), her birds, and 
poodles, and the favorite savant for the time being. In 
another would be her female secretary and her wait* 
ing-women ; who, in spite of their care, never could 
make their mistress look much better than a slattern. 
Sir Charles Lyndon had his own chariot, and the do- 
mestics of the establishment would follow in other 
vehicles. 

Also must be mentioned the carriage in which rode 
lier ladyship’s chaplain, Mr. Runt, who acted in capac- 
ity of governor to her son, the little Viscount Bulling- 
(lon, — a melancholy, deserted little boy, about whom 
his father was more than indifferent, and whom his 
mother never saw, except for two minutes at her levee, 
when she would put to liim a few questions of history 
or Latin grammar; after which he was consigned to 
his own amusements, or the care of his governor, for 
the rest of the day. 

The notion of such a Minerva as this, whom I saw 
in the public places now and then, surrounded by 
swarms of needy abbes and schoolmasters, who flat- 
tered her, frightened me for some time, and I had not 
the least desire to make her acquaintance. I had no 
desire to be one of the beggarly adorers in the great 
lady’s train, — fellows half friend, half lackey, who 
made verses, and wrote letters, and ran errands, con- 
tent to be ijaid by a seat in her ladyship’s, box at the 
comedy, or a cover at her dinner-table at noon. Don’t 
be afraid,” Sir Charles Lyndon would say, whose great 
subject of conversation and abuse was his lady : “ my 
Lindonira will have nothing to do with you. She 
likes the Tuscan brogue, not that of Kerry. She says 
you sip ell too much of the stable to be admitted to 
ladies’ society ; and last Sunday fortnight, when she 
did me the honor to speak to me last, said, ‘ 1 wonder, 
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Sir Charles Lyndon, a gentleman who has been the 
king’s ambassador can demean himself by gambling 
and boozing with low Irish blacklegs ! ’ Don’t fly in 
a fury ! I ’m a cripple, and it was Lindonira said it, 
not I.” 

This piqued me, and I resolved to become acquainted 
with Lady Lyndon ; if it were but to show her lady- 
ship that the descendant of those Barrys, whose prop- 
erty she unjustly held, was not an unworthy companion 
for any lady, were she ever so high. Besides, my 
friend the knight was dying : his widow would be the 
richest prize in the three kingdoms. Why should I 
not win her, and, with her, the means of making in 
the world that figure which my genius and inclination 
desired ? I felt 1 was equal in blood and breeding to 
any Lyndon in Christendom, and determined to bend 
this haughty lady. When I determine, I look upon 
the thing as done. 

My uncle and I talked the matter over, and speedily 
settled upon a method for making our approaches upon 
this stately lady of Castle Lyndon. Mr. Runt, young 
Lord Bullingdon’s governor, was fond of pleasure, of 
a glass of Rhenish in the garden-houses in the sum- 
mer evenings, and of a sly throw of the dice when the 
occasion offered ; and I took care to make friends with 
this person, who, being a college tutor and an English- 
man, was ready to go on his knees to any one who re-, 
sembled a man of fashion. Seeing me with my retinue 
of servants, my vis-a-vis and chariots, iny valets, my 
hussar, and horses, dressed in gold, and velvet, and 
sables, saluting the greatest people in Europe as we 
met on the course, or at the Spas, Runt was dazzled 
by my advances, and was mine by a beckoning pf the 
finger. I shall never forget the poor wretch’s aston- 
ishment when I asked him to dine, with two counts, 
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off gold plate, at the little room in tli(3 casino : he was 
made happy by being allowed to win a few pieces of 
us, became exceedingly tipsy, sung Canibridge songs, 
and recreated the company by telling us, in his horrid 
Yorkshire French, stories about the gyps, ;ind all the 
lords that had ever been in his college. I encouraged 
him to come and see me oftener and bring with him 
his little viscount; for whom, though the boy always 
detested me, I took care to have a good sto(‘k of sweet- 
meats, toys, and picture-books when he came. 

I then began to enter into a controversy with Mr. 
Eimt, and confided to him some doubts wliich 1 liad, 
and a very, very earnest leaning towards the Church 
of Kome. I made a certain abbe whom 1 knew, write 
me letters upon transubstantiation, (dc., whicli the hon- 
est tutor was rather puzzled to answer. I knew that 
they would be communicated to his lady, as they were; 
for, asking leave to attend the English service which 
was celebrated in her apartments, and freepumted by 
the best English then at the Spa, on the second Sun- 
day she condescended to look at me : on the third she 
was pleased to reply to my profound bow, by a curtsy; 
the next ^day I followed up the acquaintance by an- 
other obeisance in the public walk ; and, to make a 
long story short, her ladyship and I were in full cor- 
respondence on transubstantiation before six weeks 
were over. My lady came to the aid of her chaplain; 
and then I began to see the prodigious weight of his 
arguments : as was to be expected. The progress of 
this harmless little intrigue need not be detailed. I 
make no doubt every one of iny readers has practised 
similar stratagems when a fair lady was in the case. 

I shall never forgefthe astonishment of Sir Oliarles 
Lyndon when, on one summer evening, as he was 
Issuing out to the play-table in his sedan-cliair, accord* 
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ing to his wont, her ladyship’s barouche and four, 
with her outriders in the tawny livery of the Lyndon 
family, came driving into the court-yard of the house 
which they inhabited; and in that carriage, by her 
ladyshi])’s side, sat no other than the vulgar Irish 
adventurer,” as she was pleased to call him : I mean 
Kedmond Barry, Esquire. He made the most courtly 
of his bows, and grinned and waved his hat in as 
graceful a manner as the gout permitted : and her 
ladyship and I readied to the salutation with the ut- 
most politeness and elegance on our parts. 

I could not go to the play-table for some time 
afterwards, for Lady Lyndon and I had an argument 
on transubstantiation, which lasted for three hours ; 
in which she was, as usual, victorious and in which 
her companion, the Honorable Miss Flint Skinner, 
fell asleep ; but when, at last, I joined Sir Charles at 
the casino, he received me with a yell of laughter, as 
his wont was, and introduced me to all the company 
as Lady Lyndon’s' interesting young convert. ' This 
was his way. He laughed and sneered at everything. 
He laughed when he was in a paroxysm of pain ; he 
laughed when he won money, or when he lost it : his 
laugh was not jovial or agreeable, but rather painful 
and sardonic. 

^‘Gentlemen,” said he to Punter, Colonel Loder, 
Count du Carreau, and several jovial fellows with 
whom he used to discuss a flask of chani])agne and a 
Rhenish trout or two after play, see this amiable 
youth ! He has been troubled by religious scruples, 
and has flown for refuge to my chaplain, Mr. Runt, 
who has asked for advice from my wife. Lady Lyn- 
don ; and, between them both, they are confirming 
my ingenious young friend in his faith. Did you ever 
hear of such doctors, and such a disciple ? ” 
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’Faith, sir,” said I, “ if I want to learn good 
principles, it ’s surely better I should apply for them 
to your Lady and your chaplain than to you ! ” 

“ He wants to step into my shoes ! ” continued the 
knight. 

The man would be happy who did so,” responded 
T, provided there were no chalk-stones imduded ! ” 
At which reply Sir Charles was not very well pleased, 
and went on with increased rancor. He was always 
free-spoken in his cups ; and to say the truth, he was 
in his cups many more times in a week than his 
doctors allowed. 

“ Is it not a pleasure, gentlemen,” said he, for 
me, as I am drawing near the goal, to find my home 
such a happy one ; my wife so fond of me, that she 
is even now thinking of appointing a successor ? (I 
don’t mean you precisely, Mr, Barry ; you are only 
taking your chance with a score of others whom I 
could mention.) Is n’t it a comfort to see her, like a 
prudent housewife, getting everything ready for her 
husband’s departure ! ” 

I hope you are not thinking of leaving us soon, 
knight ? ” said I, with ])erfect sincerity ; for I liked 
him, as a most amusing companion. 

Not so soon, my dear, as you may fancy, per- 
haps,” continued he. ‘‘Why, man, I have been given 
over anytime these four years ; and there was always 
a candidate or two waiting to apply for the situa- 
tion, Who knows how long I may keep you wait- 
ing ? ” and he did keep me waiting some little time 
longer than at that period there was any reason to 
suspect. 

As 1 declared myself pretty openly, according to 
my usual way, and authors are accustojn(‘d to describe 
the persons of the ladies with whom their heroes faL 
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in love; in compliance with this fashion, I perhaps 
should say a word or two respecting the charms of 
my Lady Lyndon. But though T celebrated them in 
many copies of verses, of my own and other persons^ 
writing; and though I filled reams of paper in tl^e, 
passionate style of those days with compliments to 
every one of her beauties and smiles, in which I com* 
pared her to every flower, goddess, or famous heroine, 
ever heard of ; truth compels me to say, that -•there 
was nothing divine about her at all. She was very 
well ; but no more. Her shape was fine, her hair 
dark, her eyes good, and exceedingly active ; she loved 
singing, but performed it as so great a lady should, 
very much oxit of tune. She had a smattering of half 
a dozen modern languages, and, as I have said before, 
of many more sciences than I even knew the name 
of. She piqued herself on knowing Greek and Latin; 
but the truth is, that Mr. Runt used to supply hear 
with the quotations which she introduced into her 
voluminous correspondence. She had as much loT0 
of admiration, as strong, uneasy a vanity, and as 
little heart, as any woman I ever knew. Otherwise, v 
when her son, Lord Bullingdon, on account of hi» 
difierences witli me, ran — but that matter shall be 
told in its proper time. Finally, my Lady Lyndon 
was about a year older than myself ; though, o< 
course, she would take her Bible oath that she wa# 
three years younger. 

Few men are so honest as I am ; for few will own 
to their real motives, and I don^t care a button about 
confessing mine. What Sir Charles Lyndon said was 
perfectly true. I made the acquaintance of Lady 
Lyndon with ulterior views. <‘Sir,’^ said 1 to him, 
when, after the scene described and the jokes he 
made upon me, we met alone, ^Get those laugh that 
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win. You Were very pleasant upon me a few nights 
since, and on my intentions regarding your lady. 
Well, if they are what you think they are, — if I do 
wish to step into your shoes, what then ? I have no 
other intentions than you had yourself. I dl be 
sworn to muster just as much regard for my Lady 
Lyndon as you ever showed her ; and if I win her 
and wear her when you are dead and gone, corhleuy 
knight, do you think it will be the fgar of your ghost 
will deter me ? 

Lyndon laughed as usual; but somewhat discon- 
certedly : indeed I had clearly the best of him in the 
argument, and had just as much right to hunt my 
fortune as he had. 

But one day he said, If you marry such a woman 
as my Lady Lyndon, mark my words, you will regret 
it. You will pine after the liberty you once enjoyed. 
By George ! Captain Barry,^’ he added with a sigh, 
^^the thing I regret most in life — perhaps it is be- 
cause I am old, blase^ and dying — is, that I never 
liad a virtuous attachment.” 

^‘Ha! ha! a milkinaid^s daughter!” said I, laugh- 
ing at the absurdity. 

Well, why not a milkmaid^s daughter ? My good 
fellow, I IV as in love in youth, as most gentlemen are, 
with my tutor’s daughter, Hehma, a bouncing girl ; of 
course older than myself.” (This made me remem- 
ber my own little love-passages with Kora Bi'ady in 
the days of my early life), “and do you know, sir, 1 
heartily regret I did n’t marry her ? There ^s nothing 
like having a virtuous drudge at home, sir; depend 
upon that. It gives a zest to one^s enjoyments in 
the werld, take my word for it. No man of sense 
need restrict himself, or deny himself a single amusC' 
ment for his wife’s sake : on the contrary, if he select 
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the animal properly, he will choose such a one as 
shall be no bar to his pleasure, but a comfort in his 
hours of annoyance. For instance, I have got the 
gout : who tends me ? A hired valet, who robs me 
whenever he has the power. My wife never comes 
near me. What friend have I ? None in the wide 
world. Men of the world, as you and I are, don’t 
make friends ; and we are fools for our pains. Get a 
friend, sir, and that friend a woman — a good house- 
hold drudge, wlfo loves you. That is the most 
precious sort of friendship ; for the expense of it is 
all on the woman’s side. The man need n’t contrib- 
ute anything. If he ’s a rogue, she ’ll vow he ’s an 
angel ; if he ’s a brute, she will like him all the better 
for his ill treatment of her. They like it, sir, these 
women. They are born to be our greatest comforts 
and conveniences ; our — our moral boot-jacks, as it 
were ; and to men in your way of life, believe me 
such a person would be invaluable. I am only speak- 
ing for your bodily and mental comfort’s sake, mind. 
Why didn’t I marry poor ‘Helena Flower, the 
curate’s daughter ? ” 

I thought these speeches the remarks of a weakly, 
disappointed man ; although since, i)orhaps, I have 
had reason to find the truth of Sir Charles Lyndon’s 
statements. The fact is, in my opinion, that we 
often buy money very much too dear. To purchase 
a few thousands a year at the expense of an odious 
wife, is very bad economy for a young fellow of any 
talent and spirit: and there have been moments of 
my life when, in the midst of my greatest splendor 
and opulence, with half a dozen lords at my levee, 
witli the finest horses in my stables, the grandest 
house over my head, with unlimited credit at my 
banker’s, and — Lady Lyndon to boot, T liave wished 
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myself back a private of Bulow^s, or anything, so as 
to get rid of her. To return, liowevei-, to the story. 
Sir Charles, with his complication of ills, was dying 
before us by inches ; and I We no doubt it could not 
have been very pleasant to him to see a young hivnd- 
some fellow paying court to his widow before Ids own 
face as it were. After I once got into the house on 
the transubstantiation dispute, I found a dozen more 
occasions to improve my intimacy, and was scarcely 
ever out of her ladyship’s doors. The world talked 
and blustered ; but what cared 1 ? The men cried fie 
upon the shameless Irish adventurer ; but I have told 
my way of silencing such envious peo})le : and my 
sword had by this time got such a reputation through 
Europe, that few people cared to encounter it. If I 
can once get my hold of a place, I keep it. Many ’s 
the house I have been to where I have seen the men 
%void me. Faugh ! the low Irishman,’’ they would 
, say. Bah ! the coarse adventurer ! ” Out on the 
insufferable blackleg and puppy ! ” and so fortli. 
This hatred has been of no inconsiderabhi service to 
me in the world ; for when I fasten on a man, noth- 
ing can induce me to release my hold : and I am left 
to myself, which is all the better. As I told Lady 
Lyndon in those days, with perfect sincerity, ‘‘Ca- 
lista” (I used to call her Calista in my correspon- 
dence) — Calista, I swear to thee, by the spotlessness 
of thy own soul, by the brilliancy of thy immitigable 
eyes, by everything pure and chaste in heaven and in 
thy own heart, that I will never cease from following 
thee ! Scorn I can bear, and hav(^ borne iit thy 
hands. Indifference I can surmount ; ’t is a rock 
which ‘my energy will climb over, a magnet which 
attracts the dauntless iron of my soul ! ” And it was 
true, I would n’t have left her — no, though tliey had 
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kicked me down stairs every day I presented myself 
at her door. 

That is my way of fascinating women. Let the 
man who has to make his fortune in life remendjer 
this maxim. Attacking is his only secret. Dare, and 
the world always yields : or, if it beat you sometimes, 
dare again, and it will succumb. In those tlays my 
spirit was so great, that if I had set my heart upon 
marrying a princess of the blood, 1 would have., had 
her ! 

I told Calista my story, and altered very, very little 
of the truth. My object was to frighten her : to 
show her that what I wanted, that I dared ; that what 
I dared, that I won; and there were striking passages 
enough in my history to convince her of my iron will 
and indomitable courage. Never hope to escape me, 
Madam,’’ I would say : offer to marry another man, 
and he dies upon this sword, which never yet met its' 
master. Fly from me, and I will follow you, though 
it were to the gatcis of Hades.” I promise you tliis 
was very different language to that she had been 
in the habit of hearing from her jeininyjessamy 
adorers. You. should have seen how I scared the 
fellows from her ! 

When I said in this energetic way that I would 
follow Lady Ljaidon across the Styx if necessary, of 
course I meant that I would do so, provided nothing 
mor(; suitable presented itself in the interim. If 
L^uidon would not die, where was the use of my pur- 
suing the countess ? And somehow, towards the end 
of the Spa season, very much to my mortification I 
do confess, the knight made another rally : it seemed 
as if nothing would kill him. I am sorry for you, 
Captain Barry,” he would say, laughing as usual. 

I ’m grieved to keep you, or any gentleman, waiting. 
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Had you not better arrange with my doctor, or get the 
cook to flavor my omelette with arsenic ? What are 
tlie odds, gentlemen/^ he would add, <^that I don’t live 
to see Captain Barry hanged yet ? ” 

In fact the doctors tinkered him up for a year. 

It ’s my usual luck,” I could not help saying to my 
uncle, who was my confidential and most (excellent 
advisor in all matters oi. the heart. 1 ’ve been wast- 
ing the treasures of my affections upon that flirt of a 
countess, and here ’s her husband restored to health 
and likely to live I don’t know how many years ! ” 
And as if to add to my mortification, there came just 
at this period to Spa, an English tallow-chandler’s 
heiress, with a plum to her fortune ; and Madame 
Cornu, the widow of a Norman cattle-dealer and 
farmer-general, with a dropsy and two hundred thou- 
sand livres a year. 

What ’s the use of my following the Lyndons to 
England,” says 1, if the knight won’t die ? ” 

Don’t follow them, my dear simple child,” replied 
my uncle. Stop here and pay court to the new 
arrivals.” 

“ Yes, and lose Calista forever, and the greatest 
estate in all England.” 

Pooh, pooh ! youths like you easily fire and easily 
despond. Keep up a correspondence with Lady Lyn- 
don. You know there ’s nothing she likes so much. 
There ’s the Irish abbd, who will write you the most 
charming letters for a crown apiece. Let her go; 
write to her, and meanwhile look out for anything 
else which may turn up. Who knows ? you might 
marry the Norman widow, bury her, take her money, 
and be* ready for the countess against the knight’s 
death.” 

And so, with vows of the respectfui 
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attacliTnent, and^ having given twenty lonis to Lady 
Lyndon’s waiting-woman for a lock of her hair (of 
which fact, of course, the woman informed her mis- 
tress), I took leave of the countess, when it became 
necessary for her return to her estates in England; 
swearing I would follow her as soon as an affair of 
honor I had in my hands could be brought to an end. 

I shall pass over the events of the year that ensued 
before I again saw her. She wrote to me accoi^ding 
to promise ; with mucli regularity at first, witli some- 
what less frequency afterwards. My affairs, mean- 
while, at the play-table went on not unprosperously, 
and I was just on the point of marrying the widow 
Cornu (we were at Brussels by this time, and the 
poor soul was madly in love with me), when the 
^‘London Gazette” was put into my hands, and I read 
the following announcement : — 

“ Died at Castle Lyndon, in the kingdom of Ireland, the 
Right Honorable Sir Charles Lyndon, Knight of the Bath, 
Member of Parliament for Lyndon in Devonshire, and many 
years his Majesty’s representative at various European courts. 
He hath left behind him a name which is endeared to all his 
friends for his manifold virtues and talents, a reputation justly 
acquired in the service of his Majesty, and an inconsolable 
widow to deplore his loss. Her ladyship, the bereaved Counts 
ess of Lyndon, was at the Ikxth when the horrid intelligence 
reached her of her husband’s demise, and hastened to Ireland 
immediately in order to pay her last sad duties to liis beloved 
remains.” 

That very night I ordered my chariot and posted 
to Ostend, whence I freighted a vessel to Dover, and 
travelling rapidly into the West, reached Bristol; 
from which port I embarked for Waterford, and found 
myself, after an absence of eleven years, in my native 
country. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

I RETURN TO IRELAND, AND EXHIBIT MY SPLENDOR 
AND GENEROSITY IN THAT KINGDOM. 

How were times changed with me now ! I had 
left my country a poor penniless boy — a private 
soldier in a miserable marching regiment. I returned 
an accomplished man, with property to the amount of 
five thousand guineas in my possession, with a splen- 
did wardrobe and jewel-case worth two thousand 
more ; having mingled in all the scenes of life, a not 
undistinguished actor in them ; having shared in 
war and in love; having by my own genius and 
energy won my way from poverty and obscurity to 
competence and splendor. As I looked out from my 
chariot windows as it rolled along over the bleak, 
bare roads, by the miserable cabins of the peasantry, 
who came out in their rags to stare as the splendid 
equipage passed, and huzzaed for his lordship’s honor 
as they saw the magnificent stranger in the superb 
gilded vehicle, my huge body-servant Fritz lolling 
behind with curling mustaches and long queue, his 
green livery barred with silver lace, I could not help 
thinking of myself with considerable complacency, 
and thanking my stars that had endowed me with so 
many good qualities. But for my own merits I should 
have been a raw Irish squireen, such as those I saw 
swaggering about the wretched towns through which 
my chariot passed on its road to Dublin. I might 
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have married ITora Brady (and though, thank Heaven, 
I did not, I have never thought of that girl but with 
kindness, and even remember the bitterness of losing 
her more clearly at this moment than any other 
incident of my life) ; I might have been the father of 
ten children by this time, or a farmer on my own ac- 
count, or an agent to a squire, or a gauger, or an 
attorney ; and here I 'was one of the most famous 
gentlemen of Europe ! I bade my fellow get a bag of 
copper money and throw it among the crowd as we 
changed horses ; and I warrant me there was as much 
shouting set up in praise of my honor as if my Lord 
Townsend, the Lord Lieutenant himself had been 
passing. 

My second day’s journey — for the Irish roads 
were rough in those days, and the progress of a gen- 
tleman’s chariot terribly slow — brought me to Cal- 
low, where I put up at the very inn which I had used 
eleven years back, when flying from home after the 
supposed murder of Quin in the duel. How well I 
remember every moment of th^ scene ! The old 
landlord was gone who had served me ; the inn that 
I then thought so comfortable looked wretched and 
dismantled ; but the claret was as good as in the old 
days, and I had the host to partake of a jug of it and 
hear the news of the country. 

He was as communicative as hosts usually are : the 
crops and the markets, the price of beasts at last 
Castle Dermot fair, the last story about the vicar, and 
the last joke of Father Hogan the i)riest; how the 
Whiteboys had burned Squire Scanlan’s ricks, and 
the highwaymen had been beaten off in their attack 
upon Sir Thomas’s house ; who was to hunt the Kil- 
kenny hounds next season, and the wonderful run 
entirely they had last March; what troops were in 
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the town, and how Mies Biddy Toole had run off with 
Ensign Mullins: all the news of sport, assize, and 
quarter-sessions were detailed by tliis worthy ehron- 
icler of small-beer, who wondered that ‘my lioiior 
hadn't heard of them in England, or in foreigii ])arts, 
wliere lie seemed to think the world was as interested 
as he was about the doings of Kilkenny a,ud Carlow. 
1 listened to these tal: s with, I own, a eonsiderable 
pleasure ; for every now and then a name would come 
up in the conversation which I remembered in old 
days, and bring with it a hundred associations con- 
nected with them. 

I had received many letters from my mother, which 
informed me of the doings of the Brady’s Town 
family. M}’ uncle was (h^ad, and Mick, his eldest 
son, had followed him too to the grave. TTn^ Brady 
girls had separated from their paternal roof as soon 
as their elder brother came to rule over it. Some 
were married, some gone to settle with their odious 
old mother in out-of-the-way wat(u*ing-])]a,ces. IJliek, 
though he had succeeded to tlie estate, had come in 
for a baiikru[)t property, and Castle Brady was now 
inhabited only by the bats and owls, and tlu^ old 
gamekeeper. My mother, Mrs. Hai-ry Barry, had 
gone to live at Bray, to sit under Mr. Jowls, her 
favorite preacher, who had a cha])el there; and, 
finally, the landlord told me, that Mrs. Barry’s son 
had gone to foreign parts, enlisted in the Prussian 
service, and had been shot there as a deserter. 

I don’t care to own that I hired a stout nag 1‘rom 
the landlord’s stable after dinner, and rode back at 
nightfall twenty miles to my old home. My luaut 
beat to see it. Barry ville had got a ]>estle and mortar 
over the door, and was called ‘‘The Kscula])iaii Ite])OS' 
itory,” by Doctor Macshane j a red-headed lad was 
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spreading a plaster in the old parlor ; the little win- 
dow of my room, once so neat and bright, was cracked 
in many places and stuif ed with rags here and there ; 
the flowers had disappeared from the trim garden-beds 
which my good orderly mother tended. In the church- 
yard there were two more names put into the stone 
over the family vault of the Bradys : they were those 
of my cousin, for whom my regard was small, and 
my uncle, whom I had always loved. I asked^my 
old companion the blacksmith, who had beaten me so 
often in tJie old days, to give my horse a feed and a 
litter ; he was a worn, weary-looking man now, with 
a dozen dirty ragged children paddling about his 
smithy, and had no recollection of tlie fine gentleman, 
who stood before him. I did not seek to recall my- 
self to his memory till the next day, when I put 
ten guineas into his hand, and bade him drink the 
health of English liedmond. 

As for Castle Brady, the gates of tlie park were 
still there ; but the old trees were cut down in the 
avenue, a black stump jutting out here and there, and 
casting long shadows as I passed in the moonlight 
over the worn, grass-grown old road. A few cows 
were at pasture there. The garden-gate was gone, and 
the place a tangled wilderness. I sat down on the 
old bench, where I had sat on the day when Nora 
jilted me ; and I do believe my feelings were as 
strong then as they had been when I was a boy, 
eleven years before ; and I caught myself almost cry- 
ing again, ^ think that Nora Brady had desei’ted me. 
I believe a man forgets nothing. I Ve seen a flower, 
or heard some trivial word or two, which have 
awakened recollections that somehow had lain dor- 
mant for scores of years ; and when I entered the 
house in Clarges Street, where I was born (it was 
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used as a gambling-hcuse when T first visited Lon- 
don), all of a sudden the memory of my childhood 
came back to me — of my actual infancy; I recol- 
lected my father in green and gold, holding ^ne up to 
look at a gilt coach which stood at the door, and my 
mother in a flowered sack, with patches on her face. 
Some day, I wonder, will everything we have seen 
and thought and done come and flash across our 
minds in this way ? I had rather not. I felt so as I 
sat upon the bench at Castle Brady, and thought of 
the bygone times. 

The hall-door was open — it was always so at that 
liouse ; the moon was flaring in at the long old win- 
dows, and throwing ghastly clieckers upon the floors ; 
and the stars were looking in on the other side, in the 
blue of the yawning window ovei* the great stair : 
from it you could see the old stable-clock, with the 
letters glistening on it still. Tluu'c had been jolly 
horses in those stables oncej and I could see my 
uncle’s honest face, and hear him talking to liis dogs 
as they came jumping and whining and barking round 
about him of a gay winter morning. We used to 
mount there ; and the girls looked out at us from the 
hall-window^, where I stood and looked at tlxe sad, 
mouldy, lonely old place. There was a red light 
shining through the crevices of a door at one corner 
of the building, and a dog presently came out bay- 
ing loudly, and a limping man followed with a 
fowling-piece. 

“ Who ’s there ? ” said the old man. 

Phil Purcell, don’t you know me ? ’’Hhouted I ; 
^^it’s Bedmond Barry.” 

1 thought the old man would have fired his piece at 
me at first, for he pointed it at the window ; but I 
called to him to hold his hand, and came down and 
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embraced him* — Psha ! T don’t care to tell the rest : 
Phil and I had a long night, and talked over a 
thousand foolish old things that h^ve no interest for 
any soul alive now ; for what soul is there alive that 
cai*es for Barry Lyndon ? 

I settled a hundred guineas on the old man when I 
got to Dublin, and made him an annuity which 
enabled him to pass his old days in (‘omfort. 

Poor Phil Purcell was amusing himself at a game 
of exceedingly dirty cards with an old acquaintance 
of mine ; no othcu* than Tim, who was called my 
valet ” in the days of yore, and whom the reader 
may remember as clad in my father’s old liveries. 
They used to hang about him in those times, and laj) 
over his wrists and down to liis heels ; but Tim, 
though he protested he had nigh killed himself with 
grief when I went away, had managed to grow enor- 
mously fat in my absence, and would have fitted 
almost into Daniel Lambert’s coat, or that of the 
vicar of Oastle Brady, whom he served in the capac- 
ity of chuk. I would have engaged the fellow in 
my service but for his monstrous size, which rendered 
him quite unfit to be the attendant of any gentleman 
of condition ; and so 1 presented him with a hand- 
some gratuity, and promised to stand godfather to 
his next child : the eleventh since my absence. There 
is no country in the world where the work of multi- 
plying 'is (tarried on so prosperously as in my native 
island. Mr. Tim had mariied the girls’ waiting-maid, 
who had been a kind friend of mine in the early 
times ; ana I had to go salute poor Molly next day, 
and found her a slatternly \vench in a mud hut, (Sur- 
rounded by a brood of children almost as ragged as 
those of my friend tlie blacksmith. 

From Tim and Phil Purcell, thus met fortuitously 
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together, I got the Very last news respecting my 
family. My mother was well. 

^ Faith, sir/’ says Tim, and you ’re come in time, 
mayhap, for preventing an addition to your family.” 

^‘Sir ! ” exclaimed I, in a fit of indignation. 

‘^In the shape of father-in-law, T mane., sir,” says 
Tim ; the misthress is going to take on with Mister 
Jowls the praachery 

Poor Nora, he added, had made many additions to 
the illustrious race of Quin ; and my cousin Ulick was 
in Dublin, coming to little good, both my informants 
feared, and having managed to run through the small 
available remains of property which my good old 
uncle had left behind him. 

I saw I should have no snmll family to provide for j 
and then, to conclude the evening, Phil, Tim, and I, 
had a bottle of usquebaugh, the taste of which I had 
remembered for eleven good yenrs, and did not part 
except with the warmest terms of fellowship, and un- 
til the sun had been some time in the sky. T am ex- 
ceedingly affable : that has always been one of my 
characteristics. I have no false pride, as many men 
of high lineage like my own have, and, in default of 
better company, will hob and nob with a ydoughboy or 
a private soldier just as readily as with the first 
noble in the land. 

I went back to the village in the morning, and 
found a pretext for visiting Barryville under a 'device 
of purchasing drugs. The hooks were still in the wall 
where my silver-hilted sword used to haqg ; a Idister 
was lying on the window-sill, where my mother’s 
‘‘ Whole Duty of Man ” had its place ; and the odious 
Doctor Macshane had found out who I was (my coun- 
trymen find out everything, and a great deal more 
besides), and sniggering, asked me how I left the 
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King of Prussia, and whether my friend the Emperor 
(Joseph was as much liked as the Empress Maria 
Theresa had been. The bell-ringers would have had a 
ring of bells for me, but there was but one, Tim, who 
was too fat to pull ; and I rode olf before the vicar, 
Doctor Bolter (who had succeeded old Mr. Texter, 
who had the living in my time), had time to come out 
to compliment me ; but the rapscallions of the beg- 
garly village had assembled in a dirty army to welcome 
me, and cheered “ Hurrah for the Masther Eedmond ! ’’ 
as I rode away. 

My people were not a little anxious regarding me, 
by the time I returned to Carlow, and the landlord 
was very much afraid, he said, that the highwaymen 
had gotten hold of me. There, too, my name and sta- 
tion had been learned from my servant Fritz ; who 
had not spared his praises of his master, and had in- 
vented some magnificent histories concerning me. 
He said it was the truth that I was intimate with half 
the sovereigns of Europe, and the prime favorite with 
most of them. Indeed I had made my uncle’s order 
of the Spur hereditary, and travelled under the name 
of the Chevalier Barry, chamberlain to the Duke of 
Hohenzollern Sigmaringen. 

They gave me the best horses the stable possessed 
to carry me on my road to Dublin, and the strongest 
ropes for harness ; and we got on pretty well, and 
there was no rencontre between the highwaymen and 
the pistols with which Fritz and I were provided. 
We lay thijt night at Kilcullen, and the next day 1 
made my entry into the city of Dublin, with four 
horses to my carriage, five thousand guineas in my 
purse, and one of the most brilliant reputations in 
Europe, having quitted the city a beggarly boy, eleven 
years before. 
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The citizens of Dublin have as great and laudable a 
desire for knowing their neighbors’ concerns as the 
country people have ; and it is impossible for a gentle- 
man, however modest his desires may be (and such 
mine have notoriously been through life), to enter the 
capital without having his name printed in ev^ery 
newspaper and mentioned in a number of societies. 
My name and titles were all over the town the day 
after my arrival. A great number of polite persons 
did me the honor to call at my lodgings, when I se- 
lected them : and this was a point very necessarily of 
inynediate care, for the hotels in the town were but 
vulgar holes, unfit for a nobleman of my fashion and 
elegance. I had been informed of the fact by travel- 
lers on the Continent ; and determining to fix on a 
lodging at once, I bade the drivers go slowly up and 
down the streets with my chariot, until I had selected 
a place suitable to my rank. This })roceeding, and 
the uncouth questions and behavior of my German 
Fritz, who was instructed to make inquiries at the 
different houses until convenient apartments could be 
lighted upon, brought an immense mob round my 
coach ; and by the time the rooms were chosen you 
might have supposed I was the new General of the 
Forces, so great was the multitude following us. 

I fixed at length upon a handsome suite of . apart- 
ments in Capel Street, paid the ragged postilions who 
had driven me a splendid gratuity, and establishing 
myself in the rooms with my baggage and Fritz, 
desired the landlord to engage me a second fellow to 
wear my liveries, a couple of stout reputable chair- 
men and their machine, and a coachman who had 
handsome job-horses to hire for my chariot, and ser- 
viceable riding-horses to sell. I gave him a handsome 
sum in advance ; and I promise you the effect of my 
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advertisement was such, that next day I had a regu- 
lar levee in my ante-chamber: grooms, valets, and 
maitres-d^ hotel offered themselves without number j 
I had proposals for the purchase of horses, aufficient 
to mount a regiment, both from dealers and gentlemen 
of the first fashion. Sir Lawler Gawler came to pro- 
pose to me the most elegant bay-mare ever stepped ; 
my Lord Dundoodle had a team of four that wouldn’t 
disgrace my friend the Emperor ; and the Marqui^ of 
Ballyragget sent his gentlemen and his compliments, 
stating that if I would step up to his stables, or do 
him the honor of breakfasting with him previously, 
he would show me the two finest grays in Europe. I 
determined to accept the invitations of Dundoodle 
and Ballyragget, but to purchase my horses from the 
dealers. It is always the best way. Besides, in those 
days, in Ireland, if a gmitleman warranted his horse, 
and it was not sound, or a dispute arose, the remedy 
you had was the offer of a bullet in your waistcoat. 
I had played at the bullet game too much in earnest 
to make use of it heedlessly : and 1 laay say, proudly 
for myself, that I never engaged in a duel unless I 
had a real, available, and prudent reason for it. 

There was a simplicity about this Irish gentry 
which amused and made me wonder. If they tell 
more^bs than their downright neighbors across the 
water, on the other hand they b(diev(^ more ; and I 
made myself in a single week such a rtq)utation in 
Dublin as would take a man ten years and a mint of 
money to acquire in London. I had won five hundred 
thousand pounds at play; I was the favorite of the 
Empress Catherine of Russia ; the confidential ageut 
of Frederick of Prussia ; it was I won the battle of 
Hochkirchen ; I was the cousin of Madame Diibariy, 
the French king’s favorite, and a thousand things 
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besides. Indeed, to tell the trutli, I hinted a number 
of these stories to my kind friends Ballyragget and 
Gawier ; and they were not slow to improve the hints 
I gave them. 

After having witnessed the splendors of eiviliz.ed 
life abroad, the sight of Dublin in the year 1771, 
when I returned thither, struck me with anything but 
respect. It was as savage as W arsaw almost, without 
the regal grandeur of the latter city. The peojde 
looked more ragged than any raee 1 have ever seen, 
except the gypsy hordi^s along the banks of the Dan- 
ube. There was, as I have said, not an inn in the 
town fit for a gentleman of condition to dwell in. 
Those luckless fellows who could not keep a carriage, 
and walked the streets at niglit, ran imminent risks 
of the knives of the women and ruffians who lay in 
wait there, — of a set of ragged, savage villains, who 
neither knew the use of shoe nor razor; and as a gen- 
tleman entered his chair or his chariot, to b(i carried 
to his evening rout, or the play, the flambeaux of the 
footmen would lightnp such a set of wild gibbering Mi- 
lesian faces as would frighten a genteel person of aver- 
age nerves. I was luckily endowed with strong ones; 
besides, had seen my amiable (countrymen before. 

I know this description of them will excite anger 
among some Irish patriots, who don’t like to have the 
nakedness of our land abused, and are angry If the 
whole truth be told concerning it. But bah ! it was a 
poor provincial place, Dublin, in the old days of which 
I speak ; and many a tenth -rate German residence is 
more genteel. There were, it is true, near three hun- 
dred resident Peers at the period ; and a House of 
Commons; and my Lord Mayor and his corporation ; 
and a roystering, noisy university, whcr(‘ot the stu- 
dents made no small disturbances nightly, patronized 
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the roundhouse^ ducked obnoxious printers and trades' 
men, and gave the law at the Crow Street Theatre. 
But I had seen too much of the first society of Europe 
to be much tempted by the society of these noisy 
gentry, and was a littl^^ too much of a gentleman to 
mingle with the disputes and politics of iny Lord 
Mayor and his Aldermen. In tlie House of Commons 
there were some dozen of right pleasant fellows. I 
never heard in the English Parliament better speeohes 
than from Flood, and IFily, of Galway. Dick Sheri- 
dan, though not a well-bred person, was as amusing 
and ingenious a table-companion as ever I met ; and 
though during Mr. Edmund Burke’s interminable 
speeches in the English House I used always to go to 
sleep, I yet have heard from well-informed parties 
that Mr. Burke was a person of considerable abilities, 
and even reputed to be elo(|iient in his more favorable 
moments. 

I soon began to enjoy to the full extent the pleas- 
ures that the wretched place affords, and which were 
within a gentleman’s reach : Panel agh and the Bidotto ; 
Mr. Mossop, at Crow Street ; my Lord Lieutenant’s 
parties, where there was a great deal too much boozing, 
and too little play, to suit a person of my elegant and 
refined habits ; Daly’s Coffee-house,” and the houses 
of tl^ip nobility, were soon open to me ; and I re- 
marked with astonishment in the higher circles, what 
I had experienced in the lower on my first unhappy 
visit to Dublin, an extraordinary want of money, and 
a preposterous deal of promissory notes flying about, 
for which I was quite unwilling to stake my guineas. 
The ladies, too, were mad for play ; but exceeding 
unwilling to pay when they lost. Thus, wheil the 
old Countess of Trumpington lost ten pieces to me at 
quadrille, she gave me, instead of the money, her 
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ladyship’s note of hand on her .igeiit in Galway; 
which I put, with a great deal of politeness, into the 
candle. But when the countess made me a second 
proposition to play, I said that as soon as her lady- 
ship’s remittances were arrived, I would be the readi- 
est person to meet her ; but till then was her ve-y 
humble servant. And I maintained this resolution 
and singular character throughout the Dublin society : 
giving out at “ Daly’s ” that I was ready to play any 
jiian, for any sum, at any game ; or to fence with him, 
or to ride with him (regard b(dng had to our weight), 
(jr to shoot flying, or at a mark : and in this latter 
accomplishment, especially if the mark be a live one, 
Irish gentlemen of that day had no ordinary skill. 

Of course I despatched a courier in niy liveries to 
Castle Lyndon with a private letter for Runt, de- 
manding from him full particulars of the Countess 
of Lyndon’s state of health and mind ; and a touch- 
ing and eloquent letter to her ladyship, in which I 
bade her remember ancient days, which I tied up 
with a single hair from the lock which I had pur- 
chased from her woman, and in which I told her that 
Sylvander remembered his oath, and could never 
forget his Calista. The answer I received from her 
was exceedingly unsatisfactory and inexplicit; that 
from Mr. Hunt explicit enough, but not at all yi eas- 
ant in its contents. My- Lord George Poyiiings, the 
Marquis of Tiptoff’s younger son, was paying very 
marked addresses to the widow ; being a kinsman 
of the family, and having been called to Ireland 
relative to the will of the deceased Sir Charles 
Lyndon. 

Now, there was a sort of rough-and-ready law in 
Ireland in those days, which was of great convenience 
to persons desirous of expeditious justice; and of 
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which the newspapers of the time contain a hundre^^ 
proofs. Fellows with nicknames of Captain Fireball, 
Lieutenant Buffcoat, and Ensign Steele, were re- 
peatedly sending warning letters to landlords, and 
murdering them if the notes were unattended to. 
The celebrated Captain Thunder ruled in the southern 
counties, and his business seemed to be to procure 
wives for gentlemen who had not sufficient means to 
please the parents of the young ladies ; or, perhaps, 
had not time for a long and intricate courtship. 

I had found my cousin Ulick at Duldin, growii 
very fat, and very poor; hunted up by Jews and 
creditors ; dwelling in all sorts of queer corners, from 
which he issued at nightfall to the Castle, or to his 
card-party at his tavern; but he was always the 
courageous fellow : and I hinted to him the state of 
my affections regarding Lady Lyndon. 

The Countess of Lyndon ! ” said poor Ulick ; 
^^well, that is a wonder. I myself have been mightily 
sweet upon a young lady, one of the Kiljoys of Bally- 
hack, who has ten thousand ])<)unds to her fortune, 
and to whom her ladyship is guardian ; but how is 
a poor fellow without a coat to his back to get on 
with an heiress in such coiiqjany as that ? I iniglit, 
as well propose for the countess myself.’^ 

You had better not,” said 1, laughing; ^^the man 
who tries runs a chanc(‘ of going out of the world 
first.” And 1 explained to him my own intentions 
regarding Ijady Lyndon. Honest Ulick, whose re- 
spect for me was prodigious when he saw how splen- 
did my appearance was, and heard how wonderful 
my adventures and great my experience of fashion- 
able life had been, was lost in admiration of n^ dar 
ing and energy when I confided to him my intention 
of marrying the greatest heiress in England. 
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I bade Ulick go out of town ou any pretext he 
cbose, and put a letter into a post-office near Castle 
Lyndon,, which I prepared in a feigned hand, and 
in which I gave a solemn warning to Lord George 
Poynings to quit the country; saying that the great 
jjrize was never meant for the likes of him, and that 
there Avere heiresses enough in England, without com- 
ing to rob them out of the domains of Captain 
Fireball. The letter was written on a dirty ])iece of 
paper, in the worst of spelling : it came to my lord 
by the post-conveyance, and, being a higlnspirited 
joung man, he of course laughed at it. 

As ill-luck would have it for him, he a])peared in 
Dublin a very short time afterwards ; was introduced 
to the Chevalier liedmond Larry, at the Lord Lieu- 
tenant’s table ; adjourned witli him and several other 
gentlemen to the club at “Daly’s,” and there in a 
dispute about the j)edigree of a horse, in which every- 
body said 1 was in the right, words arose, and a 
meeting was the consequence. I had had no affair 
in Dublin since my arrival, and pc'ople wiire anxious 
to see whether I was equal to my reputation. I 
make no boast about- these matters, but always do 
them Avhen the time comes; and poor Lord George, 
who had a neat hand and a quick eye enough, but 
was bred in the clumsy English scliool, only stood be- 
fore my point until 1 had determined where I should 
hit him. 

My sword went in under his guard, and (;ame out at 
his back. When he fell, he good-naturedly extended 
his hand to me, and said, “ Afr. Barry ^ I tvas wrong 
I felt not very well at ease Avhen the poor fid low made 
this cdiifession ; for the disputes had been of iny mak- 
ing, and, to tell the truth, I had never intended it 
sbcnld end in any other way than a meeting. 
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He lay on his bed for four months with the effects 
of that wound ; and the same post which conveyed to 
Lady Lyndon the news of the duel, carried her a mes^ 
sage from Captain Fireball to say, ^^This is number 

ONE ! ” 

You, Ulick,” said I, shall be number twoP 
“ ’Faith,” said my cousin, “ one ’s enough ! ” But I 
had my plan regarding him, and determined at once to 
benefit this honest fellow, and to forward my own 
designs upon the widow. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

I PAY COUKT TO MY LADY LYNDON. 

As my uncle’s attainder was not reversed for being 
out with the Pretender in 1745, it would have been in- 
convenient for him to accompany his nephew to the 
land of our ancestors ; where, if not hanging, at least a 
tedious process of imprisonment, and a doubtful par- 
don, would have awaited the good old gentleman. In 
any important crisis of my life, his advice was always 
of importance to me, and 1 did not fail to seek it at 
this juncture, and to implore his counsel as regarded 
my pursuit of the widow. 1 told him the situation of 
her heart, as 1 have described it in the last chapter; 
of the progress that young Poynings had made in her 
affections, and of her forgetfulness of her old admirer ; 
and I got a Itjtter, in reply, full of excellent sugges* 
tioiis, by which I did not fail to profit. 

The kind Chevalier prefaced it by saying, that he 
was for the present boarding in the Minorite convent 
at Brussels ; that he had thoughts of making his salut 
there, and retiring forever from the world, devoting 
himself to the severest practices of religion. Mean- 
while he wrote with regard to the lovely widow : “ It 
is natural that a person of her va,st wealth and not 
disagreeable person should have many adorers about 
her;\ind that, as in her husband’s lifetime she , had 
shown herself not at all disinclined to receive my ad- 
dressee^ I must make no manner of doubt I was not 
the first person whom she had so favored ; nor was 
likely to be the last. 
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I would, my dear child,” he added, that the ugly 
attainder round my neck, and the resolution I have 
formed of retiring from a world of sin and vanity al- 
together, did not prevent me from coming personally 
to your aid in this delicate crisis of your affairs ; for, 
to lead them to a good end, it requires not only the 
indomitable courage, swagger, and audacity, which you 
possess beyond any young man I have ever known ” 
(as for the swagger ” as the Chevalier calls it, I deny 
it m toto^ being always most modest in my demeanor) ; 

but though you have the vigor to execute, you have 
not the ingenuity to suggest plans of conduct for 
the following out of a scdieme that is likely to be long 
and difficult of execution. Would you have ever 
thought of the brilliant scheme of the Countess Ida, 
which so nearly made you the greatest fortune in 
Europe, but for the advice and experience of a poor old 
man, now making u]) his accounts with the world, and 
about to retire from it for good and all ? 

Well, with regard to the Countess of Lyndon, your 
manner of winning her is quite en Vair at present to 
]iie ; nor can I advise day by day, as I would I could, 
according to circumstances as they arise. But your 
general scheme should be this. If I remember the 
letters you used to have from her during the period 
of the correspondence which the silly woman enter- 
tained you with, much high-flown sentiment passed 
between you ; and especially was written by her lady- 
ship herself: she is a blue-stocking, and fond of 
writing ; she used to make her griefs with her hus- 
band the continual theme of her correspondence (as 
women will do). I recollect several passages in her 
letters bitterly deploring her fate in being tinited to 
one so unworthy of her. 

Surely, in the mass of billets you possess from her, 
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there must be enough tc compromise lier. Look them 
well over^ select passages, and threaten to do so. 
Write to her at first in the undoubting tone of a lover 
who has every claim upon her. Then, if she is silent, 
remonstrate, alluding to former promises from her ; 
])rodueing proofs of her former regard for you ; vow- 
ing despair, destruction, revenge, if she prove un- 
faithful. Frighten her astonish her by some daring 
hvat, which will let her see your indomitable resolution : 
you are the man to do it. Your sword has a reputation 
in Euroj)e, and you have a character for boldness ; 
vdiich was the first thing that caused my Lady Lyndon 
to turn lier eyes upon you. Make the people talk 
jxbout you at Dublin. Be as splendid, and as brave, 
and as odd as possildc. How I wish I were near you ! 
Y^ou have no imagination to invent such a character as 
I would make for you — but why speak ; have I not 
enough of the world and its vanities ? ’’ 

There was much practical good sense in this advice; 
which I (puote, unaccompanied with the lengthened 
description of his mortifications and (hwotions whi(di 
my uncle indulged in, finishing his letter, as usual, 
with earnest prayers for my conversion to the true 
faith. But he was constant to his form of worship; 
and I, as a man of honor and principle, was resolute 
to mine; and have no doubt that th(‘ one, in this rv- 
spect, will be as acceptable as the otlun*. 

Under these directions it was, then, 1 wrot(‘ to Lady 
Lyndon, to ask on my arrival when tlu^ incist resjiect- 
ful of her admirers might Ixi jiermitted to intrude 
upon her grief? Then, as Inu’ ladyshi}> was silent, 1 
demaijided, Had she forgotten old times, and one whom 
she had favored with her intimacy at a very hajipy 
period ? Had Calista forgotbm Eugenio ? At the 
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same time I sent down by my servant with this letter 
a present of a little sword for Lord Bullingdon, and a 
private note to his governor; whose note of* hand, by 
the way, I possessed for a sum — I forget what — but 
such as the poor fellow would have been very unwilling 
to pay. To this an answer came from her ladyship’s 
amanuensis, stating that Lady Lyndon was too much 
disturbed by grief at her recent dreadful calamity to 
see any one but her own relations ; and advices from 
my friend, the boy’s governor, stating that my Lord 
George Poynings was the young kinsman who was 
about to console her. 

This caused the quarrel between me and the young 
nobleman ; whom I took care to challenge on his first 
arrival at Dublin. 

When the news of the duel was brought to the 
widow at Castle Lyndon, my informant wrote me that 
Lady Lyndon shrieked and flung down the journal, 
and said, The horrible monster ! He would not 
shrink from murder I believe ; ” and little Lord Bull- 
ingdon, drawing his sword — the sword I had given 
him, the rascal ! — declared he would kill with it the 
man who had hurt Cousin George. On Mr. Hunt 
telling him that I was the donor of the weapon, the 
little rogue still vowed that he would kill me all the 
same ! Indeed, in spite of my kindness to him, that 
boy always seemed to detest me. 

Her ladyship sent up daily couriers to inquire after 
the health of Lord George; and, thinking to myself 
that she would probably be induced to come to Dublin 
if she were to hear that he was in danger, I managed 
to have her informed that he was in a precarious 
state ; that he grew worse ; that KedraOnd Barry had 
fled in consequence : of this flight I caused the Mer- 
cury ” newspaper to give notice also, but indeed it did 
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not carry me beyond the town of Bray, where my poor 
mother d,welt ; and where, under the difficulties of a 
duel, I might be sure of having a welcome. 

Those readers who have the sentiment of filial duty 
strong in their mind, will wonder that I have not yet 
described my interview with that kind mother whose 
sacrifices for me in youth had been so considerable, 
and for whom a man of my warm and affectionate na- 
ture could not but feel the most enduring and sincere 
regard. 

But a man, moving in the exalted sphere of society 
in which I now stood, has his public duties to perform 
before he consults his judvate affections ; and so upon 
my first arrival T despatched a messenger to Mrs. 
Barry, stating my arrival, conveying to her my senti- 
ments of respect and duty, and promising to pay them 
to her personally so soon as my business in Dublin 
would leave me free. 

This, I need not say, was very considerable. T had 
my horses to buy, my establishment to arrange, my 
entree into the genteel world to make ; and having an- 
nounced my intention to purchase horses and live in 
a genteel style, was in a couple of days so pestered by 
visits of the nobility and gentry, and so hampered by 
invitations to dinners and suppers, that it became ex- 
ceedingly difficult for me during some days to manage 
my anxiously desired visit to Mrs. Barry. 

It appears that the good soul provided an entertain- 
ment as soon as she heard of my arrival, and invited 
all her humble acquaintances of Bray to be pr(\sent ; 
but I was engaged subsequently to my Lord Bally- 
ragget on the day appointed, and was, of course, 
obliged to break the promise that I h:id made to 
Mrs. Barry to attend her humble festival. 

I endeavored to sweeten the disappointment by 
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sending my mother a handsome satin sack and vel- 
vet robe, which I purchased for her at the best mer- 
cers in Dublin (and indeed told her I had brought 
from Paris expressly for her) ; but the messenger 
whom I despatched with the presents brought back 
the parcels, with the piece of satin torn half way up 
the middle : and I did not need his descriptions to be 
aware that something had offended the good lady ; 
who came out, he said, and abus(‘.d him at the door, 
and would have boxed his ears, but that she was re- 
strained by a gentleman in black : who I (concluded, 
with justice, was her clerical friend Mr. Jowls. 

This reception of my presents made me rather dread 
than hope for an interview with Mrs. Ikirry, and de- 
layed my visit to her for some days further. I wrote 
her a dutiful and soothing letter, to which there was 
no answer returned; altliough I mentioned that on 
my way to the capital 1 had been at Barryville, and 
revisited the old haunts of my youth. 

I don’t cai’c to own tliat she is the only human being 
whom I am afi-aid to face. I can recollect her fits of 
anger as a child, and the reconciliations, which used 
to be still moi*e violent and painful ; and so, instead 
of going myself, I sent my factotum, Ulick Brady, to 
her ; who rode back, saying that he had met with a 
reception he would not again undergo for twenty 
guineas : that he had been dismissed the house, with 
strict injunctions to inform me that my mother dis- 
owned me forever. This j^^irental anathema, as it 
were, affected me much, for 1 was always the most 
dutiful of sons ; and I determined to go as soon as 
possible, and brave .what T knew must be an inevita- 
ble scene of ix^proacl) and anger, for the sake, as I 
hoped, of as cei-tain a reconciliation. 

1 had been giving one night an entertainment to 
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some of the genteelest company in Dublin, and was 
showing my lord marquis down stairs with a pair of 
wax tapers, when I found a woman in a gray coat 
seated at my door-steps ; to whom, taking her for a 
beggar, I tendered a piece of money, and whom my 
noble friends, who were rather hot with wine, began 
to joke, as my door closed and I bade them all good 
night. 

I was rather surprised and affected to find after- 
wards that the hooded woman was no other than my 
mother ; whose pride had made her vow that she 
would not enter my doors, but whose natural mater- 
nal yearnings had made her long to see her son’s 
face once again, and who had thus planted herself 
in disguise at my gate. Indeed, I have found in my 
experience that these are the only women who never 
deceive a man, and whose affection remains constant 
through all trials. Think of the hours that the kind 
soul must have passed, lonely in the street, listening 
to the din and merriment within my apartments, the 
clinking of the glasses, the laughing, the choruses, 
and -the cheering. 

When my affair with Lord George happened, and it 
became necessary to me, for the reasons 1 have stated, 
to be out of the way ; now, thought I, is the time to 
make my peace with my good mother : she will never 
refuse me an asylum now tliat I seem in distress. So 
sending to her a notice that I was coming, that I had 
had a duel which had brought me into trouble, and re- 
quired I should go into hiding, I followed my messen- 
ger half an hour afterwards : and, I warrant me, there 
was no want of a good reception, for presently, being 
introduced into an empty room by the bare-footed maid 
who waited upon Mrs. Barry, the door was opened, 
and the poor mother flung herself into my arms with 
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a scream, and with transports of joy which I shall not 
attempt to describe — they are but to be comprehended 
by women who have held in their arms an only child 
after a twelve years’ absence from him. 

The Reverend Mr. Jowls, my mother’s director, was 
the only person to whom the door of her habitation 
was opened during my sojourn; and he would take no 
denial. He mixed for himself a glass of rum-punch, 
which he seemed in the habit of drinking at my good 
mother’s charge, groaned aloud, and forthwith began 
reading me a lecture upon the sinfulness of my past 
courses, and especially of the last horrible action I 
had been committing. 

“ Sinful ! ” said my mother, bristling up when her 
son was attacked ; sure we ’re all sinners ; and it ’s 
you, Mr. Jowls, who have given me the inexpressible 
blessing to let me know that But how else would 
you have had the poor child behave ? ” 

I would have had the gentleman avoid the drink, 
and the quarrel, and this wicked duel altogether,” an- 
swered the clergyman. 

But my mother cut him short by saying such sort 
of conduct might be very well in a person of his cloth 
and his birth, but it neither became a Brady nor a 
Barry. In fact, she was quite delighted with the 
thought that I had pinked an English marquis’s son 
in a duel ; and so, to console her, I told her of a score 
more in which I had been engaged, and of some of 
which I have already informed the reader. 

As my late antagonist was in no sort of danger 
when I spread that report of his perilous situation, 
there was no particular call that my hiding should be 
very close. But the widow did not know the fact as 
well as I did ; and caused her house to be barricaded, 
and Becky, her bare-footed serving- wench, to be a per- 
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petual sentinel to give alarm, lest the officers should 
be in search of me. 

, The only person I expected, however, was my 
cousin Ulick, who was to bring me the welcotne in- 
telligence of Lady Lyndon’s arrival ; and I own, 
after two days’ close confinement at Bray, in which 
I narrated all the adventures of my life to my mother, 
and succeeded in making her accept the dresses she 
had formerly refused, and a considerable addition to 
her income which I was glad to make, I was very 
glad when I saw that reprobate Ulick Brady, as my 
mother called him, ride up to the door in my carriage 
with the welcome intelligence for my mother, that 
the young lord was out of danger, and for me, that 
the Countess of Lyndon had arrived in Dublin. 

And I wish, Eedmond, that the young gentleman 
had been in danger a little longer,” said the widow, 
her eyes filling with tears, and you ’d have stayed 
so much the more with your poor old mother.” But 
I dried her tears, embracing her warmly, and prom- 
ised to see her often j and hinted I would have, may- 
hap, a house of my own and a noble daughter to 
welcome her. 

Who is she, Eedmond dear ? ” said the old lady. 

One of the noblest and richest women in the em- 
pire, Mother,” answered 1. “No mere Brady this 
time,” I added, laughing ; with which hopes I left 
Mrs. Barry in the best of tempers. 

No man can bear less malice than I do ; and, when 
I have once carried my point, I am one of the most 
placable creatures in the world. I was a week in 
Dublin before I thought it necessary to quit that 
capital. I had become quite reconciled to my rival 
in that time ; made a point of calling at his lodgings, 
and speedily became an intimate consoler of his 
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bedside. He had a gentleman to whom I did not 
neglect to be civil, and towards whom I ordered my 
people to be particular in their attentions ; for I was 
natur^ly anxious to learn what my Lord George’s 
position with the lady of Castle Lyndon had really 
been, whether other suitors were about the widow, 
and how she would bear the news of his wound. 

The young nobleman himself enlightened me some- 
what upon the subjects I was most desirous to inqyiire 
into. 

Chevalier,” said he to me, one morning when I 
went to pay him my compliments, I find you are an 
old accpiaintance with my kinswoman, the Countess 
of Lyndon. She writes me a page of abuse of you in 
a letter here ; and the strange part of the story is 
this, that one day when there was talk about you at 
Castle Lyndon, and the splendid equipage you were 
exhibiting in Dublin, the fair widow vowed and pro- 
tested she never had heard of you. 

‘ 0 yes, Mamma,’ said the little Bullingdon, ‘ the 
tall dark man at Spa with the cast in his eye, who 
used to make my governor tipsy and sent me the 
sword ; his name is Mr. Barry.’ 

But my lady ordered the boy out of the room, and 
persisted in knowing nothing about you.” 

And are you a kinsman and acquaintance of my 
Lady Lyndon, my lord ? ” said I, in a tone of grave 
surprise. 

Yes, indeed,” answered the young gentleman. 
“ I left her house but to get this ugly wound from 
you. And it came at a most unlucky time too.” 

Why more unlucky now than at another 
moment ? ” ^ 

«Why, look you, Chevalier. I think the widow 
was not impartial to me. I think I might have in- 
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duced her to make our connection a little closer : and 
faith, though she is older than I am, she is the rich- 
est party now in England/’ 

“ My Lord George,” said I, will you let me ask 
you a frank but an odd questibn ? — will you show 
me her letters ? ” 

Indeed I ’ll do no such thing,” replied he, in a 
rage. 

^^Nay, don’t be angry. If I show you letters of 
Lady Lyndon’s to me, will you let me see hers to 
you ? ” 

‘^What, in Heaven’s name, do you mean, Mr. 
Barry ? ” said the young nobleman. 

“ I mean, that I passionately loved Lady Lyndon. 
I mean that I aiii a — that I rather was not indiffer- 
ent to her. I mean that I love her to distraction at 
this present moment, and will die myself, or kill the 
man who x^ossesses her before me.” 

You marry the greatest heiress and the noblest 
blood in England ? ” said Lord George, haughtily. 

There ’s no nobler blood in Eui*ox)e than mine,” 
answered I ; and I tell you I don’t know whether 
to hope or not. But this I know, that there were 
days in which, i)oor as I am, the great heiress did 
not disdain to look down upon my poverty ; and that 
any man who marries her passes over my dead body 
to do it. It ’s lucky for you,” I added, gloomily, 
^Hhat on the occasion of my engagement with you, 
I did not know what were your views regarding my 
Lady Lyndon. My x)oor boy, you are a lad of cour- 
age, and I love you. Mine is the first sword in Eu- 
rope, and you would have been lying in a narrower 
bed than that you now occupy.” 

^^Boy!” said Lord George, I am not four years 
younger than you are.”^ 
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You are forty years younger than I am in expe- 
rience. I have passed through every grade of life. 
With my own skill and daring I have made my own 
fortune. I have been in fourteen pitched battles as a 
private soldier, and have been twenty-three times on 
the ground, and never was touched but once, and that 
was by the sword of a Frencli armes, whom 

I killed. I started in life at seventeen, a beggar, and 
am now, at seven-and-twenty, with twenty-thousand 
guineas. Do you suppose a iiian of my courage and 
energy can’t attain anything tliat lie dares, and that 
having claims upon the .widow, I will not press 
them ? ” 

This speech was not exactly true to the letter (for 
I had multiplied my pitched battles, my duels, and 
my wealth somewhat) ; but I saw that it made the 
impression I desired to effect upon the young gentle- 
man’s mind, who listened to my statement with 
peculiar seriousness, and whom I presently left to 
digest it. 

A couple of days afterwards I called to see him 
again, when I brought with me some of the letters 
that had passed between me and my Lady Lyndon. 

Here,” said I, look — I show it you in confidence 
— it is a lock of her ladyship’s hair ; here are her 
letters signed Calista, and addressed to Eugenio. 
Here is a poem, ‘ When Sol bedecks the mead with 
light. And pallid Cynthia sheds her ray,’ addressed 
by her ladyship to your humble servant.” 

Calista ! Eugenio ! ‘ Sol bedecks the mead with 

light ’ ? ” cried the young lord. Am I dreaming ? 
Why, my dear Larry, the widow has sent me the 
very poem herself! ‘Rejoicing in the sunshine 
bright, Or musing in the evening gray.’ ” 

I could not help laughing as he made the quotation. 
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They were, in fact, the very words my Calista had 
addressed to me. And we found, upon comparing 
letters, that whole passages of eloquence figured in 
one correspondence which appeared in the other. 
See what it is to be a blue-stocking and have a love 
of letter- writing ! 

The young man put down the papers in great 
perturbation. 

Well, thank Heaven!” said he, after a pause of 
some duration, — thank Hea.ven, for a good riddance ! 
Ah, Mr. Barry, what a woman I might have married 
had these lucky papers not come in my way I I 
thought my Lady Lyndon had a heart, sir, I must 
confess, though not a very warm one ; and that, at 
least, one could trust her. But marry her now ! I 
v/ould as lief send my servant into the street to get 
me a wife, as put up with such an Ephesian matron 
as that.” 

“My Lord George,” said I, “you little know the 
world. Remember what a bad husband Lady Lyndon 
had, and don’t be astonished that she, on her side, 
should be indifferent. Nor has she, I will dare to 
wager, ever passed beyond the bounds of harmless 
gallantry, or sinned beyond the composing of a sonnet 
or a billet-doux.” 

“My wife,” said the little lord, “shall write no 
sonnets or billet-doux ; and I ’m heartily glad to think 
I have obtained, in good time, a knowledge of the 
heartless vixen with whom I thought myself for a 
momept in love.” 

The wounded young nobleman was either, as I 
have said, very young and g?.'een in matters of the 
world-— for to suppose that a man would give up 
forty thousand a year, because, forsooth, the lady 
connected with it had written a few sentimental 
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letters to a young fellow, is too absurd — or, as I am 
inclined to believe, lie was glad of an excuse to quit 
the field altogether, being by no means anxious to 
meet the victorious sword of Redmond Barry a second 
time. , 

When the idea of Poynings^s danger, or the re- 
proaches probably addressed by him to the widow 
regarding myself, had brought this exceedingly weak 
aud feeble woman up to Dublin, as I expected, and 
my worthy Ulick had informed me of her arrival, I 
quitted my good mother, who was quite reconciled to 
me (indeed the duel had done that), and found the 
disconsolate Calista was in the habit of paying visits 
to the wounded swain : much to the annoyance, the 
servants told me, of that gentleman. The English 
are often absurdly high and haughty upon a point of 
punctilio; and, after his kinswoman’s conduct. Lord 
Poynings swore he would have no more to do with 
her. 

I had this information from his lordship’s gentle- 
man ; with whom, as T have said, I took particular 
care to be friends : nor was I denied admission by his 
porter, when I chose to call, as before. 

Her ladyship had most likely bribed that person, 
as I had ; for she had found her way up, though 
denied admission : and, in fact, 1 had watched her from 
her own house to Lord George Poynings’s lodgings, 
and seen her descend from her chair there and enter, 
before I myself followed her. I proposed to await 
her quietly in the ante-room, to make a scene there, 
and reproach her with infidelity, if necessary ; but 
matters were, as it happened, arranged much more 
conveniently for me, and walking, unannounced, into, 
the outer room of his lordship’s apartments, I had 
the felicity of hearing in the n(‘xt chamber, of which 
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the door#vas partially open, the voice of my Calista. 
She was in full cry, appealing to the poor patient, as 
he lay confined in his bed, and speaking in the most 
passionate manner, ^^What can lead you, George,’^ 
she said, to doubt of my faith ? How can you break 
my heart by casting me off in this monstrous manner ? 
Do you wish to drive your poor Calista to the grave ? 
Well, well, I shall join there the dear departed 
angel.” 

‘^Who efitered it three months since,” said Lord 
George, with a sneer. ^^It’s a wonder you have 
survived so long.” 

Don’t treat your poor Calista in this cruel, cruel 
manner, Antonio ! ” cried the widow. 

Bah ! ” said Lord George, my wound is bad. My 
doctors forbid me much talk. Suppose your Antonio 
tired, my dear. Can’t you console yourself with 
somebody else ? ” 

Heavens, Lord George ! Antonio ! ” 

‘^Console yourself with Eugenio,” said the young 
nobleman, bitterly, and began ringing his bell; on 
which his valet, who was in an inner room, came out, 
and he bade him show her ladyship down stairs. 

Lady Lyndon issued from the room in the greatest 
flurry. She was dressed in deep weeds, with a veil 
over her face, and did not recognize the person wait- 
ing in the outer apartment. As she went down the 
stairs, I stepped lightly after her, and as her chair- 
man opened her door, sprung forward, and took her 
hand to place her in the vehicle. Dearest widow,” 
said I, his lordship spoke correctly. Console your- 
self with Eugenio ! ” she was too frightened even to 
scream, as lier chairman carried her away. She was 
set down at her house, and you may be sure that J 
was at the chair-door, as before, to help her out. 
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Monstrouw^ man ! ” said she, I desir» you to 
leave me.” 

Madam, it would be against my oath,” replied I ; 
recollect the vow Eugenio sent to Calista.” 

If you do not quit me, I will call for the domestics 
to turn you from the door.” 

“ What ! when I am come with my Calista’s letters 
in my pocket, to rcdurn them mayhap ? You can 
soothe, Madam, but you cannot frighten Redmond 
Barry.” 

What is it you would have of me, sir ? ” said the 
widow, rather agitated. 

Let me come up stairs, and I will tell you all,” I 
replied ; and she condescended to give me her hand, 
and to permit me to lead her from her chair to her 
drawing-room. 

When we were alone I opened my mind honorably 
to her. 

Dearest madam,” said I, ^^do not let your cruelty 
drive a desperate slave to fatal measures. I adore 
you. In form(;r days you allowed me to whisper my 
passion to you unrestrained ; at present you drive me 
from your door, leave my letters unanswered, and 
prefer another to me. My flesh and blood cannot 
bear such treatment. Look upon the punishment I 
have been obliged to inflict ; tremble at that which I 
may be compelled to administer to that unfortunate 
young man : so sure as marries you, Madam, he 
dies.” 

“ I do not recognize,” said the widow, the least 
right you have to give the law to the Countess of 
Lyndon: I do not in the least understand your 
threats, or heed them. What has passed between 
me and an Irish adventurer that should authorize this 
impertinent intrusion ? ” 
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These liave passed, Madam,” said I, — Calista^s 
letters to Eugenio. They may have been very inno- 
cent ; but will the world believe it ? You may have 
only intended to play with the heart of the poor art- 
less Irish gentleman who adoreft and confided in you. 
But who will believe the stories of your innocence 
against the irrefragable testimony of your own hand- 
writing ? Who will believe that you could write 
these letters in the mere wantoimess of coquetry, and 
not under the influence of affection ? ” 

^Willain ! ” cried my Lady Lyndon, “could you 
dare to construe out of those idle letters of mine any 
other meaning than that whicli they really bear ? ” 

“ I will construe anything out of them,” said I ; 
“ such is the passion which animates me towards you. 
I have sworn it — you must and shall be mine ! Did 
you ever know me promise to accomplish a thing and 
fail ? Which will you prefer to have from me — a 
love such as woman never knew from man before, or a 
hatred to which there exists no parallel ? ” 

“ A woman of my rank, sir, can fear nothing from 
the hatred of an adventurer like yourself,” replied 
the lady, drawing up stately. 

“ Look at your Foynings — was he of your rank ? 
You are the cause of that young man’s wound, 
Madam ; and, but that the instrument of your savage 
cruelty relented, would have been the author of his 
murder — yes, of his murder; for, if a wife is faith- 
less, does not she arm the husband who punishes the 
seducer ? And I look upon you, Honoria Lyndon, as 
my wife.” 

“ Husband ! wife, sir ! ” cried the widow, quite 
astonished. 

“ Yes, wife ! husband ! I am not one of those poor 
souls with whom coauettes can nlay, and who may 
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afterwards throw them aside. You would forget what 
passed between us at Spa ; Calista would forget 
Eugenio ; but I will not let you forget me. You 
thought to trifle with my heart, did you? When 
once moved, Honori4, it is moved forever. I love 
you ' — love as passionately now as I did when iny 
passion was hopeless ; and, now that I can win* you, 
do you think I will forego you ? Cruel, cruel Calista ! 
You little know the j)ower of your own charms if you 
think their effect is so easily obliterated — you^ little 
know the constancy of this pure and noble heart if 
you think that, having once loved, it can ever cease to 
adore you. No ! I swear by your cruelty that I will 
revenge it ; by your wonderful beauty • that I will 
win it, and be wortliy to win it. Lovely, fascinating, 
fickle, cruel woman ! you shall be mine — I swear it ! 
Your wealth may be great ; but am I not of a gener- 
ous nature enough to use it worthily ? Your rank is 
lofty ; but not so lofty as my ambition. You threw 
yourself away once on a cold anti spiritless debauchee: 
give yourself now, Honoria, to a man / and one who, 
however lofty your rank may be, will enhance it and 
become it ! 

As I poured words to this effect out on the aston- 
ished widow, I stood over her, and fascinated her with 
the glance of my eye ; saw her turn red and pale with 
fear and wonder ; saw that my praise of her charms 
and the exposition of my passion were not unwelcome 
to her, and witnessed with triumphant composure the 
mastery 1 was gaining over her. Terror, be sure of 
that, is not a bad ingredient of love. A man who wills 
fiercely to win the heart of a weak and vaporish 
woman must succeed, if he have opportunity enough. 

Terrible man ! said Lady Lyndon, shrinking 
from me as soon as I had done speaking (indeed, I 
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was at a loss for words, and thinking of another 
speech to make to her) — “terrible man! leave me.” 

I saw that I had made an impression oti her, from 
those very words. “If she lets me into the house 
to-morrow,” said I, “she is nAne.” 

As 1 went down stairs I put ten guineas into the 
hand of the hall-porter, who looked quite astonished 
at such a gift. 

“ It is to repay you for the trouble of opening the 
door to me,” said 1 : “ you will have to do so often.” 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

I PROVIDE NOBLY FOR MY FAMILY AND ATTAIN 
THE HEIGHT OF MY (sEEMINg) GOOD FORTUNE. 

The next day when I went back, iny fears^ were 
realized : the door was refused to me — my lady was 
not at home. This 1 knew to be false : I had watched 
the door the whole morning from a lodging 1 took at 
a house opposite. 

Your la.dy is not out/’ said T; ^‘she has denied 
me, and I can’t, of course, force my way to her. But 
listen : you are an Englishman ? ” 

^^That I am,” said tlu* fellow, with an air of the 
utmost superiority. Your honor could tell that by 
iny hacceidP 

I knew he was, and might therefore offer him a 
bribe. An Irish family servant in rags, and though 
his wages were never paid him, would probably fling 
the money in your face. 

Listen, then,” said I. ‘‘ Your lady’s letters pass 
through your hands, don’t they ? A crown for every 
one that you bring me to read. There is a whi'^key- 
shop in the next street ; bring them there when you 
go to drink, and call for me by the name of Dermot.” 

I recollect your honor at says the fellow, 

grinning ; seven ’s the main, heh ? ” and, being 
exceedingly proud of this reminiscence, I bade my 
inferior adieu. , 

I do not defend this practice of letter-opening in 
private life, except in cases of the most urgent neces- 
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sity: when we must follow the examples of our 
betters, the statesmen of all Europe, and, for the sake 
of a great good, infringe a little matter of ceremony. 
My Lady Lyndon^s letters were none the worse for 
being opened, and a great deal the better ; the knowl- 
edge obtained from the perusal of some of her multi- 
farious epistles enabling me to become intimate with 
her character in a hundred ways, and obtain a power 
over her by which I was not slow to profit. By the 
aid of the letters and of my English friend, whom I 
always regaled with the best of liquor, and satisfied 
with presents of money, still more agreeable (I used 
to put on a livery in order to meet him, and a red 
wig, in which it was impossible to know the dashing 
and elegant Kediiiond Barry), I got such an insight 
into the widow’s movements as astonished her. I 
knew beforehand to what public places she would go : 
they were, on account of her widowhood, but few : 
and wherever she appeared, at church, or in the park, 
I was always ready to offer her her book, or to canter 
on horseback by the side of her chariot. 

Many of her ladyship’s letters were the most whim- 
sical rodomontades that ever blue-stocking penned. 
She was a woman who took up and threw off a greater 
number of dear friends than any one I ever knew. To 
some of these female darlings she began presently to 
writ(^about my unworthy self, and it was with a sen- 
timent of extreme satisfaction 1 found at length that 
the widow was growing dreadfully afraid of me ; call- 
ing me her hhe noire, her dark spirit, her murderous 
adorer, and a thousand other names indicative of her 
extreme disquietude and terror. It was : “ The wretch 
has bqpn dogging my chariot through the park,” or, 
my fate pursued me at church,” and “ my inevitable 
adorer handed me out of my chair at the mercer’s/' 
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or not. My wish was to increase this sentiment 
of awe in her bosom, and to make her believe that I' 
was a person fi*om whom escape was impossible. 

To this end I bribed a fortune-teller, whom she con- 
sulted along with a immber of the most foolish* and 
distinguished people of Dublin in those days; and 
who, although she went dressed like one of her wait- 
ing-women, did not fail to recognize her real tank, and 
to describe as her future husband her persevering 
adorer, Eedmond Barry, Esq. This incident disturbed 
her very much. She wrote about it in terms of great 
wonder and terror to her female correspondents. 
'‘<Can this monster,” she wrote, “indeed do as he 
boasts, and bend even Fate to his will ? — can he 
make me marry him though I cordially detest him, 
and bring me a slave to his feet ? The horrid look 
of his black serpent-like eyes fascinates and frightens 
me : it seems to follow me everywhere, and even when 
I close my own eyes, the dreadful gaze penetrates the 
lids, and is still upon me.” 

When a woman begins to talk of a man in this way, 
he is an ass who does not win her ; and, for my part, 
I used to follow her about, and put myself in an atti- 
tude opposite her, “ and fascinate her with my glance,” 
as she said, most assiduously. Lord George Poynings, 
her former admirer, was meanwhile keeping his room 
with his wound, and had seemed determined to give 
up all claims to her favor ; for he denied her admit- 
tance when she called, sent no answer to her multi- 
plied correspondence, and contented himself by say- 
ing generally, that the surgeon had forbidden him to 
receive visitors or to answer letters. Thus, while he 
went into the background X came forward, an/i took 
good care that no other rivals should present them- 
selves with any chance of success ; for, as soon as 1 
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heard of one, I had aqi;arrel fastened on him, and, in 
this way, pinked two ihore, besides my first victim 
Lord George* I always took another pretext for 
quarrelling with them than the real one of attention 
to Lady Lyndon, so that no sca^ndal or hurt to her 
ladyship’s feelings might arise in consequence; but 
she very well knew what was the meaning of these 
duels : and the young fellows of Dublin, too, by laying 
two and two together began to perceive that there 
was a certain dragon in watch for the wealthy heiress^ 
and that the dragon must be subdued first before they 
could get at the lady. I warrant that, after the first 
three, not many champions were found to address the 
lady ; and have often laughed (in my sleeve) to see 
many of the young Dublin beaux riding by the side of 
her carriage scamper off as soon as my bay-mare and 
green liveries made their appearance. 

I wanted to impress her with some great and awful 
instance of my power, and to this end had determined 
to confer a great benefit upon my honest cousin Ulick, 
,|md carry off for him the fair object of his affections, 
J|Eis^iJ£iljoy, under the very eyes of her guardian and 
friend, Lady Lyndon ; and in the teeth of the squires, 
the young lady’s brothers, who passed the season at 
Dublin, and made as much swagger and to-do about 
their sister’s £10,000, Irish, as if she had had a plum 
to heij^ffortune. The girl was by no means averse to 
Mr. Brady ; and it only shows how faint-spirited some 
men are, and how a superior genius can instantly 
overcome difficulties which, to common minds, seem 
insuperable, that he never had thought of running off 
with her : as T at once and boldly did. Miss Kiljoy 
had beoci a ward in Chancery until she attained her 
majority (before which period it would have been a 
dangerous matter for me to put in execution the 
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scheme I meditated concerning her) ; but, though now 
free to marry whom she liked, she was a young lady 
of timid disposition, and as much under fear of her 
brothers and relatives as though she had not been in- 
dependent of them, * They had some friend of their 
own in view for the young lady, and had scornfully 
rejected the proposal of Ulick Brady, the ruined gen- 
tleman; who was quite unworthy, as these rustic 
bucks thought, of the hand of such a prodigiously 
wealthy heiress as their sister. 

Finding herself lonely in her great house in Dublin, 
the Countess of Lyndon invited her friend Miss 
Amelia to pass the season with her at Dublin ; and, 
in a fit of maternal fondness, also sent for her son, 
the little Bullingdon, and my old acquaintance his 
governor, to come to the ca])ital and bear her company. 
A family coach brought the boy, the heiress, and 
the tutor from Castle Lyndon ; and I determined 
to take the first opportunity of putting my plan in 
execution. 

For this chance I had not very long to wait. I 
have said, in a former chapter of my l)iogra])hy, that 
the kingdom of Ireland was at this period ravaged by 
various parties of oanditti ; who, under the name of 
Whiteboys, Oakboys, Steelboys, with captains at their 
head, killed procto]\s, fired stacks, houghed and 
maimed cattle, and took tlie law into thei^ own 
hands. One of these bands, or several of them for 
what I know, was commanded by mysterious per- 
sonage called Captain Thunder; whose business 
seemed to be that of marrying people with or without 
their own consent, or that of their parents. The 

Dublin Gazettes and Mercuries” pf that period 
(the year 1.772) teem with proclamations from the 
Lord Lieutenant, ofiering rewards for the apprehen- 
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sion of this dreadful Captain Thunder and his gang, 
and describing at length various exploits of the 
savage aide-de-camp of Hymen. 1 determined to 
make use, if not of the services, at any rate of the 
name of Captain Thunder, and ^mt my cousin Ulick 
in possession of his lady and her ten thousand 
pounds. She was no great beauty, and, I presume, it 
was tbe money he loved rather than the owner of it. 

On account of her widowhood, Lady Lyndon could 
not as yet frequent the balls and routs whicdi the hos- 
pitable nobility of Dublin were in the custom of 
giving; but her friend Miss Kiljoy had no such 
cause for retirement, and was glad to attend any 
parties to which she might be invited. I made Ulick 
Brady a present of a couple of handsome suits of 
velvet, and by my influence procured him an invita- 
tion to many of the most elegant of these assemblies. 
But he had not had my advantages or experience 
of the manners of court ; was as shy with ladies as 
a young colt, and could no more dance a minuet than 
a donkey. Pie made very little way in the polite 
world in his mistresses heart : in fact, I could see 
that she preferred several other young gentlemen to 
him, who were more at home in the ball-room than 
poor Ulick; he had made his first impression upon 
the heiress, and felt his first flame for her, in her 
father^s house of Ballykiljoy, where he used to hunt 
and get drunk with the old gentleman. 

I could do thim^ too, well enough anyhow,^’ Ulick 
would say, heaving a sigh ; and if it ’s drinking or 
riding across country would do it, there ’s no man in 
Ireland would have a better chance with Amalia.” 

Never fear, Ulick,” was my reply ; you shall 
have your Amalia, or my name is not Redmond 
Barry.” 
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My Lord Charlemont — wlio was one of the most 
elegant and accomplished noblemen in Ireland in 
those days, a fine scholar and wife, a gentleman 
who had travelled much abroad, where I had the 
honor of knowing him — gave a magnificent mas- 
querade at his house of Marino, some few miles from 
Dublin, on the Dunleary road. And it was at this 
entertainment that I was determined that Ulick 
should be made happy for life. Miss Kiljoy was 
invited to the masquerade, and the little Lord Bul- 
lingdon, who longed to witness such a scene ; and it 
was agreed that he was to go under the giuirdianship 
of his governor, my old friend the Rev. Mr. Runt. J 
learned what was the equipage in which the party 
were to be conveyed to the ball, and took my 
measures accordingly. 

Ulick Brady was not present: his fortune and 
quality were not sufficient to procure him an in- 
vitation to so distinguished a place, and I had it 
given out three days previous that he had been ar- 
rested for debt : a rumor which surprised nobody 
who knew him, 

I appeared that night in a character with which I 
was very familiar, that of a private soldier in the 
King of Prussians guard. I had a grotesque masque 
made, with an innnense nose and mustaches, talked 
a juihble of broken English and German, in- -which 
the latter greatly predominated ; and had crowds 
round me laughing at my droll accent, and whose 
curiosity was increased by a knowledge of my pre- 
vious liistory. Miss Kiljoy was attired as an antique 
princess, with little Bullingdon as a page of the 
times of chivalry; his hair was in powder, hi^; doub- 
let rose-color, and pea-green and silver, and he looked 
very handsome and saucy as he strutted about with 
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my sword by his side. As for Mr. Bunt, he walked 
about very demurely in a domino, and perpetually 
paid his respects to the buffet, and ate enough cold 
chicken and drank enough punch and champagne 
to satisfy a company of grena’diers. 

The Lord Lieutenant came and went in state — the 
bail was magnificent. Miss Kiljoy had partners in 
plenty, among whom was myself, who walked a 
minuet with her (if the clumsy waddling of the Irish 
heiress may be called by such a name) ; and I took 
occasion to plead my passion for Lady Lyndon in the 
most pathetic terms, and to beg her friend^s inter- 
ference in my favor. 

It was three hours past midnight when the party 
.for Lyndon House went away. Little Bullingdon 
had long since been asleep in one of Lady Charle- 
months china closets. Mr. Bunt was exceedingly 
husky in talk, and unsteady in gait. A young lady 
of the present day would be alarmed to see a gentle- 
man in such a condition ; but it was a common sight 
in those jolly old times, when a gentleman was 
thought a milksop unless he was occasionally tipsy. 
I saw Miss Kiljoy to her carriage, with several other 
gentlemen; and, peering through the crowd of ragged 
link-boys, drivers, beggars, drunken men and women, 
who used invariably to wait round great men’s doors 
when’ festivities were going on, saw the carriage 
drive off, with a hurrah from the mob; then came 
back presently to the supper-room, where I talked 
German, favored the three or four topers still there 
with a High-Dutch chorus, and attacked the dishes 
and wine with great resolution. 

“ How can you drink aisy with that big nose on ? 
said one gentleman. 

Go an be hangt ! ” said I, in the true accent, ap 
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plying myself again to the wine ; with which the 
others laughed, and I pursued my supper in silence. 

There was a gentleman present who had seen the 
Lyndon party go off, with whom I had made a bet, 
which I lost; and the* next morning I called upon 
him and paid it him. All which particulars the 
reader will be surprised at hearing enumerated : but 
the fact is, that it was not I who went back to the 
party, but my late German valet, who was of my size, 
and, dressed in my mask, could i)erfectly pass* for me. 
We changed clothes in a hackney-coach that stood 
near Lady Lyndon’s chariot, and driving after it, I 
speedily overtook it. 

The fated vehicle which bore the lovely object of 
Ulick Brady’s affections had not advanced veyy far, 
when, in the midst of a deep rut in the road, it came 
suddenly to with a jolt; the footman, springing off 
the back, cried Stop ! ” to the coachman, warning 
him that a wheel was off, and that it would be dan- 
gerous to xjroceed with only three. Wheel-caps had 
not been invented in those days, as they have since 
by the ingenious builders of Long Acre. And how 
the linchpin of the wheel had come out I do not 
pretend to say ; but it possibly may have been ex' 
traded by some rogues among the crowd before Lord 
Charlemont’s gate. 

Miss Kiljoy thrust her head out of the window, 
screaming as ladies do ; Mr. Hunt the cliaplain woke 
up from his boozy slumbers ; and little Bullingdon, 
starting up and drawing his little sword, said, Don’t 
be afraid. Miss Amelia: if it’s footpads, I am armed.” 
The young rascal had the spirit of a lion, that ’s the 
truth ; as I must acknowledge, in spite of all m’y 
after-(|uarrels with him. 

The hackney-coach which had been following Lady 
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Lyndon’s chariot by this time came up, and the 
coachman, seeing the disaster, stepped down from his 
box, and politely requested her ladyship’s honor to 
enter his vehicle; which was as clean and elegant 
as any person of tiptop quality might desire. This 
invitation was, after a minute or two, accepted by 
tlie passengers of the chariot : the hackney-coachman 
promising to drive them to Dublin in a hurry.” 
Thady, the valet, proposed to accompany his young 
])iaster and the young lady ; and the coachman, who 
liad a friend seemingly drunk by his side on the box, 
with a grin told Thady to get up behind. However, 
as the footboard there was covered with spikes, as a 
defence against the street-boyS, who love a ride gratis, 
Thady’s fidelity would not induce him to brave these ; 
and he was persuaded to remain by the wounded 
chariot, for which he and the coachman manufactured 
a linchpin out of a neighboring hedge. 

Meanwhile, although the hackney-coachman drove 
on rapidly, yet the party within seemed to consider 
it was a long distance from Dublin ; and what was 
Miss Kiljoy’s astonishment, on looking out of the 
window at length, to see around her a lonely heath, 
with no signs of buildings or city. She began forth- 
with to scream out to the coachman to stop ; but the 
man only whipped the horses the faster for her noise, 
and- bade her ladyship ‘Miould on — ’twas a short cut 
he was taking.” 

Miss Kiljoy continued screaming, the coachman 
flogging, the horses galloping, until two or three men 
appeared suddenly from a hedge, to whom the fair 
one cried tor assistance ; and the young Bullingdon, 
opening the coach-door, jumped valiantly out, top- 
pling over head and heels as he fell ; but jumping up 
in an instant, he drew his little sword, and, tunning 
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towards the carriage, exclaimed, ‘^This way, gentle 
men ! stop the rascal ! ” 

Stop ! cried the men ; at which ' the coachman 
pulled up with extraordinary obedience. Hunt all 
the while lay tipsy irf the carriage, having only a 
dreamy halt-consciousness of all that was going on. 

The newly arrived champions of female distress 
now held a consultation, in which they looked at the 
young lord and laughed considerably. 

‘Hlo not be alarmed,” said their leader, coming *up 
to the door ; “one of my people shall mount the box 
by tln^ side of that treaclierous rascal, and, with your 
hidyshijj’s leavt*, T and my companion will get in and 
see yon home. We are well armed, and can defend 
yon in (‘-ase, of danger.” 

With tills, and without more ado, he jumped into 
the c.arri{ig(‘, liis cojnpanion following him. 

“ Ivnow your jdace, fellow ! ” cri(‘d out little Bul- 
lingdon, indignantly: “and give jdacc to the Lord 
Viscount Ihillingdon ! ” and jmt himself before the 
iiug(^ jierson of the new-comer, wlio was about tc 
enter the backney-coaeh. 

“ Get out of that, my lord,” said the man, in a 
broad brogue, and shoving him aside. On which the 
boy, crying “ Thieves ! thieves!” drew out his little 
hanger, and ran at the man, and would have wounded 
him (for a small sword will wound as w(dl as a great 
one); but his oppomuit, who was armed with a lopg 
stick, struck the weapon Imhily out of the lad’s 
liands : it went tiying over his head, and left him 
aghast and mortified at his discomfiture. 

Jie then puIUni off his hat, making his lordship a 
low bow, and entered the carriage j the door of which 
was shut upon Iiim by his confederate, who was to 
mount the box. Miss Kiljoy might have screamed ,• 
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but I presume her shrieks were stopped by the sight 
of an enormous horse-pistol which one of her cham- 
pions produced, who said, No harm is intended you, 
ma’am, but if you cry out, we must gag you ; ” on 
which she suddenly became ds mute as a fish. 

All these events took place in an exceedingly short 
space of time; and when the three invaders had 
taken possession of the carriage, the poor littlp Bui- 
lingdon being left bcnvildered and astonished oji the 
heath, one of them, putting his head out of the win- 
dow, said, — 

My lord, a word with you.” 

“ What is it ? ” said the boy, beginning to whimi)er ; 
he was but eleven years old, and his courage had been 
‘excellent hitherto. 

You are only two miles from Marino. Walk back 
till you come to a big stone, there turn to tiie right, 
and keep on straight till you get to tlie liigh-road, 
when you will easily find your way back. And when 
you see her ladyshi]) your mamma, giv(} Captain 
Thundph’s compliimmts, and say Miss Amelia Kiljoy 
is going to be niarri(*(l.” 

O heavens ! ” sighe(l out that young lady. 

The carriage drove swiftly on, and the poor little 
noblenian was hd't aloiu^ on the lieath, just as the 
morning began to break. He was fairly frightened; 
and no wonder. He tliought of running after the 
cx)aeh ; but his courage' and his litth' h‘gs faih'd him: 
so he sat down u]K)n a stone and cricul for vexation. 

It was in this way that Ulick Brady made what I 
call a Sabine marriage. When he halted with his two 
groomsmen at the cottage where the ceremony was to 
be performed, Mr. Eunt, the chaplain, at first de- 
clined to perform it. Eut a pistol was held at the 
head of that unfortunate preceptor, and he was told 
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with dreadful oaths, that his miserable brains would 
be blown out ; when he consented to read the service. 
The lovely Amelia had, very likely, a similar induce- 
ment held out to her, but of that I know nothing ; for 
I drove back to town with the coachman as soon as 
we had set the bridal party down, and had the satis- 
faction of finding Fritz, my German, arrived before 
me ; he had come back in my carriage in my dress, 
having left the mascjiierade undiscovered, and done 
everything there according to my orders. 

Poor Punt came back the next day in a piteous 
plight, keeping silence as to his share in the occur- 
rences of the evening, and with a dismal story of 
having been drunk, of having been waylaid and bound, 
of having been hd’t on the road and picked up by a^ 
Wicklow cart, which was coming in with provisions 
to Dublin, and found him helpless on the road. There 
was no possible means of fixing any share of the con- 
spiracy upon him. Little Pullipgdon, who, too, found 
his way home, was unable in any way to identify me. 
But Lady Lyndon knew that I was concerned in the 
plot, for I met her hurrying the next day to the Cas- 
tle : all the town being up about the enlevement. And 
I saluted her with a smile so diabolical, that I knew 
she was aware that I had been concerned in the daring 
and ingenious scheme. 

Thus it was that 1 repaid Ulick Brady’s kindness 
to me in early days ; and had the satisfaction of re- 
storing the fallen fortunes of a deserving branch of 
my family. He took his bride into Wicklow, where 
he lived with her in the strictest seclusion until the 
affair was blown over ; the Kiljoys striving every- 
where in vain to discover his retreat. They did jiot 
for a while even know who was the lucky man who 
had carried off the heiress ; nor was it until she wrote 
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a letter some weeks afterwards, signed Amelia Brady, 
and expressing her perfect happiness in her new con- 
dirion, and stating that she had been married by Lady 
Lyndon’s chaplain Mr. Eunt, that the truth was 
known, and my worthy friend confessed his share of 
the transaction. As his good-natured mistress did 
not dismiss him from his post in consequence, every- 
body persisted in supposing that poor Lady Lyndon 
was privy to the plot; and the story of her ladyship’s 
passionate attachment for me gained more and more 
credit. 

I was not slow, you may be sure, in profiting by 
these rumors. Every one thought I had a share in 
the Brady marriage ; though no one could prove it. 
Every one thought I was well with the widowed 
countess ; though no one could show that I said so. 
But there is a way of proving a thing even while you 
contradict it, and I used to laugh and joke so apropos 
that all men began to wish me joy of my great for- 
tune, and look up to me as the aliianced husband of 
the greatest heiress in the kingdom. The papers took 
up the matter; the female fricmds of Lady Lyndon 
remonstrated with her and cried Fie ! ” Even the 
English journals and magazines, which in those days 
were very scandalous, talked of the matter; and 
whispered that a beautiful and accomplished widow, 
with a title and the largest possessions in the two king- 
doms, was about to bestow her hand upon a young 
gentleman of high birth and fashion, who had dis- 
tinguished himself in the service of his M — y the 
K — of Pr — . I won’t say who was the author of 
th(‘se paragraphs ; or how two pictures, one repre- 
sdhtiiig myself under the title of “The Prussian 
Irishman,” and the other Lady Lyndon as “The 
Countess of Ephesus,” actually appeared in the 
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^^Town and Country Magazine,’^ published at Lon- 
don, and containing the fashionable tittle-tattle of 
the day. 

Lady Lyndon was so perplexed and terrified by 
this continual hold upon her, that she determined to 
leave the country. Well, she did : and who was the 
first to receive her on landing at Holyhead ? Your 
humble servant, lledmond Barry, Esq. And, to crown 
all, the ‘n)ubliii* Mercury,’’ which announced her 
ladyship’s departure, announced mine tlie day hefote. 
There was not a soul but thought she had followed 
me to England ; whereas she was only fiying me. 
Vain hope ! — a man of my resolution was not thus 
to be balked in pursuit. Had. she fled to the anti- 
podes, I would have been the.re : ay, and would have 
followed her as far as Orpheus did Eurydice ! 

Her ladyship had a houses in Berkeley Square, 
London, m()r(‘ sjdendid than that which she pos- 
sessed ill Dublin ; and, knowing that she would come 
thither, 1 preceded her to the English capital, and 
took handsoiiKi a])artments in Hill Street, hard by. 
I had tli(^ same intelligence in her Loudon house 
which I had procured in Dublin. The same faith- 
ful })orter was there to give me all the information 
I requinul. 1 promised to treble his wages as soon 
as a certain event should happen. I won over Lady 
Lyndon’s companion by a present of one hundred 
guineas down, and a promise of two thousand when 
1 should be married, and gained the favors of her 
favorite lady’s-maid by a bribe of similar magnitude. 
My reputation had so far preceded me in London 
that, on my arrival, numbers of the genteel were 
eager to receive me at their routs. We have no idea 
in this humdrum age what a gay and splendid place 
London was then : what a passion for play there was 
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among young and old, male and female ; what thou- 
sands were lost and won in a night ; what beauties 
tliere were — how brilliant, gay, and dashing ! Every- 
body was delightfully wicked: the royal Dukes of 
Gloucester and Cumberland 'set the example ; the 
nobles followed close behind. Kunning away was 
the fashion. Ah I it was a pleasant time ; and lm;ky 
was he who had fire, and youth and money, and could 
live in it! I lunl all these; and the old fretiuentiu’S 
of White’s,” “Wattier’s,” and ^Hloosetree’s ” could 
tell stories of the gallantry, spirit, and high fashion 
of Captain Barry. 

The xu*ogre.<^s of a love-story is tc'dioiis to all those 
who are not conceriuMl, and I leave such themes to 
the hack novel-writei's, and the young boarding-school 
misses for whom they write. It is not my intention 
to follow, step by step, the incidents of my courtship, 
or to narrate all the difficulties I had to contend with, 
and my triumphant manner' of surmounting them. 
Suffice it to say, T did overcome these difficulties. I 
am of opinion, with my friend the late ingenious Mr. 
Wilkes, that such impediments are nothing in the 
way of a man of spirit ; and that he can convert in- 
difference and aversion into love, if he have perse- 
verance and cleverness sufficient. By the time the 
countess’s widowliood was expired, 1 had found means 
to be received into her house ; I had lier women per- 
petually talking in my favor, vaunting my powers, 
expatiating u])on my reputation, and boasting of my 
success and popularity in the fashionable w(n*ld. 

Also, the best friends I had in the prosecution of 
my tender suit were the C()untes.s’s noble relativtis ; 
wlm were far from knowing the service that tl u^y did 
me. and to whom I beg leave to tiunhu- my heartfelt 
thanks for the abuse with whudi thev then loaded 
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me : and to whom I fling my utter contempt for the 
calumny and hatred with which they have subse- 
quently pursued me. 

The chief of these amiable persons was the March- 
ioness of Tiptoff, mother of the young gentleman 
whose audacity I had punished at Dublin, This old 
harridan, on the countess’s first arrival in London, 
waited upon her, and favored her with sucli a storm 
of abuse for her encouragement of me, that 1 do be- 
lieve she advanced my cause more than six months’ 
courtship could have done, or the pinking of a half- 
dozen of rivals. It was in vain that poor Lady Lyn- 
don pleaded her entire innocence, and vowed she had 
never encouraged me. Never encouraged him!” 
screamed out the old Fury ; did n’t you encourage 
the wretch at Spa, during Sir Charles’s own life ? 
Didn’t you marry a dependant of yours to one of 
this profligate’s bankrui)t cousins ? When he set off 
for England, did n’t you follow him like a madwoman 
the very next day ? Did n’t he take lodgings at 
your very door almost — and do you call this no 
encouragement? For shame. Madam, shame! You 
jnight have married my son — my dear and noble 
George; but that he did not choose to interfere with 
your shameful passion for the beggarly upstart whom 
you caused to assassinate him ; and the only counsel 
I have to give your ladyship is this, to legitimatize 
the ties which you have contracted with this shame- 
less adventurer : to make that connection legal which, 
real as it is now, is against both decency and religion; 
and to spare your family and your son the shame of 
your present line of life.’’ 

With this the old Fury of a marchioness left the 
room, and Lady Lyndon in tears : I had the whole 
particulars of the conversation from her ladyshi])’s 



BARRY LYNl^ON, ESQ. 309 

companion, and augured the best result from it in my 
favor. 

Tims, by the sage influence of my Lady Tiptoff, the 
Countess of Lyndords natural friends and family were 
kept from her society. Even* when Lady Lyndon 
went to court, the most august lady in the realm re- 
ceived her with such marked coldness, that the unfor- 
tunate widow came home and took to her bed with 
vexation. And thus, T may say, that royalty itself 
became an agent in advancing my suit, and helping 
the ])lans of the poor Irish soldier of fortune. So it 
is that Fate works with <agents, great and small ; and 
by means over *which they have no control, the desti- 
nies of men and women 'are accomplished. 

I shall always consider the conduct of Mrs. Bridget 
(Lady Lyndon^s favorite maid at this juncture) as a 
masterpiece of ingenuity : and, indeed, had such an 
opinion of her diplomatic skill, that the very instant 
1 became master of the Lyndon estates, and paid her 
the promised sum — I am a man of honor, and rather 
than not keep my word with the woman, I raised the 
money of the dews, at an exorbitant interest — as 
soon, I say, as 1 achieved my triumph, I took Mrs. 
Bridget by th^ hand, and said, Madam, you have 
shown such unexampled fidelity in my service that I 
am glad to reward you, according to my promise ; but 
you have given proofs of such extraordinary clever- 
ness and dissimulation, that I must decline keeping 
you in Lady Lyndon^s establishment, and beg you 
will leave it this very day : ” which she did, and went 
over to the Tiptoff faction, and has abused me ever 
since. 

Bivt I must tell you what she did which was so 
clever. Why, it was the simplest thing in the world, 
as all master-strokes are. When I^ady Lyndon la- 
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mented her fate aud my — as she was pleased to call 
it — shameful treatment of her, Mrs. Bridget said, 
^^Why should not your ladyship write this young 
gentleman word of the evil which he is causing you ? 
Appeal to his feelings (which, I have heard say, are 
very good indeed — the whole town is ringing with 
accounts of his spirit and generosity), and beg him to 
desist from a pursuit which causes the best of ladies 
so much pain ? Do, my lady, write : I know your 
style is so elegant that I, for my part, have many a 
time burst into tears in reading your charming letters, 
aud I have no doubt Mr. Barry will sacrifice anything 
rather than hurt your feelings.” And, of course, the 
abigail swore to the fact. 

Do you think so, Bridget ? ” said her ladyship. 
And my mistress forthwith penned me a letter, in 
her most fascinating and winning manner : «— 

‘‘ Why, sir,” wrote she, “ will you pursue me 1 why environ 
me in a web of intrigue so frightful that my spirit sinks under 
it, seeing escape is hopeless, from your frightful, your diaboli- 
cal art ? They say you are generous to others — be so to me. 
I know your bravery but too well : exercise it on men who can 
^ meet your sword, not on a poor feeble woman, who cannot 
resist you. Remember the friendship you once professed for 
me. And now, I beseech you, I implore you, to give a proof of 
it. Contradict the calumnies which you have spread against 
me, and repair^ if you can, and if you have a spark of .honor 
left, the miseries which you have caused to the heart-broken 

‘'H. Lyndon.’" 

What was this letter meant for but that I should 
answer it in person ? My excellent ally told me 
where I should meet Lady Lyndon, and accordingly I 
followed, and found her at the Pantheon. I repeated 
the scene at Dublin over again ; showed her how pro- 
digious my power was, humble as I was, and that my 
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energy was still untired. But/’ I added, I am as 
great in good as I am ?n evil ; as fond and faithful as 
a friend as I am terrible as an enemy. I will do 
everything,” I said, which ^ou ask of me, except 
when you bid me not to love you. That is beyond 
my power ; and while my heart has a pulse I must 
follow you. It is my fate ; your fate. Cease to 
battle against it, and be mine. Loveliest of your 
sex ! with life alone can end my passion for you ; 
and, indeed, it is only by dying at your command that 
I can be brought to obey you. Do you wish me to 
die 9 

She said, laughing (for she was a woman of a lively, 
humorous turn), that she did not wish me to commit 
self-murder; and I felt from that moment that she 
was mine. 

A year from that day, on the 15th of May, in the 
year 1773, I had the honor and liappiness to lead to 
the altar, Honor ia, Countess of Lyndon, widow of the 
late Bight Hon. Sir Charles Lyndon, K.B. The cere- 
mony was performed at St. George’s, Hanover Square, 
by the Bev. Samuel Bunt, her ladyship’s chaplain. A 
magnificent sdpper and ball was given at our house 
in Berkeley Square, and the next morning I had a 
duke, four earls, three generals, and a crowd of the 
most’ distinguished people in London at my levee. 
Walpole made a lampoon about the marriage, and 
Selwyn cut jokes at the Cocoa-tree.” Old Lady 
Tiptoff, although she had recommended it, was ready 
to bite off her fingers with vexation ; and as for young 
Bullingdon, who was grown a tall lad of fourteen, 
wlieii called upon by the countess to embrace his papa, 
he shook his fist in my face and said, He my father ! 
I would as soon call one of your ladyship’s footmen 
papa ! ” 
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But I could afford to laugh at the rage of the boy 
and the old woman, and at the jokes of the wits of 
St. James’s. I sent off a flaming account of our nup- 
tials to my mother and my uncle the good Chevalier ; 
and now, arrived at tlie pitch of prosperity, and hav- 
ing, at thirty years of age, by my own merits and 
energy, raised myself to one of the highest social posi- 
tions that any man in England could occupy, I deter- 
mined to enjoy myself as became a man of quality 
for the remainder of my life. 

After we had received the congratulations of our 
friends in London — for in those days people were 
not ashamed of being married, as they seem to be now 
— I and Ilonoria (who was all complacency, and a 
most handsome, sprightly, and agreeable companion) 
set off to visit our estates in the west of England, 
where I had never as yet set foot. We left London in 
three chariots, each with four horses ; and my uncle 
would have b(‘en pleased could he have seen painted 
on their panels the Irish crown and the ancient coat 
of the Barrys, beside the countess’s coronet and the 
noble cognizance of the noble family of Lyndon. 

Before quitting London, I procured his Majesty’s 
gracious permission to add the name’ of my lovely 
lady to my own; and henceforward assumed the style 
and title of Barry Lyndon, as I have written it in 
this autobiography. 
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CHAPTEK XVIL 

I APPEAR AS AN ORNAMENT OK ENGLISH SOCIETY. 

All tlie journey down to Hackton Castle, the largest 
and most ancient oi‘ our ancestral seats in Devonshire, 
was performed with the slow and sober state becom- 
ing people of the first quality in the realm. An out- 
rider in my livery went on before us, and bespoke our 
lodging from town to town ; and thus we lay in state 
at Andover, Ilminster, and Exeter ; and the fourth 
evening arrived in time for supper before the antique 
baronial mansion, of which the gate was in an odious 
Gothic taste that would have set Mr. Walpole wild 
with pleasure. 

The first days of a marriage are commonly very try- 
ing; and I have known couples, who lived together 
like turtle-doves for the rest of theij lives, j)eck each 
other’s eyes out almost during the honeymoon. I did 
not escape the .common lot: in our journey westward 
my Lady Lyndon chose to quarrel with me because I 
pTilled out a pipe of tobacco (the habit of smoking 
which I had acquired in Germany when a soldier in 
r>Ulow’s, and could never give it over), and smoked it 
in the carriage ; and also her ladyship cliose to take 
umbrage both at Ilminster and Andover, because in 
the evenings when we lay there I chose to invite the 
landlords of the Bell ” and the Lion ” to crack a 
bottle with me. Lady Lyndon was a haughty woman, 
and I hate pride ; and I promise you that in both in- 
stances I overcame this vice in her. On the third day 
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of our journey I had her to light my pipe-match with 
her own hands, and made her deliver it to me 'with 
tears in her eyes ; and at the Swan Inn ’’ at Exeter I 
had so completely subdued her, that she asked me hum- 
bly whether 1 would not wish the landlady as well as 
the host to step up to dinner witli us. To this I should 
liave had no objection, for, indeed, Mrs. Bonny face was 
a very good-looking woman ; but we expected a visit 
from my Lord Ihshop, a kinsman of Lady Lyndon, 
and the hienseances did not permit the indulgence of 
rny wih^/s recpiest. I appeared with her at evening 
service, to compliment our right reverend cousin, and 
put her name down for twenty-five guineas, and my 
own for one hundred, to the famous new organ which 
was then being built for the cathedral. This conduct, 
at the very outset of my career in the county, made 
me not a little popular ; and the residentiary canon 
who did me the favor to sup with me at the inn, 
went away after the sixth bottle, hiccupping the most 
solemn vows foi* the welfare of such a p-p-pious 
gentleman. 

I^efor(‘. we reached Ilackton Castle, we had to drive 
through ten miles of the Lyndon estates, where the 
people were out to visit us, the church bells set 
a-ringing, the parson and the farmers assembled in 
their best by the roadside, and the school-children and 
the laboring-people were loud in their hurrahs for her 
ladyship. I flung money among these worthy charac- 
ters, stop})ed to bow and chat with his reverence and 
the farmers, and if I found that the pevonsliire girls 
were among the handsomest in the kingdom is it my 
fault ? These remarks my Lady Lyndon especially 
would take in great dudgeon : and I do believe she 
was made more angry by my admiration of the red 
cheeks of Miss Betsy Quarringdon of Clumpton, than 
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by any previous speech or act of mine in the journey. 

Ah, ah, my fine madam, you are jealous, are- you ? ” 
thought I, and reflected, not without deep sorrow, how 
lightly she herself had acted in her husbaiars life- 
time, and that those are most jealous who themselves 
give most cause for jealousy. 

Bound Hackton village the scene of wehiome was 
particularly giiy : a band of music liad been brought 
from Plymouth, and andies and flags had been raised, 
especially before the attorney’s and the doctor’s liouses, 
who were both in the employ of the family. There 
were many hundreds of stout people at the great lodge, 
which, with the park-wall, bounds one side of Hack- 
ton Green, and from which, for tliree miles, goes (or 
rather went) an avenue of noble elms up to the towers 
of the old castle, T wished they had been oak when 
1 cut the trees down in ^79, for they would have fetched 
three times the money: T know nothing more culpable 
than the carelessness of ancestors in planting their 
grounds with timber of small value, when'' they 
might just as easily raise oak. Thus 1 have always 
said that the Koundliead Jjyndon.of Hackton, who 
Xdanted these elms in Charles ll.’s time cheated me 
of £10,000. • 

For the first few days after our arrival, my time was 
agreeably spent in receiving the visits of the nobility 
and gentry who came to pay their resi)ects to the noble 
new-married couple, and, like Ifiuebeard’s wife in the 
fairy tale, in inspecting the treasures, the furniture, 
and the numerous chambers of the castle. Jt is a 
huge old place, built as far back as Henry V.’s time, 
besieged and battered by the Cromwellians in the 
Bevplution, and altered and patched up, in an odious 
old-fashioned taste by the Boundhead Lyndon, who 
succeeded to the property at the death of a brother 
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whose principles were excellent and of the true Cava- 
lier sort, but who ruined himself chiefly by drinking, 
dicing, and a dissolute life, and a little by supporting 
the king. The castle stands in a fine chase, which 
was prettily speckled dver with deer ; and I canT but 
own that my pleasure was considerable at first, as I 
sat in the oak parlor of summer evenings, with the 
windows open, the gold and silver plate shining in a 
hundred dazzling colors on the sideboards, a dozen 
jolly companions round the table, and could look out 
over the wide green park and the waving woods, and 
see the sun setting on the lake, and hear the deer 
calling to one another. 

The exterior was, when I first arrived, a quaint com- 
position of all sorts of architecture ; of feudal towers, 
and gable-ends in Queen Bess’s style, and rough- 
patched walls built up to repair the ravages of the 
E-oundhead cannon : but I need not speak of this at 
large, having had the place new-faced at a vast ex- 
pense,* under a fashionable architect, and the fagade 
laid out in the latest French-Greek and most classical 
style. There had been moats, and drawbridges, and 
outer walls ; these I had shaved away into elegant 
terraces, and handsomely laid out in parterres, accord- 
ing to the plans of M. Cornichon, the great Parisian 
architect, who visited England for the purpose. 

After ascending the outer steps, you entered an an- 
tique hall of vast dimensions, wainscoted with black 
carved oak, and ornamented with portraits of our an- 
cestors : from the square beard of Brook Lyndon, the 
great lawyer in Queen Bess’s time, to tlie loose stoma- 
cher and ringlets of Lady Saccharissa Lyndon, whom 
Van Dyck painted when she was a maid of honor to 
Queen Henrietta Maria, and down to Sir Charles Lyn- 
don, with his ribbon as a knight of the Bath j and my 
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lady, painted by Hudson, in a white satin sack and 
the family diamonds, as she was presented to the old 
King George II. These diamonds were very fine ; I 
first had them reset by Boehm^r, when we appeared 
before their French Majesties at Versailles ; and finally 
raised dS 18,000 upon them, after that infernal run of 
ill-luck at Goosetree’s,” when Jenniiy Twitclier (as 
we called iny Lord Sandwich), Carlisle, Charley Fox, 
and I played ombre fi r foiir-and-forty hours sans 
desemparer. Bows and pikes, huge stag-heads and 
liunting implements, and rusty old suits of arinor, 
that may have been worn in the djiys of Gog and 
jlagog for what I know, formed the other old orna- 
ments of this huge apartment; and were ranged round 
a fireplace where you might have turned a coach-and- 
six. This I kept pretty much in its antique condi- 
tion, but had the old armor eventually turned out and 
consigned to the lumber-rooms up stairs ; replacing it 
with china monsters, gilded settees from France, and 
elegant marbles, of wdiicli the broken noses and limbs, 
and ugliness, undeniably proved their antiquity : and 
which an agent purchased for me at Lome. But such 
was the taste of the times (ami, perliai)s, the rascality 
of my agent), that £30,000 woi'tli of tlu‘se gems of 
art only went for three hundred guimais at a subse- 
quent period, when I found it necessary to raise 
money on my collections. 

From this main hall branched off on either side the 
long series of state-rooms, poorly furnished with high- 
backed chairs and long, (pieer Venice glasses, when 
first I came to the }>roperty ; but afterwards rendered 
so splendid by me, with the gold damasks of Lyons 
and tile magnificent Gobelin tapestries I won from 
Richelieu at play. There were thirty-six bedrooms 
de maitre, of which I only kept three in their antique 
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condition, — the haunted room, as it was called, where 
the murder was done in James II. ’s time, the bed 
where William slept after landing at Torbay, and 
Queen* Elizabeth’s state-room. All the rest were re- 
decorated by Corniclion in the most elegant taste ; not 
a little to the scandal of some of the steady old country 
dowagers : for I had pictures of Boucher and Vanloo 
to decorate the principal apartments, in which the 
Cupids and Venuses were painted in a manner so 
natural, that I recollect the old wizened Countess of 
Fruiiipington pinning over the curtains of her bed, and 
sending her daughter, Lady Blanche Whalebone, to 
sleep with her waiting-woman, rather than allow 
her to lie in a chamber hung all over with looking- 
glasses, after the exact fashion of the queen’s closet at 
Versailles. 

For many of these ornaments I was not so much 
answerable as Corniclion, whom Lauraguais lent me, 
and who was the intendant of my buildings during my 
absence abroad. 1 had given the man carte blanche^ 
and wluui he fell down and broke his leg, as he was 
decorating a theatre in the room which had been the 
old chapel of the castle, the people of the country 
thought it was a judgnient of Heaven* upon him. In 
his rugc for iinprovenient the fellow dared anything. 
Without my orders, he cut down an old rookery which 
was sacred in the country, and had a prophecy regard- 
ing it, stating, When the rook-wood shall fall, down 
goes Hackton Hall.” The rooks wejit over and colo- 
nized Tiptoff Woods, which lay near us (and be hanged 
to them !), and Cornichoii built a temple to Venus and 
two lovely fountains on their site. Venuses and 
Cupids were the rascal’s adoration : he wanted to take 
down the Gothic screen and place Cupids in our pew 
there ; but old Doctor Huff the rector came out with a 
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large oak stick, and addressed the unlucky architect in 
Latin, of which he did not comprehend a word, yet 
made him understand that he would break his bones 
if he laid a single finger upon the sacred edifice. »Corni- 
chon made complaints about the Abbe Huff,’^ as he 
called him (“ Et quel abbe, grand Dieu ! ’’ added he, 
quite bewildered, “un abbe avec douze enfaiis*!”); 
but I encouraged the church in this respect, and bade 
Cornichon exert his talents only in the castle. 

There was a magnificent collection of ancient plate, 
to which I added much of the most splendid modern 
kind; a cellar which, however well furnished, re- 
quired continual replenishing, and a kitchen which I 
reformed altogether. My friend, Jack Wilkes, sent 
me down a. cook from the Mansion House, for the 
English cookery, — the turtle and venison department: 
I liad a chief (who called out the Englishman, by the 
way, and complained sadly of the gros cochon who 
wanted to meet him with coups de poing) and a couple 
of aides ivom Paris, and an Italian confectioner, as my 
ojflclers de houche. All which natural appendages to 
a man of fashion, tlie odious, stingy old Tiptoff, my 
kinsman and neighbor, affected to view with horror; 
and he spread ttoouj^di the country a report that I had 
my victuals cooked by Papists, lived upon frogs, an.] 
he verily believed, fricasseed little childrei.. 

But the squires ate my dinners very readily for all 
tliat, and old Hr. Huff himself was compelled to allow 
that my venison and turtle were most orthodox. The 
former gentry I knew how to conciliate, toa, in other 
ways. Tliere had been only a subscription pack of fox- 
hounds in the country, and a few beggarly couples of 
mangy -i-beagles, with which old Tiptoff pattered about 
his grounds ; 1 built a kennel and stables, which cost 
30,000, and stocked them m a maimer which was 
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worthy of my ancestors, the Irish kings. I had two 
packs of hounds, and took the field in the season four 
times a week, witli three gentlemen in my hunt-uni- 
form tp follow me, and open house at Hacktoii for all 
who belonged to the iiunt. 

These changes and this train de vivre recpiired, as 
may be supposed, no small outlay ; and I confess 
that I have little of that base spirit of economy in my 
composition which some people practise and admire. 
For instance, old Tiptoff was hoarding u]) his money 
to repair his father’s extravagance and disencumber 
his estates ; a good deal of the money with which he 
paid off his mortgages my agent procured upon mine. 
And, besides, it must be remembered I had only a 
life-interest upon the Lyndon property, was always 
of an easy temper in dealing with the money-brokers, 
and had to pay heavily for insuring her ladyship’s 
life. 

At the end of a year Lady Lyndon presented me 
with a son — Bryan Lyndon I called him, in compli- 
ment to my royal ancestry : but what more had I to 
leave him than a noble name ? Was not the estate 
of his mother entailed upon the odious little Turk, 
Lord Bullingdon ? and whom, by the ‘vvay, I have not 
mentioned as yet, though he was living at Hackton, 
consigned to a new governor. The insubordination 
of that boy was dreadful. He used to quote passages 
of ^‘Hamlet” to his mother, which made her very 
angry. Once when I took a horsewhip to chastis(^ 
him, he drew a knife, and would have stabbed me : 
and ’faith, I recollected my own youth, which was 
pretty similar ; and, holding out my hand, burst out 
laughing, and proposed to him to be friendsr> We 
were reconciled for that time, and the next, and the 
next; but there was no love lost between us, and his 
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hatred for me seemed to grow as he grew, which 
was apace. 

I determined to endow my darling boy Bryan with 
a property, and to this end cut down twelve thousand 
pounds’ worth of timber on Lady Lyndon’s York- 
shire and Irish estates ; at which proceeding Bulling- 
don’s guardian, Tiptoff, cried out, as usual, and swore 
I had no right to touch a stick of the trees : but down 
they werit ; and I comiuissioned my mother to re- 
purchase the ancient lands of Bally barry and Barry- 
ogue, which had once formed part of the immense 
possessions of my house. These she bought back 
with excellent prudence, and extreme joy ; for her 
heart was gladdened at the idea that a son was born 
to my name, and with the notion of my magnificent 
fortunes. 

To say truth, I was rather afraid, now that I lived 
in a very different sphere to that in which she was 
accustomed to move, lest she should come to pay me a 
visit, and astonish my English friends by her brag- 
ging and her brogue, her rouge and her old hoops and 
furbelows of the time of George II. : in which she 
had figured advantageously in her youth, and which 
she still fondly thought to be at the height of the 
fashion. So I wrote to her, putting off her visit ; 
begging her to visit us when the left wing of the 
castle was finished, or the stables built, and so forth. 
There was no need of such precaution. hint’s 

enough for me, Redmond,” the old lady would reply. 

1 am not coming to disturb you among your great 
English friends with my old-fashioned Irish ways. 
It’s a blessing to me to think that my darling boy 
has attained the position which I always knew was 
his due, and for which I pinched myself to educate 
him. You must bring me the little Bryan, that his 
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grandmother may kiss him, one day. Present my 
respectful blessing to her ladyship his mamma. Tell 
her she has^ got a treasure in her husband, which she 
couldn’t have had had she taken a duke to marry 
her : and that the ilarrys and the Bradys, though 
without titles^ have the best of blood in their veins. 
I shall never rest until I see you Earl of Bally harry, 
and my grandson Lord Viscount Barry ogiie.” 

How singular it was that the very same ideas should 
be passing in my mother’s mind and my own ! The 
very titles she had pitched upon had also been se- 
lected (naturally enough) by me ; and I don’t mind 
confessing that 1 had tilled a dozen sheets of paper 
with my signature, under the names of Ballybarry 
and Barryogue, and had determined with my usual 
impetuosity to carry my point. My mother went and 
established herself at Ballybarry, living with the 
priest there until a tenement could be erected, and 
dating from Ballybarry Castle ; ” which, you may 
be sure, I gave out to be a place of no small impor- 
tance. I had a ])lan of the estate in my study, both 
at Hackton and in Berkeley Square, and the plans of 
the elevation of Ballybarry Castle, the ancestral 
residence of Barry Lyndon, Esq., with the projected 
improvements, in which the Castle was represented 
as about the size of Windsor, with more ornaments to 
the architecture; and eight hundred acres bf bog 
falling in handy, I purchased them at three pounds 
an acre, so that my estate upon the map looked to be 
no insignihcant one.^ 1 also in this year made ar- 

1 Ou the strengtli of tin’s estate, and pledging his honor that it 
was not mortgaged, Mr. Barry Lyndon borrowed £17,000 in the 
year 1786, from young Captain Pigeon, the city merchant’s son, 
who had just come in f«»r his property. As for the Polwellan 
estate and mines, “ the cause of endless litigation,” it must be 
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rangements for purchasing the Polwellaii estate and 
mines in Cornwall from Sir John Trecothiek, for 
.•£70j000 — an imprudent bargain, which was after- 
wards the cause to me of much dispute and litigation. 
The troubles of property, the rascality of agents, the 
quibbles of lawyers, are endless. Humble people 
envy us great men, and fancy that our lives are all 
pleasure. Many a time in the course of my prosper- 
ity I have sighed for the days of my meanest fortune, 
and envied the boon companions at my table, with 
no clotlies to tlieir backs but such as my credit sup- 
plied them, without a guinea but what came from my 
])ocket ; but without one of the liarassing cares and 
responsibilities wliich are the dismal adjuncts of great 
rank and property. 

I did little morf^ than make my appearance, and as- 
sume the command of my estates, in the kingdom of 
Ireland; rewarding generously those persons who had 
bi‘en kind to me in my former adv(u\sities, and taking 
my fitting ])lace among the aristocracy of the land. 
lUit, in truth, I had small inducements to remain in 
it after having tasted of the genteeler and more eom- 
])lete ph‘asures of English and Contineiitaf lih^; and 
we passed our summers at Euxton, tin* Path, and 
Harrogate, while Hackton Casth^ was biung be.autified 
in the elegant manner already described by me, and 
the season at our mansion in ]>erkeh^y Square. 

Jt is wonderful how the possession of wealth brings 
out tlie virtues of a man ; or, at any rate, acts as a 
varnish or lustre to them, and brings out their bril- 

ownedthat our hero purchased them ; but lie never paid more than 
the first £5,000 of the pnrchaso-nioney. Hence the )ifii»’atjon of 
which*^^1ie complains, and the famous Chancery suit of “ IVecothick 
V. Lyudou,” in which Mr. John Scott greatly distinguished him 
self. ~ Ep 
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liancy and color in a manner never known when the 
individual stood in the cold gray atmosphere of pov- 
erty. I assure you it was a very short time before I 
was a pretty fellow of the first class ; made no small 
sensation at the coffee-houses in Pall Mall, and after- 
wards at the most famous clubs. My style, equipages, 
and elegant entertainments were in everybody’s mouth, 
and were described in all the morning prints. The 
needier part of Lady Lyndon’s relatives, and such as 
had been offended by the intolerable pomposity of old 
Tiptoff, began to apj)ear at our routs and assefnblies ; 
and as for relations of my own, I found in London and 
Ireland more than I had ever dreamed of, of cousins 
who claimed affinity with me. There were, of course, 
natives of my own country (of which I was not partic- 
ularly proud), and I rec(uved visits from three or four 
swaggering shabby Temple bucks, with tarnished lace 
and Tipperary bi’ogue, who were eating their way to 
the bar in London ; from several gambling adventur- 
ers at the watering-places, whom I soon speedily let 
to know their plae.e; and from others of more repu- 
table condition. Among them I may mention my 
cousin the Lord Kilbarry, who, on the score of his 
relationship, borrowed thirty pieces from to pay 
his landlady in Swallow Street ; and whom, for my 
own reasons, I allowed to maintain and credit a con- 
nection for which the Heralds’ College gave no au- 
thority whatsoev'-er. Kilbarry had a cover at my table ; 
punted at play, and paid when he liked, wliich was sel- 
dom ; had an intimacy with, and was under considera- 
ble obligations to my tailor; and always boasted of his 
cousin the great Parry Tjyndon of the W‘ist country. 

Her ladysliip and 1 lived, after a while, prettjr sep- 
arate when in London. She preferred quiet : or to 
say the truth, I preferred it ; being a great friend to 
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a modest, tranquil behavior in woman, and a taste for 
the domestic pleasures. Hence I encouraged her to 
dine at home with her ladies, her chaplain, and a few 
of her friends ; admitted three or four proper and dis- 
creet persons to accompany he*r to her box at the 
opera or play on proper occasions ; and indeed de- 
clined for her the too frequent visits of her friends 
and family, preferring to receive them only twice or 
thrice in a season on our grand reception days. Be- 
sides, she was a mother, and had great com tort in the 
dressing, educating, and dandling our little Bryan, for 
whose sake it was fit that she should give up the 
ydeasures and frivolities of the world ; so she left 
that part of the duty of every family of distinction to 
be performed by me. To say the truth. Lady Lyn- 
don’s figure and ai)pearaiice were not at this time such 
as to make for their owner any very brilliant appear- 
ance in the fashionable world. She had grown very 
fat, was short-sighted, pale in complexion, careless 
about her dress, dull in demeanor ; her conversations 
with me characterized by a stupid despair, or a silly, 
blundering attem2)t at forced cheerfulness still more 
disagreeable ; hence our intercourse was but trifling, 
and my tempts?tions to carry her into the world, or to 
remain in her society, of necessity exceedingly small. 
She would try iny temper at home, too, in a thousand 
ways.* When requested by me ^often, I own, rather 
roughly) to entertain the company with conversation, 
wit, and learning, of which she was a misti*ess ; or 
music, of which she was an accomplished })er former, 
she would as often as not begin to cry, and leave the 
room. My company from this, of course, fancied I 
was a tyrant over her ; whereas I was only a severe 
and careful guardian over a silly, bad-tempered, and 
weak-minded lady. 
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She was luckily very fond of her youngest son, and 
through him I had a wholesome and effectual hold of 
her ; for if in any of her tantrums or fits of haughti- 
ness — (this woman was intolerably proud ; and re- 
peatedly, at first, ill 6ur quarrels, dared to twit me 
with my own original poverty and low birth), — if, 1 
say, in our dispiitcis she pretended to have the upper 
hand, to assert her authority against mine, to refuse 
to sign such papers as I might think necessary for the 
distribution of our large and complicated property, 1 
would have Master llryan carried off to Chiswick for 
a couple of days ; and 1 warrant me his lady mother 
could hold out no longer, and would agree to anything 
I chose to propose. The servants about her I took 
care should be in my pay, not hers : especially the 
chikbs head nurse was under my orders, not those of 
my lady ; and a very handsome, red-cheeked, im- 
pudent jade she was ; and a great fool she made me 
make of myself. This woman was more mistress of 
the house than the poor-spirited lady who owned it. 
She gave the law to the servants ; and if I showed 
any particular attcuition to any of the ladies who 
visited us, tln^ slut would not scruple to show her 
jealousy, and to find means to send -them packing. 
The fact is, a generous man is always made a fool 
of by some woman or other; and this one had such 
ail influence over m%, that she could turn me round 
her finger.^ 

1 .From these curious confessions, it would appear that Mr. 
Lyndon maltreated his lady in every possible way ; that he denied 
her society, bullied her into signing away her. property, spent it in 
gambling and taverns, was openly unfaithful to her ; and, when 
she complained, threatened to remove her children from )ier. Nor, 
indeed, is he the only husband who has done the like, atfd has 
passed for “ nobody’s enemy but his own : ” a jovial, good-natured 
fellow. The world contains scores of such amiable people; and, 



BAERY LYNDON, ESQ. 


321 

Her infernal temper (Mrs. Stammer was the jade’s 
name), and my wife’s moody despondency, made my 
house and home not over-pleasant : hence I was 
driven a good deal abroad, where, as play was the 
fashion at every club, tavern, ’and assembly, I, of 
course, was obliged to resume my old habit, and to 
commence as an amateur those games at which I was 
once unrivalled in Europe. But whether a man’s 
temper changes with prosperity, or his skill leaves 
him when, deprived of a confederate, and pursuing 
the game no longer professionally, he joins in it, like 
the rest of the world, for pastime, I know not ; but 
certain it is, that in the seasons of 1774-5 I lost 
much money at White’s ” and the Cocoa-tree,” and 

indeed, it is because justice has not been done tliem tliat we have 
edited this -autobiography. Had it been tliat of a mere hero of 
romance, — one of those heroic youths wdio figure in the novels of 
Scott and James, — there would have been uo call to introduce 
the reader to a personage already so often and so charmingly de- 
picted. Mr. Barry Lyndon is not, we repeat, a hero of the com- 
mon pattern ; but let the reader look round, and ask himself. Do 
not as many rogues succecMl in life as honest mem i more fools 
than men of talent ? And is it not just that the lives of this class 
should be described by the student of huinau nature as well as the 
actions of those fairy-tale princes, those perfect impossible heroes, 
whom our writers love to describe ^ There is something nnXre and 
simple in that time-honored style of noved-writing by which l^riuco 
Prettyman, at the end of his adventures, is put in possession of 
every worldly prosperity, as he has been endowed with every men- 
tal and bodily excellence previously. The novelist thinks that he 
can do no more for his darling lioro than make him a lord. Is it 
not a poor standard that, of the sunimum bonnm i The greatest 
good ill life is not to he a lord ; perhaps not even to he happy. 
Poverty, illness, a humpback, may be rewards and conditions of 
good, as well as that bodily prosperity whicli all of us unconsciously 
set up*for worship. But this is a subject for an essay, not a note ; 
and it is best to allow Mr. Lyndon to resume the candid and 
ingenious narrative of his virtues and defects. 
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was compelled to meet my losses by borrowing largely 
upon my wife’s annuities, insuring her ladyship’s life, 
and so forth. The terms at which I raised these 
necessary sums, and the outlays requisite for my im- 
provements, were, of course, very onerous, and clipped 
the property considerably; and it was some of these 
papers which my Lady Lyndon (who was of a narrow, 
timid, and stingy turn) occasionally refused to sign : 
until I persuaded her, as I have before shown. 

My dealings on the turf ought to be mentioned, as 
forming part of my history at this time but, in 
truth, I have no x>articular pleasure in recalling my 
Newmarket doings. I was infernally bit and bubbled 
in almost every one of my transactions there ; and 
though I could ride a horse as well as any man in 
England, was no match with the English noblemen 
at backing him. Fifteen years after my horse, Bay 
Billow, by Sophy Hardcastle, out of Eclipse, lost 
the Newmarket stakes, for which he was the first 
favorite, I found that a noble earl, who shall be 
nameless, had got into his stable the morning before 
he ran ; and the consequence was that an outside 
horse won, and your humble servant was out to the 
amount of fifteen thousand ^pounds, t Strangers had 
no chance in those days on the heath: and, though 
dazzled by the splendor and fashion assembled there, 
and surrounded by the greatest persons of the “land, 
— the royal dukes, with their wives and splendid 
equipages ; old Grafton, with his queer bevy of com- 
pany, and such men as Ancaster, Sandwich, Lorn, — 
a man might have considered himself certain of fair 
play and have been not a little proud of the society 
he kept ; yet, I promise you, that, exalted as i^ was, 
there was no set of men in Europe who knew how to 
rob more genteelly, to bubble a stranger, to bribe a 
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jockey, to doctor a horse, or to arrange a betting-book. 
Even / couldn’t stand against these accomplished 
gamesters of the highest families in Europe. Was it 
my own want of style, or my \5^ant of a fortune ? I 
know not. But now I was arrived at the height of 
my ambition both my skill and my luck seemed to be 
deserting me. Everything I touched crumbled in my 
hand ; every speculation I had failed ; every agCnt I 
trusted deceived me. I am, indeed, one of those born 
to make, and not to keep fortunes ; for the qualities 
and energy wliich l(‘ad a man to effect the first are 
often the very causes of his ruin in the latter case : 
indeed I know of no other reason for the misfortunes 
which finally befell me.^ 

I had always a taste for men of letters, and, perhaps, 
if the truth must be told, have no objee.tion to play- 
ing the fine gentleman and patron among the wits. Such 
people are usually needy, and of low birth, and have 
an instiiKitive awe and love of a gentleman and a 
laced coat ; as all must have remarked who have fre- 
quented tlunr society. Mr. Beyiiolds, who was after- 
wards knighted, and certainly the most elegant painter 
of his day, was a pretty dexterous courtier of the wit 
tribe ; and it was through this gentleman, who painted 
a piece of me, Lady Lyndon, and our little Bryan, 
which was greatly admired at the Exhibition (I was 
represented as (piitting my wife, in the costume of 
the Tippleton yeonmnry, of which I was major; the 
child starting back from my helmet like what-d’ye- 
call-’im — Hector’s son, as described by Mr. Pope in 
his Iliad ”) ; it was through Mr. Reynolds that I 
was introduced to a score of these gentlemen, and 

^ I'he memoirs seem to have been written about the year 1814, 
in that calm retreat which Fortune had selected for the author at 
the close of his life. 
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their great chief, Mr. Johnson. I always thought 
their great chief a great bear. He drank tea twice or 
thrice at my house, misbehaving himself most grossly ; 
treating my opinions with no more respect than those 
of a schoolboy, and telling me to mind my horses and 
tailors, and not trouble myself about letters. His 
Scotch bear-leader, Mr. Boswell, was a butt of thc^ 
first quality. I never saw such a figure as the fellow 
cut in what he called a Corsican habit, at one of Mrs. 
Cornely’s balls at Carlisle House, Soho. But that the 
stories connected with that same establishment are 
not the most profitable tales in the world, 1 could tell 
tales of scores of queer doings tliere. All the liigh 
and low demireps of the town gathered there, from his 
grace of Ancaster down to my countryman, poor Mr. 
Oliver Goldsmith the poet, and from the Duchess of 
Kingston down to the. Bird of Ihiradise, or Kitty 
Fisher. H(U‘o I have met Very queer characters, who 
came to queer ends too: poor Hackman, tliat after- 
wards was hanged for killing Miss Kay, and (on the 
sly) his Reverence Dr. Simony, whom my friend Sam 
Foote, of the Little Theatre,^^ bade to live even after 
forgery and the rope cut short the unlucky parson’s 
career. 

It was a merry ])lace, London, in those days, and 
that’s the truth. I’m Avriting noAv in my gouty old 
age, and people have grown vastly more mordl and 
matter-of-fact than tliey w(U'(i at the close of the last 
century, Avlieii the world was young with me. There 
was a difference between a gentleman and a common 
fellow in those times. We wore silk and embroidery 
then. Now every man has the same coachman-like 
look in his belcher and caped coat, and there js no 
outward difference between my lord and his groom. 
Then it took a man of fashion a couple of hours to 
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make his toilet, and he could show some taste and 
genius in selecting it. What a blaze of splendor was 
a drawing-room, or an opera, of a gala night! What 
sums of money were lost and won at the delicious 
faro-table ! My gilt curricle and outriders, blazing in 
gre(m and gold, were very different objects to the 
equipages you see now-a-days in the ring, with the 
stunted grooms behind them. A man could drink 
four times as much as the milksops now-a-days can 
swallow: but ’t is useless expatiating on this theme. 
Grentlemen are dead and gone. The fashion has now 
turned upon your soldiers and sailors, and I grow 
quite moody and sad when I think of thirty years 
ago. 

This is a chapter devoted to reminiscences of what 
was a very happy and splendid time with me, but pre- 
senting little of mark in the way of adventure ; as is 
generally the case when times are happy and easy. 
It would seem idle to till pa-ges with accounts of the 
every-day occupations of a man of fashion, — the fair 
ladies who smiled upon him, the dress(‘s he wore, the 
matches he played, and won or lost. At this period 
of time, when youngsters are employed cutting the 
Frenchmen’s 'throats in S})ain and France, lying out 
in bivouacs, and feeding off commissariat beef and 
biscuit, they would not undm'staud what a life their 
ancestors led; and so T shall leave further discourse 
upon the pleasures of th(‘, times when even the Prince 
was a lad in leading-strings, when Charles Fox had 
not subsided into a imue statesnuui, and Buonaparte 
was a beggarly brat in his native island. 

Whilst these improvements were going on in my 
estates — my house, from an antique Xorman castle, 
being changed to an elegant (freek tfUTiple, oj* palace 
— my gardens and woods losing their rustic appear 
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ance to be adapted to the most genteel French style 
— my child growing up at his mother’s knees, and 
my influence in the country increasing, — it must not 
be imagined that I stayed in Devonshire all this while, 
and that I neglected to* make visits to London, and my 
various estates in England and Ireland. 

I went to reside at the Trecothick estate and the 
Polwellan Wheal, where I found, instead of profit, 
every kind of pettifogging chicanery ; I passed over 
ill state to our territories in Ireland, where I enter- 
tained the gentry in a style the Lord Lieutenalat him- 
self could not equal j gave the fashion to Dublin (to 
be sure it was a b(‘,ggarly, savage city in thos(5 days ; 
"and, since the time there has been a pother about the 
Union, and the misfortunes attending it, I have been 
at a loss to account for tlui mad jiraisc^s of the old 
oi’der of things, which the fond Irisli patriots have' 
inv(mted) ; I say I S(‘t the fashion to Dublin; and 
small praise to me, for a poor ])lace it was in those 
times, whatever the Irish party may say. 

In a former chapter 1 have given you a description 
of it. It was tlie WarsaAV of our part of the world : 
there was a splendid, ruined, half-civilized nobility, 
ruling over a half-savage population.* I say half- 
savage advisedly. The commonalty in the streets 
were wild, unshorn, and in rags. The most public 
places were not safe after nightfall. The College, the 
public buildings, and the great gentry’s houses were 
splendid (the latter unfinished for the most part) • 
but the people were in a state more wretched than 
any vulgar I have ever known : the exercise of their^ 
religion was only half allowed to them ; their clergy 
were forced to be educated out of the country ; tbeir 
aristocracy was quite distinct from them ; there was 
a Protestant nobility, and in the towns, poor, inso- 
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lent Protestant corporations, with a bankrupt retinue' 
of mayors, aldermen, and municipal officers — all of 
whom figured in addresses and had the public voice 
in the country ; but there was no sympathy and con- 
nection between the upper and the lower people of 
the Irish. To one who had been bred so much abroad 
as myself, this difference between Catholic and Protes- 
tant was doubly striking; and though as firm as a 
rock in my own faith, yet I could not help remember- 
ing my grandfather held a different one, and wonder- 
ing that there should be such a political differeime 
between the two. I passed among my neighbors for a 
dangerous leveller, for entertaining and expressing 
such opinions, and especially for asking the priest of* 
the parish to my table at Castle Lyndon. He was a 
gentleman, educated at Salamanca, and to my mind, a 
far better bred and more agrc^eablo companion than 
his comrade the rector, who had but a dozen Th’otes- 
tants for his congregation ; who was a lord’s son, to 
be sure, but he could hardly spell, and the great field 
of his labors was in the kennel and cockpit. 

I did not extend and beautify* the house of Castle 
Lyndon as I had done our other estates, but contented 
myself with occasional visit there ; exer- 

cising an almost royal hospitality, and keeping open 
house during my stay. When absent, I gave to my 
aunt, the widow Brady, and her six unmarried dangle 
ters (although they always detested me), permission 
to inhabit the place ; my mother preferring my new 
mansion of Barryogue. 

And as my Lord Bullingdon was by this time grown 
excessively tall and troublesome, I determined to 
leave him under the care of a proper governor in 
Ireland, with Mrs. Brady and her six daughters to 
take care of him ; and he was welcome to fall in love 
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with all the old ladies if he were so minded, and 
thereby imitate his step-father’s example. When tired 
of Castle Lyndon, his lordship was at liberty to gO and 
reside at my house with my mamma ; but there was 
no love lost between liim and her, and, on account of 
my son Bryan, I think she hated him as cordially as 
ever 1 myself could possibly do. 

The county of Devon is not so lucky as the neigh- 
boring county of Cornwall, and has not the share of 
representatives which the latter possesses; where I 
liave known a moderate country gentleman, with a 
few scores of hundi'eds annum from his estate, 
treble his income by returning three or four Members 
*to Parliament, and by the iiiHuence with Ministers 
whicdi these seats gave him. Tln^ ])arli amentary in- 
terest of the house of Lyndon had Ixmui grossly neg- 
lected during my wife’s minority, and the ineu])acity 
of the earl her father; or, to sp(‘a.k Jiiore (correctly, it 
had been smuggled away from tlu^ l^yndon family 
altogether by the adroit old hypocrite of Tiptolf 
Oastle, who acted as most kinsmen and guardians do 
by their wards and Relatives, and robbed them. The 
Marquis of Tiptoff returned four Members to Parlia- 
ment : two for the borough of Tippleton, which, as 
all the world knows, lies at the foot ot our estate of 
Ilackton, bounded on the otluu* side by Tiptoff Park. 
For time out of mind liad sent Members for that 
borough, until Tiptoff, taking advantage of the late 
lord’s imbecility, put in Ids own nominees. AVhen 
his eldest son became of age, of course my lord was 
to take his seat for Ti))pleton; when Itigl)y (Nabob 
Kigby, who made his fortune under Clive in India) 
died, ihe marqius thought fit to bring down ^his 
second son, my Lord George Poynings, to whom I 
have introduced the reader in a former chapter, and 
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determined, in his high mightiness, that he too should 
go on and swell the ranks of the opposition — the big 
old Whigs, with whom the marquis acted. 

Rigby had been for some time in an ailing condi- 
tion previous to his demise, \and you may be sure 
that the circumstance of his failing liealtb had not 
been passed over by the gentry of the county, who 
were stanch government men for the most part, and 
hated my Lord Tiptoif’s principles as dangerous and 
ruinous. ^^We have been looking out for a man to 
fight against him,^’ said the squires to me ; “ we can 
only match Tiptoff out of Hackton ( >^istle. You, Mr. 
Lyndon, are our man, and at the next county election 
we will swear to bring you in.” 

1 hated the Tij)toffs so, that T would have fought 
them at any election. They not only would not visit 
at Hackton, but declined to receive thosi^ who visited 
us ; they kej)t the women of the county from receiv- 
ing my wife: they invented half the wild stories of 
my profligacy and extravagance with which the neigh- 
borhood was entertained ; tliey said I had frightened 
my wife into marriage, and ^liat she was a lost 
woman ; they hinted that RnllingdoiTs life was not 
secure nnd(‘i* my roof, that his treatment was odious, 
and that I wanted to put him out of tlie way to make 
place for Bryan my son. I could scarcie have a friend 
to llacikton, but they counted tlie botth^s drank at my 
table. Th(\y ferreted out my (h‘n lings with my hiw- 
yers and agents. If a crcnlitor w;is \inj)aid, every item 
of his bill was known at Tiptoff Hall ; if I looked at 
a farmer’s daught(‘r, it was said I had ruined her. 
My faults are many, I confess, and as a domestics 
cimracter, I can’t boast of any particular regularity, or 
temper ; but Lady Lyndon and I did not quarrel more 
than fashionable people do, and, at first, we always 
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used to make it up pretty well. I am a man full of 
errors, certainly, but not tlie devil that these odious 
backbiters at Tiptoff represented me to be. For the 
first three years I never struck my wife but when I 
was in liquor. When I flung the carving-knife at 
Bullingdon I was drunk, as everybody present can 
testify; but as for having any systematic scheme 
against the poor lad, I can declare solemnly that, 
beyond merely hating him (and one^s inclinations are 
not in one’s power), 1 am guilty of no evil fowards 
him. 

1 had sufficient motives, then, for enmity against 
the Tiptolfs, and am not a man to let a feeling of that 
kind lie ina(d,ive. Though a Whig, or, perhajis, be- 
cause a Whig, the marquis was one of the haughtiest 
men breathing, and treated commoners as his idol the 
great earl used to treat them, — after he came to a 
coronet himself — as so many low vassals, who might 
be proud to lick his slioebuckle. When the Tipple- 
ton mayor and cor|)or<ation waited n])on liim, he re- 
ceived them covered, nevei’ olfered Mr. Miiyor a chair, 
but retired when the refreshments were brought, or 
had them served to the worshipful aldermen in the 
steward’s room. These honest Britons iiever rebelled 
against such treatment, until instructed to do so by 
my patriotism. No, the dogs liked to be bullied ; 
and, in the course of a long experiemee, I have met 
with but very few Englishmen who are not of their 
way of thinking. 

It was not until I opened their eyes that they knew 
their degradation. I invited the Mayor to Hackton, 
and Mrs. Mayoress (a very buxom, pretty groceress 
she was, by the way) I made sit by my wife, and 
drove them both out to the races in my curricle. 
Lady Lyndon fought very hard against this conde- 
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scension ; but 1 bad a way with her, as the saying is, 
and though she had a temper, yet I had a better one. 
A tejnper, psha ! A wild-cat has a temper, but a 
kee])er can get the better of it ; and I know very few 
women in the world whom I cduld not master. 

Well, I made much of the mayor and corporation ; 
sent them bucks for th(ur dinners, or asked them to 
mine ; made a point of attending their assemblies, 
dancing with their vives and daughters, going 
through, in short, all the acts of politeness which are 
necessary on such occasions : and though old Tiptoff 
must have seen my goings on, yet his head was so 
much in the clouds, that he never once condescended 
to imagine his dynasty could be overthrown in his 
own town of Tippleton, and issued his mandates as 
securely as if he had been the Graiid Turk, and the 
Tippletonians no better than so many slaves of his 
will. 

Every post which brought us any account of Eigby’s 
increasing illness, was the sure occasion of a dinner 
from me ; so much so, that my friends of the hunt 
used to laugh and say, Eigby ’s worse ; there ’s a 
corporation dinner at Hackton.” 

It was in 1776, when the American war broke out, 
that I came into Parliament. My Lord Chatham, 
whose wisdom his jmrty in those days used to call 
superhuman, raised his oracular voice in the House of 
Peers against the American contest ; and my country- 
man, Mr. Burke — a great philosopher, but a plaguy 
long-winded orator — was the champion of the rebels 
in the Commons — where, however, thanks to British 
patriotism, he could get but very few to back him. 
Oh-i Tiptoff would have sworn black Avas white if the 
great earl had bidden him ; and lie made his son give 
up hisi commission in the Guards, in imitation of my 
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Lord Pitt, who resigned his ensign cy rather than 
fight against what he called liis American brethren. 

But this was a height of patriotism extremely little 
relished in England, where, evfer since the breaking 
out* of hostilities, our ‘people hated the Americans 
heartily; and where, when we heard of the fight of 
Lexington, and the glorious victory of Bunker’s Hill 
(as we used to call it in those days), the nation flushed 
out in its u'Sual hot-headed anger. The talk was all 
against the philosophers after that, and the ^people 
were most indomitably loyal. It was not until the 
land-tax was increased, that the gentry began to 
grumble a little ; but still my party in the West was 
very strong against the Tiptoffs, and I determined to 
take the field and win as usual. 

The old marquis neglected every one of the de- 
cent precautions which are requisite in a parliamen- 
tary campaign. He signified to the corporation and 
freeholders his intention of jyresenting his son. Lord 
George, and his desire that the latter should be 
elected their burgess ; but he scarcely gave so much 
as a glass of beer to whet the devotedness of his ad- 
herents : and I, as I need not say, engaged every 
tavern in Tippleton in my behalf. 

There is no need to go over the twenty-tiines-told 
tale of an election. I rescued the borough of Tipple- 
ton from the hands of Lord Tiptoff and his son. Lord 
George. I had a savage sort of satisfaction, too, in 
forcing my wife (who had been at one time exceed- 
ingly smitten by her kinsman, as I have already re- 
lated), to take part against him, and to wear and 
distribute my colors when the day of election came. 
And when we spoke at one another, I told the crQwd 
that I had beaten Lord George in love, that I had 
beaten him in war, and that 1 would now beat him in 
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Parliament ; and so I did, as the event proved ; for, 
to the inexpressible anger of the old marquis, Barry 
Lyndon, Esquire, was returned Member of Parlia- 
ment for Tippleton, in place of John Bigby, Esquire, 
deceased ; and T threatened hifti at the next election 
to turn him out of both his seats, and went to attend 
luy duties in Parliament. 

It was then I seriously determined on achieving 
for myself the Irish p'-erage, to be enjoyed after me 
by my beloved son and heir. 
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‘ CHAtTEK. XVIII. 

IN WHICH MY GOOD FORTUNE BEGINS TO WAVER. 

And now, if any people should be disposed to think 
my history 'immoral (for I have heard some assert 
that I was a man who never deserved that so much 
ju’osperity should fall to my share), I will beg those 
cavillers to do me the favor to read the conclusion of 
my adventures ; when they will see it was no such 
great prize that I had won, and that wealth, splendor, 
thirty thousand per annum, and a seat in Parliament, 
are often purchased at too dear a rate, when one has 
to buy those enjoyments at the price of personal 
liberty, and saddled with the charge of a troublesome 
wife. 

They are the deuce, these troublesome wives, and 
that is the truth. hTo man knows until he tries how 
wearisome and disheartening the burden of one of 
them is, and how the annoyance grows and strength- 
ens from year to year, and the courage becomes 
weaker to bear it ; so that that trouble which seemed 
light and trivial the first year, becomes intolei:able 
ten years after. I have heard of one of the classical 
fellows in the dictionary who began by carrying a calf 
up a hill every day, and so continued until the animal 
grew to be a bull, which he still easily accommodated 
upon his shoulders ; but take my word for it, young 
unmarried gentlemen, a wife is a very much harder 
pack to the back than the biggest heifer in Smith- 
field : and, i f I can prevent one of you from marry- 



BARRY LYNDON, ESQ. 


341 


ing, the Memoirs of Barry Lyndon, Esq.,” will not 
be written in vain. IN'ot that my lady was a scold or 
a shrew, as some wives are; 1 could have managed 
to have cured her of that ; but she was of a cowardly, 
crying, melancholy, maudlin t<?.niper, whicdi is to me 
still more odious : do what one would to i)lease her, 
she would never be happy or in good humor. I left 
her alone after a while ; and because, as was natural 
in my case, where a diragreeable home obliged me to 
seek amusement and companions abroad, she added a 
mean, detestable jealousy to all her other faults : I 
could not for some time pay the commonest attention 
to any other woman, but my Lady Lyndon must weep, 
and wring her hands, and threaten to commit suicide, 
and 1 know not what. 

Her death would have been no comfort to me, as I 
leave any person of common prudence to imagine ; 
for that scoundrel of a young Bullingdon (who was 
now growing up a tall, gawky, swarthy lad, and about 
to become my greatest plague and annoyance) would 
have inherited every penny of the property, and I 
should have been left considerably poorer even than 
when I married the widow : for I spent my personal 
fortune as well as the lady’s income in the keeping up 
of our rank, and was always too much of a man of 
honor and spirit to save a penny of Lady Lyndon’s 
income. Let this be flung in tlie teeth of my de- 
tractors, who say I never could have so injured the 
Lyndon property had I not been making a private 
purse for myself ; and who believe that, even in my 
present painful situation, I have hoards of gold laid 
by somewliere, and could come out as a Crcesus when 
I choose. L never raised a shilling upon Lady 
Lyndon’s pro[)erty but I spent it like a man of honor ; 
besides incurring numberless personal oi ligations for 
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money, which all went to the common stock. Inde- 
pendent of the Lyndon mortgages and incumbrances, 
I owe myself at least one hundred and twenty thousand 
pounds, which I spent while in occupancy of my wife^s 
estate : so that I may justly say that property is in- 
debted to me ill the above-mentioned sum. 

Although I have described the utter disgust and dis- 
taste which speedily took possession of my breast as 
regarded Lady Lyndon ; and although I took no partic- 
ular pains (for 1 am all frankness and aboveboard) to 
disguise my feelings in general, yet she was of such 
a mean spirit, that she pursued m(i with her regard in 
spite of my indifference to her, and would kindle up 
at the smallest kind word I spoke to her. The fact 
is, between my respected reader and myself, that I 
was one of the handsomest and most dashing young 
men of England in those days, and my wife was vio- 
lently in love with me ; and though 1 say it who 
should n’t, as the phrase goes, my wife was not the 
only woman of rank in London who had a favorable 
opinion of the humble Irish adventurer. What a rid- 
dle these women are, I have often thought ! I have 
seen the most elegant creatures at St. James’s grow 
wild for love of the coarsest and most vulgar of men ; 
the cleven^st women passionately admire the most il- 
literate of our sex, and so on. There is no end to the 
contrariety in the foolish creatures ; and though I 
don’t mean to hint that I am vulgar or illiterate, as 
the persons mentioned above (I would cut the throat 
of any man who dared to whisper a word against my 
birth or my breeding), yet I have shown that Lady 
Lyndon had plenty of reason to dislike me if she 
chose : but, like the rest of her silly sex, she was gov- 
erned by infatuation, not reason j and, up to the very 
last day of our being together, would be reconciled to 
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me, and fondle me, if I addressed her a single kind 
word. 

Ah,’^ she would say, in these moments of tender- 
J 10 SS — Ah, Eedmond, if you would always be so I ” 
And in these fits of love she Vas the most easy crea- 
ture in the world to be persuaded, and would have 
signed away her whole property, had it been possible. 
And, I must confess, it was with very little attention 
on my part that I could bring her into good humor. 
To walk with her on the Mall, or at Eanolagli, to at- 
tend her to church at St. James’s, to purchase any 
little present or trinket for her, was enough to coax 
lier. Such is female inconsistency ! The next day 
she would be calling me Mr. Barry ” probably, and 
be bemoaning her miserable fate that she ever should 
have been united to such a monster. So it was she 
was pleased to call one of the most brilliant men in his 
Majesty’s three kingdoms : and 1 warrant me other 
ladies had a much more flattering opinion of me. 

Then she would threaten to leave me ; but I had a 
hold of her in the person of her son, of whom she was 
])assionately fond : 1 don’t know why, for she had 
always neglected Bullingdon luu* elder son, and never 
bestowed a tliought upon his health, his welfare, or 
his education. 

It was our young boy, then, who formed the great 
bond of union between me and her ladyship ; and there 
was no plan of ambition I could propose in which she 
would not join for the poor lad’s behoof, and no expense 
she would not eagerly incur, if it might by any means 
be shown to tend to his advancement. I can tell you, 
bribes were administered, and in high places to, — so 
near the royal ])erson of his Majesty, that you would 
be astonished were I to mention what great personages 
condescended to receive our loans. I got froii the 
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English and Irish heralds a description and detailed 
pedigree of the Barony of Barryogue, and claimed re- 
spectfully to be reinstated in my ancestral titles, and 
also to be rewarded with the Viscounty of Bally harry. 

This head would becdme a coronet, my lady would 
sometimes say, in her fond moments, smoothing 
down my hair ; and, indeed, there is many a puny 
whipster in their lordships’ house who has neither my 
presence nor ray courage, my pedigree, nor any of my 
merits. 

The striving after this peerage I consider to have 
been one of the most unlucky of all my unlucky deal- 
ings at this period. I made unheard-of sacrifices to 
bring it about. I lavished money here and diamonds 
there. I bought lands at ten tim(‘8 their value ; pur- 
chased pictures and articles of vertu at ruinous prices. 
I gave repeated entertainments to those friends to my 
claims who, being about the royal person, were likely 
to advance it. I lost many a bet to the royal dukes 
his Majesty’s brothers : but let these matters be forgot- 
ten, and, because of my private injuries, let me not be 
deficient in loyalty to my sovereign. 

The only person in this transaction whom I shall 
mention openly, is that old scam}) and swindler, Gus- 
tavus Adolphus, thirteenth Earl of Crabs. This no- 
bleman was one of the gentlemen of his Majesty’s 
closet, and one with whom the revered monarch was 
on terms of (‘onsiderable intimacy. A close regard 
nad sprung up b(*tween them in the old King’s time ; 
when his royal highness, playing at battledore and 
shuttlecock with i\w young lord on the landing-place 
of the great staircase at Kew, in some moment of 
irritation, the Priiu'c of Wales kicked the young earl 
down stairs, who, hilling, broke his leg. The prince’s 
hearty rejientance for his violence caused him to ally 
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himself closely with the person whom he had injured ; 
and when his Majesty came to the throne there was 
no man, it is said, of whom the Earl of Bute was so 
jealous as of my Lord Crabs. The latter was poor and 
extravagant, and Bute got hiin out of the way, by 
sending him on the Russian and other embassies ; but 
on this favorite’s dismissal, Crabs sped back from the 
Continent, and was appointed almost immediately to 
a place about his Maje/’ty’s person. 

It was with this disreputable nobleman that I con- 
tracted an unlucky intimacy; when, fresh and un- 
suspecting, I first established myself in town, after 
my marriage with Lady Lyndon : and, as Crabs was 
really one of the most entertaining fellows in the 
world, I took a sincere pleasure in his company; 
besides the interc^sted desire I had in cultivating the 
society of a man who was so near the person of the 
highest personage in the realm. 

To hear the fellow, you would fancy that there was 
scarce any appointment made in which he had not a 
share. He told me, for instance, of Charles Fox be- 
ing turned out of his place a day before poor Charley.^ 
himself was aware of the fact. He told me when the 
Howes were €joming back from America, and who was 
to succeed to the command there. Not to multiply 
instances, it was upon this person that I fixed my 
chief reliance for the advancement of my claim to the 
Barony of Barry ogue and the Viscounty which I pro- 
posed to get. 

One of the main causes of expense which this am- 
bition of mine entailed upon me was the fitting out 
and arming a company of infantry from the Castle 
Lypdon and Hackton estates, in Ireland, which I 
offered to ray gracious sovereign for the campaign 
against the American rebels. These troops, superbly 
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equipped and clothed, were embarked at Portsmouth 
dn the year 1778 ; and the patriotism of the gentleman 
who had raised them was so acceptable at court, that, 
on being presented by my Lord North, his Majesty 
condescended to notice me particularly, and said, 
‘^That’s right, Mr. Lyndon, raise another company ; 
and go with them, too ! ” But this was by no means, 
as the reader may suppose, to my notions. A man 
with thirty thousand x>ounds per annum is a fool to 
risk his life like a common beggar : and *011 this 
account I have always admired the conduct, of my 
friend Jack Bolter, who had been a most active and 
resolute cornet of horse, and, as such, engaged in 
every scrape and skirmish which *could fall to his lot ; 
but just before the battle of Mindeii ho received news 
that his uncle, the great army contractor, was dead, 
and had left him five thousand per annum. Jack that 
instant applied for leave ; and, as it was refused him 
on the eve of a general action, my gentleman took it, 
and never fired a pistol again : except against an 
officer who questioned his courage, and whom he 
winged in such a cool and determined manner, as 
showed all the world that it was from prudence and a 
desire of enjoying his money, not frofii cowardice, 
that he quitted the profession of arms. 

When this Hackton company was raised, my step- 
son, who was now sixteen years of age, was rnost 
eager to be allowed to join it, and I would have gladly 
consented to have been rid of the young man ; but his 
guardian. Lord Tiptoff, who thwarted me in every- 
thing, refused his permission, and the lad’s military 
inclinations were balked. If he could have gone on 
the expedition, and a rebel rifle had put an end to 
him, I believe, to tell the truth, I should not have 
been grieved overmuch 5 and I should have had the 
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pleasure of bceing my other son the heir to the estate 
which his father had "A^on with so much pains. 

The education of this young nobleman had been, I 
confess, some of the loosest ; and perhaps the truth 
is, i did neglect the brat. He Vas of so wild, savage, 
and insubordinate a nature, that I never had the least 
regard for him ; and before^ me and his mother, at 
least, was so moody and dull, that 1 thought instruc- 
tion thrown away upon him, and left him for the most 
part to shift for himself. For two whole years he 
remained in Ireland, away from us; and when in 
England, we kept him mainly at Hackton, never car- 
ing to have the uncouth, ungainly lad in the genteel 
company in the capital in which we naturally min- 
gled. My own poor boy, on the contrary, was the 
most ])o]ite and (engaging child ever seen : it was a 
pleasure to treat him with kindness and distinction ; 
and before he was five years old, the little fellow was 
the pink of fashion, beauty, and good br(‘.eding. 

In fact he could not have been otherwise, with the 
cjire both his parents bestowed upon liim, and the at- 
tentions that w(}re lavished upon him in every way. 
When he was four years old, 1 quarrelled with the 
English nurs^ who had attended upon liim, and about 
wliojii my wife had been so jealous, and procured for 
him a French gouvernante^ who had lived with fami- 
lies bf the first quality in Paris ; and who, of course, 
Jiiust set my Lady Lyndon jealous too. Under the 
(‘are of this young woman my little rogue learned to 
chatter French most charmingly. It would have done 
your heart good to hear the dear rascal swear Mort 
de ma vie I ” and to see him stamp his little foot, and 
send the manans and canaille of the domestics to 
the trente mille diahhs. He was precocious in all 
things : at a very early age he would mimic every-^ 
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body ; at five, be would sit at table, and drink his 
glass of champagne with the best of us ; and his nurse 
would teach him little French catches, and the last 
Parisian songs of Vadd and Collard, — pretty songs 
they were too ; and wotild make such of his hearers as 
understood French burst with laughing, and, 1 promise 
you, scandalize some of the old dowagers who were 
admitted into the society of his mamma: not that 
there were many of them ; for I did not encourage the 
visits of what you call respectable people to Lady 
Lyndon. They are sad spoilers of sport. — tale-bearers, 
envious, narrow-minded people ; making mischief be- 
tween man and wife. Wlienever any of these grave 
personages in hoops and high heels used to make their 
appearance at Hackton, or in Berk(dey Scpiare, it was 
my chief pleasure to frigliten them off ; and I would 
make my little Bryan dance, sing, and play the diahle 
a quatre, and aid him myself so as to scare the old 
frumps. 

I never shall forget the solemn remonstrances of 
our old square-toes of a rector at Hackton, who made 
one or two vain attempts to teach little Bryan Latin, 
and with whose innumerable children I sometimes 
allowed the boy to associate. They learned some of 
Bryan’s French songs from him, which their mother, 
a poor soul who understood pickles and custards much 
better than French, used fondly to encourage them in 
singing; but which their father one day hearing, In* 
sent Miss Sarah to her bedroom and bread and water 
for a week, and solemnly horsed Master Jacob in th(‘ 
presence of all his brothers and sisters, and of Bryan, 
to whom he hoped that flogging would act as a warn- 
ing. But my little rogue kicked and plunged at ]bhe 
old parson’s shins until he was obliged to get his sex- 
ton to hold him down, and swore, corhieu, morhleu^ 
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ventrebleu, that his young friend Jacob should not be 
maltreated. After this scene, his reverence forbade 
Bryan the rectory -house ; on whicli I swore that his 
eldest son, who was bringing up for the ministry, 
should never have the succession of the living of 
Hackton, which I had tlioughts of bestowing on liim ; 
and his father said, with a canting hypocritical air, 
which I hate, that Heaven’s will must be done ; that 
he would not have hi^ children disobedient or cor- 
rn})ted for the sake of a bishopric , and wrote me a 
pompous and solemn letter, charged with Latin quota- 
tions, taking farewell of me and my house. I do so 
with regret,’^ added the old gentlenuin, for I have re- 
ceived so many kindnesses from the Hackton family 
that it goes to my heart to be disunited from them. 
My poor, I fear, may suifer in conse(juenc(^ of my 
separation from yo\i, and my Ixung henceforward 
unable to bring to your notice insta.ne.es of distress 
and affliction; which, when they wer(^ known to you, 
I will do you the justice to say, your generosity 
was always prom])t to relieve.” 

There may have been soim^ truth in this, for the 
old gentleman was perpetually pestering me with 
])etitions, and *1 know for a certainty, from his own 
clnirities, was often without a shilling in his pocket; 
but 1 suspect the good dinners at Hackton had a con- 
siderable share in causing his regrets at the dissolu- 
tion of our intijiiacy : and I know that his wife was 
(piite sorry to forego the accpiaintance of Bryan’s 
gouvernante, Mademoiselle Louison, who had all the 
newest French fashions at her fingers’ ends, and who 
never went to the rectory but you would see the girls 
of the family turn out in new sacks or mantles the 
Sunday after. 

I used to punish the old rebel by snoring very loud 
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in my pew on Sundays during sermon-time ; and 1 
got a governor presently for Bryan, and a chaplain of 
my own, when he became of age sufficient to be sepa- 
rated from the woi|ien\s society and guardianship. 
His English nurse 1 married to my head gardener, 
with a handsome portion ; his French gouvernante 1 
bestowed upon my faithful German. Fritz, not forged- 
ting the dowry in tli(‘. latter instance ; and they set up 
a French dining-house in Soho, and I believe at the 
time I write, they are richer in the world’s goods than 
their generous and free-haud(‘d mastei*. • 

For Bryan I now got a young gentleman from 
Oxford, the Kev. Edmund Lavender, who was com- 
missioned to teach him Latin, when the boy was in 
the humor, and to ground him in history, grammar, 
and the other qualifications of a gentleman. Laven- 
der was a pre(ho(is addition to our society at Hack- 
ton. He was the means of making a deal of fuii 
there. Lie was the Imtt of all our jokes, and bore 
them with the most admirable and martyrlike patience. 
He was one of that sort of men who would rather be 
kicked by a gnait man than not be noticed by him; 
and I have often put his wig into the fire in the f[ic(? 
of the company, when he would laugh* at the joke as 
well as any man there. It was a deliglit to put him 
on a high-mettled horse, and send him aft(^r the 
hounds, — ])ale, sweating, calling on us, for Heaven’s 
sake, to sto]>, and liolding on for the dear life by the 
mane and the eru])])er. How it hap])ened that tli(‘ 
fellow was never killed I know not; but 1 suppose 
hanging is the way in which lus neck will be broke, 
He never met with any accident, to s])eak of, in our 
hunting-matches : but you were pretty sure to . find 
him at dinner in liis place at the bottom of the table 
making the punch, whence he would be carried off 
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fuddled to bed before the night was over. Many a 
time have Bryan and I painted his face black on those 
occasions. We put him into a haunted room, and 
frightened his soul out of his body with ghosts : we 
let loose cargoes of rats upon his bed ; we cried fire, 
and filled his boots with water ; we cut the legs off 
his preaching-chair, and filled his sermon-book with 
snuff. Poor Lavender bore it all with patience ; and 
at our parties, or when we came to London, was 
aini)ly repaid by being allowed to sit with the gentle- 
folks, and to fancy himself in the society of men of 
fashion. It was good to hear the contempt with 
which he talked about our rector. He has a son, 
sir, who is a servitor : and a servitor at a small col- 
lege,’^ he would say. How could you, my dear sir, 
think of giving the reversion of Hackton to such a 
low-bred creature ? ’’ 

I should now speak of my other >son, at least my 
Lady Lyndon’s, I mean the Viscount lUillingdon. I 
kept him in Ireland for some years, under the guar- 
dianship of my mother, whom I had 'iistalled at 
C'astle Lyndon ; and great, I promise you, was her 
state in that occupation, and prodigious the good 
soul’s splendor^ and haughty bearing. With all her 
oddities the Castle Lyndon estate was the best man- 
aged of all our possessions ; the rents were excellently 
paid, the charges of getting them in smaller than they 
would have been under the management of any 
steward. It was astonishing what small expenses the 
good widow incurred ; although she kept up the 
dignity of the two families, as she would say. She 
had a set of domestics to attend upon the young lord ; 
she rwBver went out herself but in an old gilt coach 
and six ; the house was kept clean and tight ; the 
furniture and gardens in the best repair ; and, in our 
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occasional visits to Ireland, we never found any house 
we visited in such good condition as our own. There 
were a score of ready serving-lasses, and half as 
many trim men about the castle ; and everything in 
as tine condition as the best houselteey)er could ma*k(‘ 
it. All this she did with scarcely any charges to us: 
for she fed sheej) and cattle in the })arks, and made a 
handsome profit of them at Ballinasloe : she sup])]itMl 
I don’t know how m«'uiy towns with butter and bacon ; 
and the fruit and vegetables from th(‘ gardens ol 
Castle Lyndon got the highest prices in Dublin 
market. She had no waste in the kitcdien, as there 
used to be in most of our Irish hous(‘S ; and there was 
no consum})tion of lif{uor in the cidlars, for the old 
lady drank water, and saw little or no C()m])any. All 
her society was a couph^ of the girls of my anciimt 
flame, Nora Brady, now Mrs. Quin ; who with her 
husband ha.d spent almost all their property, and who 
came to seci me once in London, looking very old, fat, 
and slatternly, with two dirty children at her side. 
She wept very much Avlien she saw me, called 
Sir and ^^Mr. Lyndon,^^ at which I was not sorry, 
and begged me to help her husband ; which 1 did, 
getting him, through my friehd Lord Crabs, a place 
in the excise in Irehtnd, and ])aying the passage of 
his family and himself to that country. 1 found him 
a dirty, cast-down, snivelling drunkard ; and, looking 
at poor Nora, could not but wonder at the days when 
I had thought her a, divinity. But if ever T have had 
a regard for a woman, I remain through life her con 
stant friend, and could mention a thousand such 
instances of my generous and faithful disposition. 

Young Bullingdon, however, was almost the only 
person with whom she was concerned that my motluM' 
could not k(mj) in order. The accounts she sent me 
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of him at ficst were such as gave my paternal heart 
considerable pain. He rejected all regularity and 
authority. He would absent himself for week^ from 
the house on sporting or other expeditions. He was, 
when at home, silent and queer, refusing to make my 
mother’s game at j)iquet of evenings, but plunging 
into all sorts of musty old books, with which he mud- 
dled his brains ; more at ease laughing and clud:ting 
with the pipers and maids in the servants’-liall, than 
with tile gentry in the drawing-room: always cutting 
jibes and jokes at Mrs. Barry, at which she (who was 
rather a slow woman at repartee) would chafe vio- 
lently : in fact, leading a life of insubordination and 
scandal. And, to crown all, the young scapegrace 
took to frequenting the so(uety of the Jtomish priest 
of the parish — a threadbare rogue, from some Popish 
S(miinary in Prance or Spain — rather than the com- 
{)C;ny of the vicar of Castle Lyndon, a gentleman of 
Trinity, who kept his hounds and drank his two 
bottles a day. 

Ib'.gard for the lad’s religion made me not hesitate 
tlum how I should act towards him. If I have any 
])rinciple which has guided me through life, it has 
been respect for the Establishment, and a hearty 
S(?orn a7id abhorrence of all other forms of belief. I 
therefore sent my French body-servant, in the year 
17 — , to Dublin with a commission to bring the young 
reprobate over; and the report brought to me was 
that he had passed the whole of the last night of his 
stay in Ireland with his J^opish friend at the mass- 
house ; that he and my inotlKu* had a violent quarrel 
on the very last day ; that, on the contrary, he kissed 
Biddy and Dosy, her two nieces, who seemed very 
sorry that he should go ; and that being pressed to go 
and visit the ^*ector, he "absolutely refused, saying he 
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was a wicked old Pharisee, inside whose doors he 
would never set his foot. The doctor wrote me a 
letter/ warning me against the deplorable errors of 
this young imp of perdition, as he called him ; and I 
could see that there 'was no love .lost between them. 
But it appeared that, if not agreeable to the gentry of 
the country, young Bullingdon liad a huge popularity 
among the common peojjle. There was a regular 
crowd weeping round the gate when his coach took 
its departure. Scores of the ignorant, savage wretches 
ran for miles along by the side of the chariot ; and 
some went even so far as to steal away before his de- 
parture, and appear at the Pigeon-House at Dublin to 
bid him a last farewell. It was with considerable 
difficulty that some of these people could be kept from 
secreting themselves in the vessel, and accompanying 
their young lord to England. 

To do the young scoundrel justice, when he came 
among us, he was a manly, noble-looking lad, and 
everything in his bearing and appearance betokened 
the high blood I'rom which he came. He was the 
very portrait of soim* of the dark cavaliers of the 
Lyndon race, whose ])ictures hung in the gallery 
at Hack ton : where the lad was fond spending 
the chief part of liis time, occu})ied with the musty 
old books which he took out of the library, and which 
I hate to see a young man of spirit poring ■ over. 
Always in my company he preserved the most rigid 
silence, and a haughty, scornful demeanor ; which 
was so much the more disagreeable because there was 
nothing in his btduivior I could actually take hold of 
to hnd fault with ; although his whole conduct was 
insolent and supercilious to the highest degree. His 
mother was very much agitated at receiving him on 
his arrival; if he felt any sucli agitation he certainly 
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did not show it. He made her a very low arid formal 
bow when he kissed her hand;, and, when I held out 
niine, put both his hands behind his back, stared me 
full in the face, and bent his head, saying, “ Mr. 
Barry Lyndon, T: believe ; ” turned on iiis heel, and 
began talking about the state of the weather to his 
mother, whom he always styled Your Ladyship.^^ 
Sh(^ was angry at this pert b(‘aring, and, wdien they 
wcu’c alone, rebukt^d him sharply for not shaking 
hands with his father. 

My father. Madam?” said lie; ‘^surely you mis- 
take.. My father was the llight Honorable Sir 
(diaries Lyndon, iat least have not forgotten him, 
if others liave.” It was a deelaration of war to me, 
as I saw at once ; though 1 dedare I was willing 
(uiough to liave received tlie hoy well on his coming 
ainongst us, and to have lived with him on terms of 
friendliness. But as men serve me I serve them. Who 
ean blame mo for my attiuMpiarrels witli this young 
reprobate, or lay upon my shoulders the evils which 
afterwards hidell ? I^erhaps i lost my temper, and 
uiy subseipieiit treatment of him was hard. But it 
was lu^ began the (piarrel, and not I ; and the evil 
consecpiences •wliich ensued were entirely of his 
(U'catiiig. 

As it is best to nip vice in the bud, and for a mas- 
ter ol' a family to exercise his authority in such a 
manner as that there ]nay no (|^uestioii about it, I 
took the earliest opportunity of coming to close 
<)uarters witli Master Bullingd-on ; and the day after 
his arrival among us, upon his refusal to ])erform 
some duty which 1 requested of him, I had him 
con^ieyed to my study, and thrashed him soundly. 
This process, I confess, at first, agitated nio a good 
deal, for 1 had qever laid a whip on a lord before; 
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but I got speedily used to the practice, and bis back 
and my whip became so well acquainted, that I 
warrant there was very little ceremony between us 
after a while. 

If I were to repeat all the instances of the insubor- 
dination and brutal conduct of young Bullingdon, I 
should weary the reader. His perseverance in resis- 
tance was, T think, even greater than mine in correct- 
ing him : for a man, be he ever so much resolved to 
do his duty" as a partmt, can’t be flogging hi^ children 
all day, or for every fault they commit ; and though 
I got the character of being so cruel a step-father to 
him, I pledge my word I spared him correction when 
he merited it many more times than I administered 
it. Besides, there were eight clear months in the 
year when he was quit of me, during the time of my 
presence in London, at my place in rarliament, and 
at the court of my sov(u^eign. 

At this period I made no difficulty to allow him to 
profit by the Latin and Greek of the old rector ; who 
had christened him, and had a considerable influence 
over tlu^ wayward lad. After a scene or a quarrd be- 
tween us, it was gem'rally to the rectory-house that 
the young rebel would fly for nduge and? counsel ; and 
I must own that the parson was a pretty just umpire 
between us in our disputes. Once he led the boy back 
to Hackton by the h;uid, and actually brought him in- 
to my ])r(isence, although he had vowed never to enter 
the doors in my lifetime again, and said, ‘^lle had 
brought his lordshi]) to acknowledge his error, and 
submit to any punishment 1 might think proper to in- 
flict.” Upon which 1 caned him in the presence of 
two or three friends of mine, with whom I was sitting 
drinking at the time ; and to do him justice, he bore a 
pretty severe punishment without wincing or crying 
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in the least. This will show that I was not too severe 
in my treatment upon the lad, as I had the authority 
of the clergyman himself for inflicting the correction 
which I thought proper. 

Twice or thrice, Lavender, Bryan’s governor, at- 
tempted to punish my Lord Bullingdon : but I prom- 
ise you the rogue was too strong for him^ and levelled 
the Oxford man to the ground with a chair : greatly 
to the delight of little Bryan, who cried out ‘‘Bravo, 
Bully ! thump him, thump him ! ” And Bully cer- 
tainly did, to the governor’s heart’s content; who 
never attempted personal chastisement afterwards, 
hut contented himself by bringing the tales of his 
lordship’s misdoings to me, his natural protector and 
guardian. 

With the child, Bullingdon was, strange to say, 
pretty tractable. He took a liking for the little fel- 
low, — as, indeed, everybody who saw that darling 
boy did, — liked him the more, he said, because he 
was “half a Lyndon.” And well he might like him, 
I'or many a time, at the dear angel’s intercession of 
“Bapa, don’t flog Bully to-day!” I have held my 
baud, and saved him a horsing, which he richly 
deserved. • 

With his mother, at first, he would scarcely deign 
to have any communication. He said she was no 
longer one of the family. Why should he love her, 
as she had nevau* been a mother to him? But it will 
git^e the reader an idea of the dogged obstinacy and 
surliness of the lad’s character, when I mention one 
trait regarding him. It has been made a matter of 
complaint against me, that I denied him the education 
befitting a gentleman, and never sent him to college 
or to school ; but tlie fact is, it was of his own choice 
that he went to neither. He had the offer repeatedly 
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from me (who wished to see as little of his impudence 
as possible), but he as repeatedly declined ; and, fci- 
a long time, I could not make out what was the charm 
which kept him in a house where he must have been 
far from comfortable.* 

It came out, however, at last. There used to be 
very frequent disputes between my Lady Lyndon and 
myself, in which sometimes she was wrong, sometimes 
I was ; and which, as neither of us had very angelical 
tempers, used to run very high, I was often jn liquor ; 
and when in that conditioiq what gentleman is master 
of himself ? Perhaps I dld^ in this state, use my lady 
rather roughly; fling a glass or two at her, and call 
her by a few names thal were not complimentary. I 
may have threatened her life (which it was obviously 
my interest not to take), and have frightened her, in 
a word, considerably. 

After one of these disputes, in which she ran 
screaming through the galleries, and I, as tipsy as a 
lord, came staggering after, it app(‘-ars Bulliiigdon was 
attracted out of his room by the noise ; as I came up 
with her, tlie audacious rascal trip])ed tif) my heels, 
which were not vei-y sT.eady, and catching his fainting 
niotber in his arms, took her into his own room, 
where he, upon her entreaty, swore he v/ould nev(‘r 
leave the house as long as she continucMl united with 
me. T knew nothing of the vow, or indeed of th(5 
tipsy froli(^ which was tlu' occasion of it ; I was taken 
up “ glorious,” as the jdirase is, by my servants, atid 
put to bed, and, in the morning, had no more recollec- 
tion of what had occured any more than of what hap- 
pened when I was a, baby at the breast. Lady Lyndon 
told me of the circumstance years after ; and I meiition 
it here, as it enables me to ydead honorably ^‘not 
guilty ” to one of the absurd charges of cruelty 
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trumped up against me with respect to my step-son. 
Let my detractors apologize, if they dare, for the con- 
duct of a graceless ruffian who trips up the heels of 
his own natural guardian and step-father* after 
dinner. 

This circumstance served to unite mother and son 
for a little : but their characters were too dilferent. I 
believe she was too fond of me ever to allow him to 
be sincerely reconcilec^ to her. As he grew up to be 
a man, his hatred towards me assumed an intensity 
quite wicked to think of (and which I promise you I 
returned with interest) : and it was at the age of six- 
t(Hm, I think, tluit the impudent young hand-dog, on 
my return from Parliament one summer, and on my 
proposing to cane him as usual, gave me to understand 
that he would sul)mit to no farther chastisement from 
me, and said, gi’inding his teeth, that lie would shoot 
me if I laid hands on him. I looked at him ; he was 
grown, in fact, to be a tall young man, and t gave up 
that necessary part of his education. 

It was about this time that I raised the company 
which was to serve in America; and my enemies in 
the country (and since my victory over the Tiptoffs I 
scarce need say I had many of them) began to propa- 
gate the most shameful reports regarding my conduct 
to that precious young scapegrace my stej)-son, and to 
insinuate that I actually wished to get rid of him. 
Tlius my loyalty to my sovereign was actually con- 
strued into a horrid, unnatural attempt on my part on 
Pullingdon’s life ; and it was said that I had raised 
the AiiKuican corps for the sole purpose of getting the 
young viscount to command it, and so of getting rid of 
hiiy. I am not sure that they had not fixed upon the 
name of the very man in the company who was or^ 
dered to desT)atcli him at the first general action, and 
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the bribe I was to give him for this delicate piece of 
service. 

But the truth is, I was of opinion then (and though 
the fulfilment of my prophecy has been delayed, yet I 
make no doubt it will be brought to i3ass ere long)^ 
that my Lord Bullingdon needed none of ymj aid in 
sending him into the other world ; but had a happy 
knack of finding the way thither himself, which he 
would be sure to pursue. In truth, he began upon 
this way early : of all the violent, daring, disobedient 
scapegraces that ever caused an aftectionate parent 
pain, he was certainly the most incorrigible ; there 
was no beating him, or coaxing him, or taming 
him. 

Bor instance, with my little son, when his governor 
brought him into the room as we were over the bottle 
after dinner, my lord would begin his violent and 
undutiful sarcasms at me. 

Dear cliild,^^ he would say, beginning to caress and 
fondle him, what a pity it is I am not dead for thy 
sake ! The Lyndons would then have a worthier rep- 
resentative, and enjoy all the benefit of the illustrious 
blood of the Bai’rys of Barryogue ; would tliey not, 
Mr. Barry Lyndon ? He always chose the days 
when company, oi* the clergy or gentry of the neigh- 
borhood, were j)resent, to make these insolent speeches 
to me. 

Another day (it was Bryan’s birthday) we were giv- 
ing a grand ball and gala a.t Hacktoii, and it was tiim‘ 
for my little Bryan to make his appearance among us, 
as he usually did in the smartest little court-suit yen 
ever saw (ah me ! but it brings tears into my old eyes 
now to think of the bright- looks of that darling Ijttle 
face). There was a great crowding and tittering when 
the child came in, led by his half-brother, who walked 



BARRY LYNDON, ESQ. 


3l51 


into the dancing-room (would you believe it?) in his 
stocking-feet, leading little Bryan by the hand, pad- 
dling about in the great shoes of the elder ! “ Don’t 

you think he fits my shoes very well, Sir Richard 
Wargrave ? ” says the young reprobate : upon which 
the company began to look at each other and to tit- 
ter; and his mother, coming up to Lord Bullingdon 
with great dignity, seized the child to her breast, and 
said, “ From the man» er in which 1 love this child, 
]iiy lord, you ought to know haw 1 would have loved 
his eld(u* brother had he proved woy^iy of any 
motlier’s affection ! ” and, bursting into*' tears. Lady 
lyiidon left the apartment, and the young lord rather 
discomfited for once. 

At last, on one occasion, his behavior to me was so 
outrageous (it was in the hunting-field and in a large 
public company), that I lost all patience, rode at the 
urchin straight, wrenched him out of his saddle with 
all my force, and, Hinging liim roughly to the ground, 
sjirung down to it myself, and administered such a 
correction across the young caitiffs head and shoulders 
with my horsewhip as might have ended in his death, 
iiad I not been restrained in time ; for my passion 
was up, and i wais in a state to do murder or any 
other crime. 

Tlie lad was taken home and put to bed, where he 
lay for a day or two in a fever, as much from rage 
and vexation as from the chastisement I had given 
him ; and three days afterwards, on sending to inquire 
at his chamber whether he would join the family at 
table, a note was found on his table, and his bed was 
eiTijity and cold. The young villain had fled, and had 
the .audacity to write in the following terms regarding 
me to my wife, his mother : — 
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‘‘ Madam,” he said, “ I have borne as long as mortal could 
endure the ill treatment of the insolent Irish upstaH whom 
you have taken to your bed. It is not only the lowness of his 
birth and the general brutality of his manners which disgust 
me, and must make me hate him so long as I have the honor 
to bear the name of Lyndon, which he is unworthy of, but the 
shameful nature of his conduct towards your ladyship : his 
brutal and ungentlemanlike behavior, his open iiihdelity, his 
habits of extravagance, intoxication, his shameless robberies 
and swindling of my j)roperty and yours. It is these insults 
to you which'shock and apnoy me, more than the ruffian’s in- 
famous conduct to myself. I would have stood by your lady- 
sMj:) as I proh>,'sed, but you seem to have taken lattei’ly your 
husband’s part ; and, as 1 cannot ]>ersonally chastise tliis low- 
bred ruftian, who, to our shame be it spoken, is the husbaiifl 
of my mother; and as I cannot bear to witness his treatment 
of you, and loathe his horrible society as if it were the plague, 
I am determined to (piit my native country: at least during 
his detested life, or during my own. I possess a small income 
from ni}^ father, of vv'hicli I have no doubt Mr. Barry will clieat 
me if he can ; but which, if 3 n)ur ladyship has some feelings of 
a mother left, you will, piirhaps, award to me. Messrs. Childs, 
the bankers, can have orders to pay it to me when due ; if 
they receive no such orders, 1 shall l)e not in the least sur- 
prised, knowing you to be in the hands of a villain who would 
not scruple to rob on the liighway ; and shall try to find out 
some way in life for myself more lionorable than that by which 
the p(imiiless Irish adventurer lias arrived to turn me out of my 
rights, and home.” 

This mad epistle was signed “ Biillingdon/' and all 
the neighbors vowed that I had been ])rivy to his 
flight, and would profit by it ; though I declare on my 
honor my true and sincere d(*sire, after reading tlie 
above infamous letter, was to have the author within a 
good arm’s length of me, that I might let him know«my 
opinion regarding him. But there was no eradicating 
this idea from people’s minds, who insisted that I 
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wanted to kill Bullingdon ; whereas murder, as T have 
said, was never one of my evil qualities ; and even had 
I wished to injure my young enemy ever so much, 
common prudence would have made my mind easy, as 
I knew he was going to ruin hi^ own way. 

It was long before we heard of the fate of the au- 
dacious young truant ; but after some fifteen months 
had ela])sed, 1 had the pleasure of being able to refute 
some of tJie murderous calumnies which had been ut- 
tered against m(‘, by producing a bill with Bulling- 
don’s own signature, drawn from General Tarleton’s 
army in America, where my company was conducting 
itself with the greatest glory, and with which my lord 
was serving as a volunteer. There were some of my 
kind friends who persisted still in attributing all sorts 
of wicked intentions to me. Lord Tiptoff would never 
believe that 1 would })ay any bill, much more any bill 
of Lord Bullingdon^s ; old Lady Betty Grimsby, his 
sister, persisted in declaring the bill was a forgery, and 
the poor dear, lord dead, until there came a letter to 
her ladyslii[) from Lord Bullingdon himself, who had 
been at Ncav York at head-cpiarters, and who described 
at length the splendid festival given by the officers of 
the garrison.! to our distinguished chieftans, the two 
Howes. 

In the meanwhile, if I had murdered my lord, I 
could scarcely have been received with more shameful 
obloquy and slander than now followed me in town 
and country. You will hear of the ladk death, be 
sure,” exclaimed one of my friends. And then his 
wife’s will follow,” added another. ^^He will marry 
Jenny Jones,” added a third; and so on. Lavender 
brpught me the news of these scandals about me : the 
country was up against me. The farmers on market- 
da^s used to touch their hats sulkily, and get out of 
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]ny way ; the gentlemen who followed iny hunt now 
suddenly seceded from it, and left off my uniform ; 
at the county ball, where I led out Lady Susan Caper - 
more, and took my place third in the dance after the 
duke and the marquis, ks was my w^ont, all the couples 
turned away as we came to them, and we were left to 
dance alone. Sukey Capermore has a love of dancing 
which w^ould make lier dance at a funeral if anybody 
asked her, and I had too much spirit to give in at this 
signal instance of insult towards me ; so we danced 
with some of the very commonest low people at the 
bottom of the set — your apothecari(\s, wine-merchants, 
attorneys, and such scum as are allowed to attend our 
public assemblies. 

The bishop, my Lady Lyndon’s relative, neglected 
to invite us to the palace at the assizes; and, in a 
word, every indignity was put u])on me which could 
by possibility be heaped upon an innocent and honor- 
able gentleman. 

My reception in London, whither I now carried my 
wife and family, was scarcely more cordial. On, pay- 
ing my respects to my sovereign at St. James’s, his 
Majesty pointedly asked me when 1 had news of Lord 
Bullingdon. On which I replied, with jio ordinary 
presence of mind, ‘‘Sir, my Lord Bullingdon is fight- 
ing the rebels against your Majesty’s crown in 
America.- Does your Majesty desire that I should 
send another regiment to aid him ? ” On which the 
king turned on his heel, and I made my bow out of 
the presence-chamber. When Lady Lyndon kissed 
the queen’s hand at the drawing-room, I found that 
precisely the same question had been put to her lady- 
ship ; and she came home much agitated at the rebuke 
which had been administered to her. Thus it was 
that my loyalty was rewarded, and my sacrifice, 4ii 
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favor of my oouiibry, viewed ! I took away my estab- 
lishment abruptly to Paris, where I met with a very 
different reception; but my stay amidst the enchant- 
\ng pleasures of that capital was extremely short ; for 
the French Government, which had been long tamper- 
ing with the America] i rebels, now optuily acknowl- 
edged the independence of the United States. A 
declaration of war ensued: all we happy Unglish 
were ordered away from l*aris ; and I think T left one 
or two fair ladies there inconsolable. It is the only 
place wdiere a gentleman can live as he likes without 
being incommoded by his wife. The countess and I, 
during our stay, scarcely saw each other except u])on 
public occasions, at Versailles, or at the queen’s play- 
table ; and our dear little Bryan advanced in a thou- 
sjiud elegant accQiuplishments, wliich rendered him 
the delight of all who knew him. 

I must not forget to jnentiou here my last inte^ 
view, with my good uncle, the Chevalier de Bally- 
barry, whom I left at Brussels with strong intentions 
of making his salut, as the phrase is, and who had 
gone into retirement at a convent there. Since then 
he had come into the world again, much to his annoy- 
ance and ropentence ; having fallen desperately in 
h)ve in his old age with a French ae.tress, who had 
done, as most ladies of her character do, — ruined 
hinV, left him, and i;i,uglied at him.* His rej)entance 
was very edifying. Under the guidance of Messieurs 
of the Irish Colh‘g(‘, Ik; once more turned his thoughts 
towards religion ; and his only prayer to me wdieri I 
saw him and asked in what I could relieve him, was 
to pay a handsome fee to the convent into which he 
proposed to enter. 

This I could not, of course, do : my religious prin- 
ciples forbidding me to encourage superstition in any 
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way: and the old gentleman and I parted rather 
coolly, in consequence of my refusal, as he said, to 
make his old days comfortable. 

I was Ycry poor at the time, that is the fact; and 
enire nous, the Rosembnt of the French opera, an 
indifferent dancer, but a charming figure and ankle, 
was ruining m(', in diamonds, equipages, and furni- 
ture bills; added to which 1 had a run of ill-luck at 
play, and was forced to meet my losses by the most 
shameful sacrifices to the money-lenders, by pawning 
part of Lady Lyndon^s diamonds (that graceless little 
Rosemont wheedled me out of some of them), and by 
a thousand other schemes for raising money. But 
when Honor is in the case, was 1 ever found back- 
ward at her call? and what man can say that Barry 
Lyndon lost a bet which he did not pay? 

As for my ambitious hopes regarding the Irish 
peerage, I b(‘gan, on my return, to find out that I had 
been led wildly astray by that rascal Lord Oabs; 
who liked to take my money, but had no more in- 
fluence to get me a coronet than to procure for me the 
Pop(^’s tiara. The sovereign was not a whit more 
gracious to me on returning from the Continent than 
he had been before my departure; and \ had it from 
one of the aides-de-camp of the royal dukes his 
brothers, that my conduct and amusements at Paris 
had beenodiouslymisrepresented by some spies there, 
and had formed the subject of royal (comment; and 
that the king had, influenced by these calumnies, 
actually said I was the most disreputable man in the 
three kingdoms. I disreputable! I a dishonor to 
my. name and country! When I heard these false- 
hoods, 1 was in sucli a rage that I went off to Lord 
North at once to remonstrate with the Minister; 'to 
insist upon being allowed to appear before his Ma- 
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jesty and clear myself of the imputations against me, 
to point out my services to the Government in voting 
with them, and to ask when the reward that had been 
promised to me, namely, the title held by my* ances- 
tors, was again to be revived in my person ? 

There was a sleepy coolni'ss in that fat Lord N^orth, 
which was the most provoking thing that the opposi- 
tion had ever to encounter from him. He heard me 
with half-shut eyes. When I had finished a long, 
violent speecdi — which I made striding about his 
room in Downing Street, and gesticulating with all 
the energy of an Irishman — he opened one eye, 
smiled, and asked me gently if I had done. On my 
replying in the affirmative, he said, Well, Mr. Barry, 
I ’ll answer yon, point by poiiit. The king is exceed- 
ingly avc'rse to make peers, as you know. Your 
claims, as you call them, have been laid before him, 
and his /Majesty’s gracious reply was, that you were 
the most impudent man in his dominions, and merited 
a halter rather than a coronet. As for withdrawing 
your support from us, you are perfectly welcome to 
(tarry yourself and your votet whithersoever you 
please. And now, as I have a great deal of occupfi- 
tion, perhaps you will do me the favor to retire.” So 
saying, he raised his hand lazily to the bell, and 
1)0 wed me out ; asking blandly if there was any other 
thing in the world in which he could oblige me. 

I went home in a fury which can’t be des(*ribed ; 
and having Lord Crabs to dinner that day, assailed 
his lordship by pulling his wig off his head, and 
smothering it in his face, and by attacking him in 
that part of the person where, according to report, 
h(i had been formerly assaulted by Majesty. The 
whole story was over the town the next day, and 
pictures of me were hanging in the clubs and printr 
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shops performing the operation alluded to. All the 
town laughed at the picture of the lord and the Irish- 
man, and I need not say, recognized both. As for 
me, I Vas one of the most celebrated characters in 
London in those days : my dress, style, and equipage 
being as well known as those of any leader of the 
fashion; and my popularity, if not great in the high- 
est quarters, was at least considerable elsewhere. 
The people (dieei-ed me in the Gordon rows, at the 
time they -nearl y killed my friend Jcmimy^ Twiteher 
and burned Lord Mansfield’s house down. Indeed, I 
was knowji a,s stanch Proti^stant, and after my 
quarrel with Lord North vc'ered right round to the 
opposition, and vexed him with all the means in my 
power. 

These w(‘re not, unluckily, very great, for I was a 
bad speaker, and the House would not listen to me, 
and presently, in 1780, after the Gordon disturbance, 
was dissolved, when a gcmeral election took jdace. 
It came on me, as all my mishaps were in the habit 
of coming, at a most unlucky time. I was obliged to 
raise more money, at most ruinous rates, to face the 
confounded election, and had tin* Tiptoffs against me 
in the field more active and virulent thair ever. 

My blood boils even now when 1 think of the ras- 
cally conduct of my en(mii(‘s in that scoundrelly elec- 
tion. I was held uj) as tin* Irish Td uebeard, and libels 
of me were print(‘d, and gross caricatures drawn re- 
presenting me flogging Lady T^yndon, whipping Lord 
Bullingdon, turning him out of doors in a storm, and 
I know not what. Tluu’e were pictures of a pauper 
cabin in Irehind, from which it was pretended I came; 
others in whi(di I was represented as a lackey and 
shoeblack. A flood of calumny was h*t loose upon me, 
in which any man of less spirit would have gone down. 
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But though I met my accusers boldly, though I 
lavished sums of money in the election, though I 
flung open Hackton Hall, and kept champagne and 
burgundy, running there, and at all my inns* in the 
town, as commonly as water, the election went against 
me. The rascally gentry had all turned upon me and 
joined the Tiptolf faction: it was even represented 
that I held my wife by force ; and though I sent her 
into the town alone, wearing my colors, with Bryan 
in her lap, and made her visit the mayor’s lady and 
tlie chief women there, nothing would persuade the 
people but that she lived in fear and trembling of 
me ; and the brutal mob had the insolence to ask her 
why she dared to go back, and how she liked horse- 
whip for sux)per. 

I was thrown out of my election, and all the bills 
came down upon, me together — all the bills I had 
been contracting for the years of my marriage, which 
the creditors, with a rascally unanijiiity, sent in, until 
they lay upon my table in heax)S. I won’t cite their 
amount : it was frightful. My stewards and lawyers 
made matters worse. I was bound up in an inextrica- 
ble toil of bills and debts, of inortgages and insur- 
ances, and all the horrible evils attendant upon them. 
Lawyers upon lawyers posted down from London: 
comj.)osition after com|)osition was made, and Lady 
Lyndon’s income hanix^ered almost irretrievably to 
satisfy these cormorants. 'J^o do her justice, she be- 
haved with tolerable kindness at this season of 
trouble ; for whenever I wanted money I had to coax 
her, and whenever I coaxed her I was sure of bring- 
ing this weak and light-minded woman to good 
hiunor : who was of such a weak, terrified nature, 
that to secure an easy week with me she would sign 
away a thousand a year. And when my troubles be- 
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gan at Hackton, and I determined on the only chance 
left, viz. to retire to Ireland and retrench, assigning 
over the best part of my income to the creditors until 
their demands were met, my lady was quite cheerful 
at the idea of going, dnd said, if we would be quiet, 
she had no doubt all would be well ; indeed, was glad 
to undergo the comparative poverty in which we 
must now live, for the sake of the retirement and 
the chance of domestic quiet, which she hoped to 
enjoy. . ^ 

We went off to Bristol j)retty suddenly, leWing the 
odious and ungrateful wndclies at Hackton to vilify 
us, no doubt, in our absence. My stud and hounds 
were sold off immediately : the harpies would have 
been glad to pounce uj)on my person ; but that was 
out of their power. I had raised, by cleverness and 
maiiagement, to the full as much on my mines and 
l)rivate estates as tliey were worth ; so the scoundrels 
were disap])oiiited in this instance ; and as for the 
phit(^ and property in the London house, they could 
not touch tliat, as it was the property of the heirs of 
the house of Lyndon. 

1 pass(‘d ovei* to Ireland then, and took up my 
abode at Castle. Lyndon for a while ; all the world 
imagining that 1 was an utbady ruined man, and that 
the famous tuid dasldng Ihirry Lyndon would never 
again aj)|)e[ir in the circles of which he had been an 
ornament. But it was not so. In the midst of my 
per})lexiti(*s, Fortune reserved a great consolation for 
me still. l)(\spatches came home from America an- 
nouncing Lord Cornwallis’s defeat of General Gates 
in Carolina., and the d(‘ath of Lord Bullingdon, who 
was 2)resent as a, volunteer. 

For my own desires to possess a paltry Irish title I 
cared little. My son was now heir to an English 
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earldom, aad' I made him assume forthwith the title 
of Lord Viscount Castle Lyndijn, the third of the 
family titles. My mother went almost mad with joy 
at saluting her grandson as my lord/^ and I felt 
that all my sufferings and privations were repaid by 
seeing this darling child advanced to such a post of 
honor. 
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CHAPTEK XIX. 

CONCLUSION. 

If the world were not composed of a x^ace of un- 
grateful scoundrels, who share your prospetity while 
it lasts, and, even when gorged with your venison and 
burgundy, abuse the generous giver of the feast, I am 
sure I merit a good name and a high reputation : in 
Ireland, at least, where my generosity was unbounded, 
and the splendor of my mansion and entertainments 
unequalled by any otlier nobleman of my time. As 
long as my magnitic^mee lasted, all the country was 
free to partake of it ; I had hunters sufficient in my 
stables to mount a r(‘giment of dragoons, and butts of 
wine in my cellar wliich would have made whole 
counties drunk for years. Castle Lyndon became the 
headquarters of scores of needy gentlemen, and I 
never rode a-huntitig but I had a dozen ypung fellows 
of the best Idood of tlie country riding as my squires 
and gentleiiKui of the horse. My son, little Castle 
Lyndon, was a prince : his breeding and manners, 
even at his early age, showed him to be worthy of the 
two noble families from whom he was descended ; I 
don’t know what high hopes 1 had for the boy, andin- 
<lnlged in a thousand fond anticipations as to his future 
success and iigure in the Avorld. But stern Fate had 
determined that I should leave none of my race be- 
hind me, and ordained that I should finish my career, 
as I see it closing now — poor, lonely, and childless. 
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1 may have bad my faults; but do man shall dare say 
of me that I was not a good and tender father. I 
loved that boy passionately ; pen'haps with a blind 
partiality : I denied him nothing. Gladly, gladly, I 
swear, would I have died th^t his premature doom 
might have been averted. I think there is not a day 
siiKJe I lost him but his bright face and beautiful 
smiles look down on me out of lieaven, where he is, 
and that my heart does not yearn towards him. That 
sweet cdiild was tak(m from me at the age of nine 
years, when he was full of beauty and promise ; and 
so powerful is the hold his memory has of me that I 
have never been able to forget him : his little spirit 
haunts me of nights on my restless, solitary pillow ; 
many a time, in the wildest and maddest company, as 
the bottle is going round, and the song and laugh 
roaring about, I am thinking of him. 1 have got a 
lock of his soft brown hair hanging round my breast 
now : it will accompany me to the dishonored pauper’s 
grave ; where soon, no doubt, Barry Lyndon’s worn- 
out old bones wdll be laid. 

My Bryan was a boy of amazing high spirit (indeed 
how, coming from such a stock, could he be other- 
wise ? ), impatient even of my control, against which 
the dear little rogue would often rebel gallantly ; how 
much more, then, of his mother’s and the women’s, 
whose attempts to direct him he would laugh to scorn. 
Even my own mother ( “ Mrs, Barry of Lyndon ” the 
good soul now called herself, in compliment to my 
new family) was quite unable to check him; and 
hence you may fancy what a will he had of his own. 
If it had not been for that, he might have lived to 
this day : he might — but why repine ? Is he not in 
a better place ? would the heritage of a beggar do any 
service to him ? It is best as it is — Heaven be good 
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to us ! — Alas ! that I, his father, should be left to de- 
plore him. 

It was in the month of October I had been to 
Dublin, in order to see a lawyer and a moneyed man 
who had come over to Ireland to consult with me 
about some sales of mine and the cut of Hackton tim- 
ber ; of which, as I hated the place and was greatly 
in want of money, I was determined to cut down every 
stick. There had been some difticulty in the matter. 
It was said I had no right to touch the timber. The 
brute peasantry about the estate had beeiT roused to 
such a xhtch of hatred against me, that the rascals 
actually refused to lay an axe to the trees ; and my 
agent (that scoundrel Larkins) declared that his life 
was in danger among them if he atteinx)ted any further 
desx)oilnient (as they called it) of the pro])erty. Every 
article of the splendid furniture was sold by this time, 
as I need not say ; and, as for the x)late, I had taken 
good care to bring it off to Ireland, wliere it now was 
in the best of keeping — my banker’s, who had ad- 
vanced six thousand pounds on it ; which sum I soon 
had occasion for. 

I went to Dublin, then, to meet the English men of 
business ; and so far succeeded in persuading Mr. 
S^dint, a great ship-builder and timber-dealer of Ply- 
mouth, of my claim to the Hackton timber, that he 
agreed to purchase it off-hand, at about one third of 
its value, and handed me over £5,000 : which, being 
pressed with debts at the time, I was fain to accept. 
He had no difficulty in getting down the wood, I war- 
rant. He took a regiment of shipwrights and sawyers 
from his own and the king’s yards at Plymouth, and 
in two months Hackton Park was as bare of trees ^ as 
the Bog of Allen. 

I had but ill-luck with that accursed expedition and 
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money. I lost the greater part of it in two nights^ 
play at “ Daly’s/^ so that my debts stood just as they 
were before ; and before the Vf.ssel sailed for Holy- 
head which carried away my old sharper of a*tiiiiber- 
merchant, all that I had left eft' the money he brought 
me was a couple of hundred pounds, with which I 
returiied home very disiionsolately, and very suddenly, 
too, for my Dublin tradesmen were hot upon me, 
hearing I had spent the loan, and two of my wine- 
merchants had writs out against me for some thou- 
sands of pounds. 

I bought ill Dublin, according to my jiromise, how- 
ever — for when I give a promise I will keep it at 
any sacrifices — a little horse for my dear little 
Dryan ; which was to be a present for his tenth birth- 
day, that was now coming on : it was a beautiful 
little animal, and stood me in a good sum. I never 
regarded money for that dear child. J>ut the horse 
was very wild. He kicked off one of my horse-boys, 
who rode him at first, and broke tlu? lad’s leg ; and, 
though 1 took the animal in hand on the journey 
home, it was only my weight and skill that made the 
brute quiet. 

. When w(i got home I sent the horse away with 
one of my grooms to a fiirmer’s house, to break him 
thoroughly in, and told Bryan, who was all anxiety to 
S(ie.his little horse, that he would arrive by his birth- 
day, when he should hunt him along with my hounds; 
and I promised myself no small pleasure in })resent- 
ing the dear fellow to the field that day : which I 
dioped to see him lead somci time or other in place of 
his fond father. Ah me! never was that gallant boy 
to ride a fox-chase, or to take the jdace amongst the 
gentry of his country which, his birth and genius had 
pointed out for him ! 
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Though I don’t believe in dreams and omens, yet I 
can’t but own that when a great calamity is hanging 
over a man he has frequently many strange and awful 
forebodings of it. 1 fancy now I had many. Lady 
Lyndon, especially, twice dreamed of her son’s death ; 
but, as she was now grown uncommonly nervous and 
vaporish, I treated lu^r fears with scorn, and my own, 
of course, too. And in an unguarded moment, over 
the bottle after dinner, 1 told poor Bryan, who was 
always questioning me about the little horse, and 
when it was to come, that it was arrived ; that it was 
in Doolan’s farm, where Mick the groom w'as breaking 
him in. ‘M/romise me, Bryan,” screamed his mother, 
‘nhat you will not ride the horse except in company 
of your fathei*.” But I only said, ^^Booh, Madam, you 
are an ass ! ” being angry at her silly timidity, which 
was always showing itself in a thousand disagreeable 
ways now j and, turning round to Bryan, said, I 
promise your lordship a good flogging if you mount 
him without my leave.” 

I suppose the poor child did not carC about jjaying 
this penalty for the pleasure he was to have, or ])os- 
sibly thought a fond father would remit the punish- 
ment altogether ; for the next morning, when I roj^e 
rather late, having sat up drinking tlie night before, 
I found the child had been off at daybreak, having 
slipped through his tutor’s room (this was Kedmond 
Quin, our (5ousin, whom 1 had taken to live with me), 
and 1 had no doubt but that he wars gone to Doolan’s 
farm. 

1 took a great horsewhip and galloped off’ after him 
in a rage, swearing I wauild keep my promise. But, 
Heaven foi-give me, I little thought of it, wdien at 
three miles from home I met a sad procession comiiig 
towards me : peasaiits moaning and howling as our 
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Irish do, the black horse led by the hand, and, on a 
door that some of the folks carried, my poor dear, 
dear little boy. There he lay in his little boots and 
spurs, and his little coat of scarlet and goW. His 
(]ear face was quite white, and he smiled as he held a 
hand out to me, and said, painfully, You won’t whip 
me, will you, Papa ? I could only burst out into 
tears in reply. I have seen many and many a man 
dying, and there ’s a look about the eyes which you 
<*,annot mistake. There was a little drummer-boy I 
was fond of who was hit down before my company at 
Kuhnersdorf ; when I ran up to give him some water, 
he looked exactly like my dear Pryan then did — 
there ^s no mistaking that awful look of the eyes. 
VVe carried him liom^ and scoured the country round 
for doctors to come and look at his hurt. 

Put what does a doctor avail in a contest with the 
grim, invincible enemy ? Such as came could only 
contirm our despair by their account of the poor 
child’s cas(‘. He had mounted his horse gallantly, 
sat him bravely all the time the animal plunged and 
kicked, and, having overcome his hrst spite, ran him 
at a hedge by the roadside, l^ut there were loose 
stones at the to]), and the borsch’s foot caught among 
them, and he and his brave little rider rolled over 
tog(qher at the other side. The people said they saw 
the noble little boy s])ring up after his fall and run 
to catch fhe liorse^ ; which had broken away from him, 
kicking him on the back, as it would seem, as they 
lay on the ground. Poor Bryan ran a few yards and 
then dropped down as if shot. A pallor came over his 
face, and they thought he was dead. Put they poured 
whiskey down his mouth, and the poor child revived ; 
still he could not move ; his spine was injured : the 
lower half of him was dead when tliey laid him in bed 
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at home. The rest did not last long, God help me! 
He remained yet for two days with us; and a sad 
comfort it was to think he was in no pain. 

Durtog this time the deal* angel’s temper seemed 
quite tp change : he asked his mother and me pardon 
for any act of disobedience he had been guilty of* 
towards us ; he said ofbm he should like to see his 
brother Bullingdon. ‘‘ Bully was better than yon, 
Bapii,” he said; “he used not to swear so, and he 
told and tnught me many good things while you were, 
away.” And, taking a hand of his mother and mine 
in each of his little clammy ones, he begged us not to 
quarrel so, but love each other, so that we might 
meet again in heaven, where Bully told him quarrel- 
some people never went. Ilis mother was very much 
afiecded by these admonitions from the poor suffering 
angel’s montli ; and I was so too. I wish she had 
enabled me to keep the counsel which the dying boy 
gave us. 

At last, after two days he died. There he lay, the 
hope of my family, the pride of my manhood, the link 
which had kept me and my Lady Lyndon together. 
“Oh, Kedmond,” said she, kneeling by the sweet 
child’s body, “ do, do let us listen to the ‘truth out of 
his blessed mouth ; and do you amend your life, and 
treat your poor loving, fond wife as her dying child 
bade you.” And I said I would: but there are prom 
ises which it is out of a man’s power to keep ; espe- 
cially with such a woman as her. But we drew 
together after thnt sad event, and were for several 
months better friends. 

I won’t tell you wdth what splendor we buried hiun 
Of what avail are luidertakers’ feathers and heralds’ 
trumpery ? I went out and shot the fatal black horse 
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that had killed him, at the door of the vault where 
we laid my boy. I was so wild that I could have shot 
myself too. lUit for the crime, it would have been 
better that I should, perhaps ; for what has my life 
been since that sweet flower* was taken out of my 
bosom ? A succession of miseries, wrongs, disasters, 
and mental and bodily sufferings, wln'cli never fell fco 
the lot of any other man in Christendom. 

Lady Lyndon, always vaporish and mu'voiis, after 
our l)lessed boy’s cat.uStropbe became more agitated 
than ever, and ])lunged into devotion with so much 
fervor, that you would have fancied her almost dis- 
tracted at times. She imagined she saw visions. 
She said an angid from heaven had told her that 
Bryan’s death was as a punishment to her for her neg- 
lect of ner first-born. Then she would declare Bui- 
liugdon was alive; she had seen him in a dream. 
Then again she would fall into fits of sorrow about 
his death, and grieve for him as violently as if he had 
been the last of lier sons who had died, and not our 
darling Bryan; who, compared to Biillingdon, was 
•what a diamond is to a vulgar stone. Her freaks 
were painful to witness, and difiienlt to control. It 
began to be jsaid in the country tliat the countess was 
going mad. My scoundrelly enemies did not fail to 
confirm and magnify the rumor, and would add that 1 
was the cause of her insanity . I ha<l driven Jier to 
distraction, 1 had killed Bullingdon, I had murdered 
my own son ; T dordt know what else tliey laid to my 
charge. Even in Ireland their liateliil calumnies 
reached me ; my friends fell away from me. They 
began to desert my iinnt, as they did in England, and 
when I went to race or market found sudden reasons 
for getting out of my neighborhood. 1 got the name 
of Wicked Barry, Devil Lyndon, which you please : 
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the country-folks used to make marvellous legends 
about me: the priests said I had massacred I don’t 
know how many German nuns in the Seven Years’ 
War that the ghost of the murdered Biillingdon 
haunted my house. Once at a fair in a town hard by, 
when 1 had a mind to buy a waistcoat for one of my 
people, a fellow standing by said, “ is a strait 
waistcoat he ’s buying for my Lady Lyndon.^^ And 
from this circumstance arose a legend of my cruelty 
to my wife; and many circumstantial details were 
narrated regarding my manner and ingenuity of tor- 
turing her. 

The loss of my dear boy pressed not only on my 
heart as a father, but injured my individual interests 
in a very considerable degree ; for as there was now 
no direct heir to the estate, and Lady Lyndon was of 
a weak health, ,and supposed to be (piite unlikely to 
leave a family, the next in succession — that detest- 
able family of Tiptoff — began to exert themselves in 
a hundred w^ays to annoy me, and were at the head of 
the party of enemies who were raising reports to my 
discredit. They inter|)osed between me and my man- 
agement of tiie pro])erty in a hundred different ways ; 
making an outcry if I cut a stick, sunk c\ shaft, sold a 
j)icture, or sent a few ounces of plate to be remodelled. 
Tliey harassed me with ceaseless law-suits, got in- 
junctions from Chancery, hamjiered my agents in the 
execution of their work ; so much so that you would 
have fancied my own w'as not my own, but theirs, to 
do as they liked with. What is worse, as I have 
reason to believe, they had tamperings a,nd dealings 
with my own domestics under my own roof; for I 
could not have a word with Lady Lyndon, but it some- 
how got abroad, and T could not be drunk with hiy 
chaplain and friends but some sanctified rascals would 
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get hold of the news, and reckon up all the bottles I 
drank and all the oaths I swore. That these were 
not few, I acknowledge. I am of the old school ; was 
always a free liver and speaker ; and, at least, if I did 
and said what I liked, was not So bad as many a cant- 
ing scoundrel I know of who covers his foibles and 
sins, unsuspected, with a mask of holiness. 

As I am making a clean breast of it, and am no 
hypocrite, I may as well confess now that I endeav- 
ored to ward off the devices of my enemies by an 
artifice which was not, perha})S, strictly justifiable. 
Everything depended on ray having an heir to the 
estate ; for if Lady Lyndon, who was of weakly 
health, had died, the next day I was a beggar : all my 
sacrifices of money, etc., on the estate would not have 
been held in a farthing’s account ; all the debts would 
have been left on my shoulders ; and my enemies 
would have triumphed over me : which, to a man of 
my honorable spirit, was ^Hhe unkindest cut of all,” 
as some poet says. 

I confess, then, it was ray wish to supplant these 
scoundrels ; and, as I could not do so without an heir 
to my property, I determined to find one. If I had 
him near at hand, and of ray own blood too, though 
with the bar sinister, is not here the question. It 
was then I found out the rascally machinations of my 
enemies ; for, having broached this plan to Lady 
Lyndon, whom I made to be, outwardly at least, the 
most obedient of wives, — although 1 never let a 
letter from her or to her go or arrive without my in- 
spection, — although I allowed her to see none but 
those persons who I thought, in her delicate health, 
would be fitting society for her; yet the internal Tip- 
toffs got wind of my scheme, protested instantly 
against it, not only by letter, but in the shameful 
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libellous public prints, and held me up to public 
odium as a child-forger,” as they called me. Of 
course I denied the charge — I could do no otherwise, 
and offered to meet any one of the Tiptoffs on the 
field of honor, and prove him a scoundrel and a liar ; 
as he was ; though, perhaps, not in this instance. 
But they contented themselves by answering me by a 
lawyer, and declined an invitation which any man of 
spirit would have accepted. My hopes of having an 
lieir were thus blighted completely : indeed, Lady 
Lyndon (though, as I have said, I take her opposition 
for nothing) had resisted the proposal with as much 
energy as a woman of her weakness could manifest ; 
and said she had committed one great crime in conse- 
quence of me, but would rather die than perforin 
another. I could easily have brought her ladyship to 
her senses, however : but my scheme had taken wind, 
and it was now in vain to attempt it. We might have 
had a dozen children in honest wedlock, and people 
would have said tl^ey were false. 

As for raising money on annuities, I may say I had 
used her life-interest up. There were but few of 
those assurance societies in my time which have since 
sprung iij) in the city of London ; undfcrwriters did 
the business, and my wife ’s life was as well known 
among them as, I do believe, that of any woman in 
Christendom. Latterly, when I wanted to get a' sum 
against her life, the rascals had the impudence to say 
my treatment of her did not render it worth a year’s 
purchase, — as if my interest lay in killing her ! Had 
my boy lived, it would have been a different thing ; 
he and his mother might have cut off the entail of a 
good part of the property between them, and ^iny 
affairs have been put in better order. Now they were 
in a bad condition indeed. All my schemes had 
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turned out failures ; my lands, which I had purchased 
with borrowed money, made me no return, and I was 
obliged to pay ruinous interest for the sums with 
which I had purchased thepi. My income, though 
very large, was saddled with hundreds of annuities, 
and thousonds of lawyers’ charges ; and I felt the net 
drawing closer and closer round me, and no means to 
extricate myself from its toils. 

To add to all my perplexities, two years after my 
poor child’s death, my wife, whose vagaries of temper 
and wayward follies I had borne with for twelve 
years, wanted to leave me, and absolutely made 
attempts at what she called escaping from my 
tyranny. 

My mother, who was the only person that, in my 
misfortunes, remained faithful to me (indeed, she has 
always spoken of me in my true light, as a martyr to 
the rascality of others and a victim of my own gener- 
ous and confiding temper), found out the first scheme 
that was going on ; and of which those artful and mali- 
cious Tiptoffs were, as usual, the main promoters: Mrs. 
Barry, indeed, though her temper was violent and her 
ways singular, was an invaluable person to me in my 
house ; whioli would have been at rack and ruin long 
before, but for her spirit of order and management, 
and for her excellent economy in the government of 
mynurnerous family. As for my Lady Lyndon, she, 
poor soul ! was much too fine a lady to attend to 
household matters — passed her days with her doctor, 
or her books of piety, and never appeared among us 
except at my compulsion; when she and my mother 
would be sure to have a quarrel. 

Mrs. Barry, on the contrary, had a talent for man- 
agement in all matters. She kept the maids stir- 
ring, and the footmen to their duty ; had an eye over 
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the claret in the cellar, and the oats and hay in 
the stable; saw to the salting and pickling, the 
potatoes and the turf-stacking, the pig-killing and 
the poultry, the linen-room and the bake-house, and 
the ten thousand minutiae of a great establishment. 
If all Irish housewives were like her, I warrant 
many a hall-fire would be blazing where the cobwebs 
only grow now, and many a park covered with sheep 
and fat cattle where the thistles are at present the 
chief occupiers. If anything could have saved me 
;Erom the consequences of villany in others, and (I 
confess it, for I am not above owning to my faults) 
my own too easy, generous, and careless nature, it 
would have been the admirable prudence of that 
worthy creature. She never went to bed until all 
the house was quiet, and all the candles out; and 
yon may fancy that this was a matter of some 
difficulty with a man of my habits, who had com- 
monly a dozen of jovial fellows (artful scoundrels 
and false friends most of them were !) to drink with 
me every night, and who seldom, for my part, went 
to bed sober. Many and many a night, when I was 
unconscious of her attention, has that good soul 
pulled my boots off, and seen me laid by my servants 
snug in bed, and carried off the candle herself; and 
been the first in the morning, too, to bring me my 
drink of small-beer. Mine were no milksop time6, I 
can tell you. A gentleman thought no shame of 
taking his half-dozen bottles ; and, as for your coffee 
and slops, they were left to Lady Lyndon, her doctor, 
and the other old women. It was my mother’s pride 
that I could drink more than any man in the coun- 
try, — as much, within a pint, as my father befqre 
me, she said. 

That Lady Lyndon should detest her was quite 
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natural. She is not the first of woman or mankind 
either that has hated a mother-in-law. I set my 
mother to keep a sharp watch over the freaks of her 
ladyship ; and this, you may. be sure, was one of the 
leasons why the latter disliked her. I never minded 
that, however. Mrs. Barry’s assistance and surveil- 
lance were invaluable to me; and, if I had paid 
twenty spies to watch my lady, I should not have 
been half so well served as by the disinterested care 
and watchfulness of my excellent mother. She slept 
with the house-keys under her pillow, and had an eye 
everywhere. She followed all the countess’s move- 
ments like a shadow; she managed to know, from 
morning till night, everything that my lady did. If 
she walked in the garden, a watchful eye was kept 
on the wicket; and if she chose to drive out, Mrs. 
Barry accompanied her, and a couple of fellows in 
my liveries rode alongside of the carriage to see that 
she came to no harm. Though she objected, and 
would have kept her room in sullen silence, I made a 
point that we should appear together at church in the 
coach-and-six every Sunday; and that she should 
attend the race-balls in my company, whenever the 
coast was '’clear of the rascally bailiffs who beset 
me. This gave the lie to any of those maligners who 
said that 1 wished to make a prisoner of my wife. 
The fact is, that, knowing her levity, and seeing the 
insane dislike to me and mine which had now begun 
to supersede what, perhaps, had been an equally 
insane fondness for me, I was bound to be on my 
guard that she should not give me the slip. Had she 
left me, I was ruined the next day. This (which my 
mother knew) compelled us to keep a tight watch 
over her; but as for impi’isoning her, I repel the 
imputation with scorn. Every man imprisons his 
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wife to a certain degree; the world would be in a 
pretty condition if women were allowed to quit home 
and return to it whenever they had a mind. In 
watching over my wife, Lady Lyndon, I did no more 
than exercise the legitimate authority which awards 
honor and obedience to every husband. 

Such, however, is female artifice, that, in spite of 
all my watchfulness in guarding her, it is probable 
my lady would have given me the slip, had I not had 
quite as acute a person as herself as my ally : for, as 
the proverb says that ‘Hhe best way to eatch one 
thief is to set another after him,’’ so the best way to 
get the better of a woman is to engage one of her 
own artful sex to guard her. One would have 
thought that, followed as she was, all her letters 
read, and all her acquaintances strictly watched by 
me, living in a remote part of Ireland away from her 
family, Lady Lyndon could have had no chance of 
communicating with her allies, or of making her 
wrongs, as she was pleased to call them, public ; and 
yet, for a while, she carried on a correspondence 
under my very nose, and acutely organized a conspir- 
acy for flying from me : as shall be told. 

She always had an inordinate passion foF dress, and, 
as she was never tliwarted in any whimsey she had of 
this kind (for I spared no money to gratify her, and 
among my debts are milliners’ bills to the amount' of 
many thousands), boxes used to pass continually to 
and fro from Dublin, with all sorts of dresses, caps, 
flounces, and furbelows, as her fancy dictated. With 
these would come letters from her milliner, in answer 
to numerous similar injunctions from my lady ; all of 
which passed through my hands, without the least 
suspicion, for some time. And yet in these very 
papers, by the easy means of sympathetic, ink, were 
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contained a?! her ladyship’s correspondence : and 
Heaven knows (for it was some time, as I have 
said before I discovered the trick) what charges 

against me. . 

But clever Mrs. Barry found out that always before 
my lady-wife chose to write letters to her milliner, 
she had need of lemons to make her drink, as she said ; 
this fact, being mentioned to me, set me a-thinking, 
and so I tried one of the letters before the fire, and the 
wliole scheme of villany was brought to light. I will 
give a specimen of one of the horrid artful letters of 
this unhappy woman. In a great hand, with wide 
lines, were written a set of directions to her mantua- 
maker, setting forth the articles of dress for which my 
lady had need, the peculiarity of their make, the 
stuffs she selected, etc. She would make out long 
lists in this way, writing each article in a separate 
line, so as to have more space for detailing all my 
cruelties and her tremendous wrongs. Between these 
lines she kept the journal of her captivity : it would 
have made the fortune of a romance-writer in those 
days but to have got a copy of it, and to have pub- 
lished it under the title of the Lovely Prisoner, or 
the Savage Musband,” or by some name equally taking 
and absurd. The journal would be as follows : — 

'Mould, ay, — Yesterday I was made to go to church. My 
odious, monstrous, vulgar, she-dragon of a mother-in-law, in a 
yellow satin and red ribbons, taking the first place in the 
coach; Mr. L. riding by its side, on the horse he never paid for 
to Captain Hurdlestone. The wicked hypocrite led me to the 
pew, with hat in hand and a smiling countenance, and kissed 
my hand as I entered the coach after service, and patted my 
Italian greyhound, — all that the few people collected might 
see. He made me come down stairs in the evening to make tea 
for his company ; of whom three fourths, he himself included, 



388 


THE MEMOIES OF 


were, as usual, drunk. They painted the parson’s faee black, 
when his reverence had arrived at his seventh bottle, and at 
his usual insensible stage ; and they tied him on the gray marc 
with hii!> face to the tail. The she-dragon read the ‘ Whole 
Duty of Man ’ all the eveding till bedtime ; when she saw me 
to my apartments, locked me in, and proceeded to wait upon 
her abominable son : whom she adores for his wickedness, I 
should think, as Stycorax did Calihany 

You should have seen my mother’s fury as I read 
her out this passage ! Indeed, I have always had a 
taste for a joke (that practised on the parson, as de- 
scribed above, is, I confess, a true bill), and used care- 
fully to select for Mrs. Barry’s hearing all the com- 
'plimeMts that Lady Lyndon passed upon her. The 
dragon was the name by which she was known in this 
precious corres})ondence : or sometimes she was desig- 
nated by the title of the “ Irish Witch.” As for me, 
I was denominated “ my jailer,” my tyrant,” the 
dark spirit which has obtained the mastery over my 
being,” and so on ; in terms always complimentary to 
my power, however little they might be so to my 
amiability. Here is another extract from her Prison 
Diary,” by which it will be seen that my lady, al- 
though she pretended to be so indifferent *to my goings 
on, had a sharp woman’s eye, and could be as jealous 
as another : — 

Wednesday. — This day two years my last hope and pleas- 
ure in lile was taken from me, and my dear child was called to 
heaven. Has he joined his neglected brother there, whom I 
suffered to grow up unheeded by my side ; and whom the 
tyranny ot the monster to whom I am united drove to exile, 
and per haps to death ? Or is the child alive, as my fond heart 
sometimes deems ? Charles Bullingdon I come to the aid of a 
wretched mother, who acknowledges her crimes, her coldness 
towards thee, and now bitterly pays for her error ! But no, he 
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cannot live ! I am distracted ! My only hope is in you, my 
cousin — you whom I had once thought to salute by a still 
fonder title, my dear George Poynings ! Oh, be my knight and 
my preserver, the true chivalric being thou ever wert,/ind res- 
cue me from the thrall of the felon* caitiff who holds me cap* 
tive, — rescue me from him, and from Sty corax, the vile Irish 
witch, his mother ! ” 

(Here follow some verses, such as her ladyship was 
in the habit of composing by reams, in which she com- 
pares herself to Sab^a, in the Seven Champions,’^ 
and beseeches her George to rescue her from the 
dragon meaning Mrs. Barry. I omit the lines, and 
proceed) : — 

“Even my poor child, who perished untimely on this sad anni- 
versary, the tyrant wlio governs me had taught to despise and 
dislike me. T was in disobedience to my orders, my prayers, 
that he weiit on the fatal journey. What sufferings, what 
humiliations have I had to endure since tljen ! I am a prisoner 
ill my own halls. I should fear poison, but that I know the 
wretch has a sordid interest in keeping me alive, and that my 
death would be tlie signal for his ruin. But I dare not stir 
without my odious, hideous, vulgar jailer, the horrid Irish 
woman, who pursues my every step. I am locked into my 
chamber at night, like a felon, and only suffered to leave it 
when ordered, into the presence of my lord (JT ordered !), to be 
present at his orgies with his boon companions, and to hear 
bis odious converse as he lapses into the disgusting madness 
of iiftoxication I He has given up even the semblance of con- 
stancy — he, who swore that I alone could attach or charm 
him I And now he brings his vulgar mistresses before my very 
eyes, and would have had me acknowledge, as heir to my own 
prot>erty, his child by another 1 

“No, I never will submit ! Thou, and thou only, my 
George, my early friend, shall be heir to the evstates of Lyn- 
doi. Why did not Fate join me to thee^ instead of to the 
odious man w ho holds me under his sw'ay, and make the pool 
Galista happy 1 ” 
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So the letters would run on for sheets upon sheets, 
in the closest cramped handwriting ; and I leave any 
unprejudiced reader to say whether the writer of sucli 
documents must not have been as silly and vain a crea- 
ture as ever lived, and whether she did not want be- 
ing taken care of ? I could copy out yards of rhapsody 
to Lord George Poynings, her old flame, in which slu* 
addressed him by the most affectionate names, and 
implored him to And a refuge for her against her op- 
pressors ; .but they would fatigue the reader to peruse, 
as they would me to copy. The fact is, that this un- 
lucky lady had the knack of writing a great deal mo] (^ 
than she meant. She was always reading novels and 
trash ; putting herself into imaginary characters and 
flying off into heroics and sentimentalities with as 
little heart as any woman I ever knew ; yet showing 
the most violent disposition to be in love. She wrote 
always as if she was in a flame of passion. I have an 
elegy on her lap-dog, the most tender and pathetic 
piece she ever wrote ; and most tender notes of re- 
monstrance to Betty, her favorite maid ; to her house- 
keeper, on quarrelling with her ; to half a dozen 
acquaintances, each of whom she addressed as the 
dearest friend in the world, and forgot 'the very mo- 
ment she took up another fancy. As for her love for 
her children, the above })assage will show how much 
she was capable of true maternal feeling : the very 
sentence in which she records the death of one child 
serves to betray her egotisms, and to wreak her sphH‘u 
against myself; and she only wishes to recall another 
from the grave, in order that he may be of some per- 
sonal advantage to her. If I did deal severely with 
this woman, keeping her from her flatterers who would 
have bred discord between us, and locking her up out 
of mischief, who shall say that I was wrong ? If any 
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woman deserved a strait-waistcoat^ it was my Lady 
Lyndon ; and I have known people in my time mana- 
cled, and with their heads shaved, in the straw, who 
had not committed half the follies of that foolisfi, vain, 
infatuated creature. 

My mother was so enraged by the charges against 
me and herself which these letters contained, that it 
was with the utmost difficult}’' I could keep her from 
discovering our knowledge of them to Lady Lyndon ; 
whom it was, of course, my object to keep in ignorance 
of our knowledge of her designs : for I was anxious to 
know how far they went, and to what pitch of artifice 
she would go. The letters increased in interest (as 
they say of the novels) as they proceeded. Pictures 
were drawn of my treatment of her which would make 
your heart throb. I don’t know of what monstrosities 
she did not accuse me, and what miseries and starva- 
tion she did not profess herself to undergo ; all the 
while she was living exceedingly fat and contented, to 
outward appearances, at our house at Castle Lyndon. 
Novel-reading and vanity had turned her brain. I 
could not say a rough word to her (and she merited 
many thousands a day, I can tell you), but she de- 
clared I was putting her to the torture ; and my 
mother could not remonstrate with her but she went 
oif into a fit of hysterics, of which she would declare 
the worthy old lady was the cause. 

At last she began to threaten to kill herself ; and 
though I by no means kept the cutlery out of the way, 
did not stint her in garters, and left her doctor’s shop 
at her entire service, — knowing her character full 
well, and that there was no woman in Christendom 
lesi5 likely to lay hands on her precious life than her- 
self ; yet these threats had an effect, evidently, in the 
cj^uarter to which they were addressed ; for the milli < 
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ner’s packets now began to arrive with great frequency, 
and the bills sent to her contained assurances of com- 
ing aid. The chivalrous Lord George Poynings was 
corning^ to his cousin’s yescue, and did me the compli- 
ment to say that he hoped to free his dear cousin from 
the clutches of the most atrocious villain that ever 
disgraced humanity; and that, when she was free, 
measures should be taken for a divorce, on the groaiul 
of cruelty and every species of ill usage on my part. 

I had copies of all these precious documents on one 
side and the other carefully made, by my ^jefore-meii- 
tioned relative, godson, and secretary, Mr. Redmond 
Quin, at present the worthy agent of the Castle Lyndon 
property. This was a son of my old flame Nora, whom 
I had taken from her in a fit of generosity ; promising 
to care for his education at Trinity College, and pro- 
vide for him through life. But after the lad had been 
for a year at the university, the tutors would not ad- 
mit him to commons or lectures until his college bills 
were paid ; and, offended by this insolent manner of 
demanding the paltry sum due, 1 withdrew my pat- 
ronage from the place, and ordered my gentleman to 
Castle Lyndon ; where I made him useful to me in a 
hundred ways. In my dear little boy’j^ lifetime, he 
tutored the poor child as far as his high spirit would 
let him ; but I promise you it was small trouble poor 
dear Bryan ever gave the books. Then he kept Mrs. 
Barry’s accounts ; copied my own interminable coi;re- 
spondence with my lawyers ai>d the agents of all my 
various property ; took a hand at piquet or backgam- 
mon of evenings with me and my mother ; or, being 
an ingenious lad enough (though of a mean, boorish 
S])irit, as became the son of such a father), accompa- 
nied my Lady Lyndon’s spinet with his flageolet ; or 
read French and Italian with her : in both of which 
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languages her ladyship was a fine scholar, and in 
which he also become perfectly conversant. It would 
make my watchful old mother very angry to hear them 
conversing in these languages for, not understanding 
a word of either of them, Mrs. Barry was furious 
when they were spoken, and always said it was some 
scheming they were after. It was Lady Lyndon’s con- 
stant way of annoying the old lady, when the three 
were alone together, to address Quin in one or 
otlier of these tongu: s. 

1 was perfectly at ease with regard to his fidelity, 
for 1 had bred the lad, and loaded liim with benefits ; 
and, besides, had had various proofs of liis trustworthi- 
ness. He it was who brought me three of Lord 
(leorge’s letters, in reply to some of my lady’s com- 
plaints j which were concealed between the leather 
and the boards of a book which was sent from the 
circulating library for her ladyship’s perusal. He 
and my lady too had frequent quarrels. She mimicked 
his gait in her pleasanter moments ; in her haughty 
moods, she would not sit down to table with a tailor’s 
grandson. Send me anything for company but that 
odious Quin,” she would say, when I proposed that he 
should go and amuse her with his books and his flute ; 
for, quarrelsome as we were, it must not be supposed 
we were always at it : I was occasionally attentive to 
her. We would be friends for a month together, 
sometimes; then we would quarrel for a fortnight; 
then she would keep her apartments for a month : all 
of which domestic circumstances were noted down, in 
her ladyship’s peculiar way, in her journal of captivity, 
as she called it : and a pretty document it is ! Some- 
tipies she writes, My monster has been almost kind 
to-day,” or My ruflian has deigned to smile.” Then 
she will break out into expressions of savage hate j 
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but for my poor mother it was always hatred. It was, 
The she-dragon is sick to-day ; I wish to Heaven siit^ 
would die ! ” or, The hideous old Irish basket-woman 
has been treating me to some of her Billingsgate to^ 
day,’’ and so forth: all which expressions, read t(. 
Mrs. Barry, or translated from the French and Italian, 
in which many of them were written, did not fail to 
keep the old lady in a perpetual fury against her 
charge : and so I had my watch-dog, as I called her, 
always on the alert. In translating thes^ languages, 
young Quin was of great service to me ; for I had a 
smattering of French — and High Dutch, when 1 was 
in the army, of course I knew well — but Italian I 
knew nothing of, and was glad of the services of so 
faithful and cheap an interpreter. 

This cheap and faithful interpreter, this godson and 
kinsman, on wliom and on whose family I had piled 
up benefits, was actually trying to betray me ; and 
for several months, at least, was in league with tlio 
enemy against me. I believe that the reason why 
they did not move earlier, was the want of the great 
mover of all treasons — money : of which, in all parts 
of my establishment, there was a woful scarcity ; but 
of this they also managed to get a supply through 
rascal of a godson, who could come and go quite un- 
suspected : the whole scheme was arranged under our 
very noses, and the post-chaise ordered, and the means 
of escape actually got ready 5 while I never suspected 
their design. 

A mere accident made me acquainted with their 
plan. One of my colliers had a pretty daughter ; and 
this pretty lass had for her bachelor, as they call them 
in Ireland, a certain lad# who brought the letter-bag 
for Castle Lyndon (and many a dunning letter for nn^ 
was there in it, God wot ! ) : this letter-boy told lus 
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the town for Master Quin; and how that Tim the 
post-boy had told him that he was to bring a chaise 
down to the water at a certain hour. Miss Rooney, 
who had no secrets from me; blurted out the whole 
story ; asked me what scheming I was after, and what 
poor unlucky girl I was going to carry away with the 
chaise I had ordered, and bribe with the money I had 
got from town ? 

Then the whole secret flashed upon me, that the 
man I had cherished in my bosom was going to betray 
me. I thought at one time of catching the couple in 
the act of escape, half drowning them in the ferry 
which they had to cross to get to their chaise, and of 
pistolling the traitor before Lady Lyndon’s eyes ; but, 
on second thoughts, it was quite clear that the news 
of the escape would make a noise through the country, 
and rouse the confounded justice’s people about my 
ears, and bring me no good in the end. So I was 
obliged to smother my just indignation, and to con- 
tent myself by crushing the foul conspiracy, just at 
the moment it was about to be hatched. 

.1 went home, and in half an hour, and with a few of 
my terrible, looks, I had Lady Lyndon on her knees, 
begging me to forgive her; confessing all and every- 
thing ; ready to vow and swear she would never make 
sui^h an attempt again; and declaring that she was 
fifty times on the point of owning everything to me, 
but that she feared my wrath against the poor young 
lad her accomplice : who was indeed the author and 
inventor of all the mischief. This — though I knew 
how entirely false the statement was — I was fain to 
pretend to believe; so I begged her to write to her 
ebusin. Lord George, who had supplied her with 
money, as she admitted, and with whom the plan had 
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been arranged, stating, briefly, that she had altered 
her mind as to the tri]) to the country proposed ; and 
that, as her dear husband was rather in delicate 
health, she preferred to stay at home and nurse him. 

I added a dry postscript, in which I stated that it 
would give me great pleasure if his lordship would 
come and visit us at Castle Lyndon ; and that 1 
longed to renew an acquaintance wiiich in former 
times gave me so much satisfaction. I should seek 
him out,” I added, ‘^so soon as ever I ^was in his 
neighborhood, and eagerly anticipated the pleasure of 
a meeting with him.” I think he must have under- 
stood my meaning perfectly well; which was, that I 
would run him through the body on the very first oc- 
casion I could come at him. 

Then I had a scene with my perfidious rascal of a 
nephew; in which the young reprobate showed an au- 
dacity and a spirit for which I was quite unprepared. 
When I taxed him with ingratitude, “ What do I owe 
you ? ” said he. I have toiled for you as no man 
ever did for another, and worked without a penny of 
wages. It was you yourself who set me against you, 
by giving me a task against which my soul revolted, — 
by making me a spy over your unfortunate wife, 
whose weakness is as pitiable as are her misfortunes 
and your rascally treatment of her. Flesh and blood 
could not bear to see the manner in which you uSed 
her. I tried to help her to escape from you; and I 
would do it again, if the opportunity offered, and so I 
tell you to your teeth ! ” When I offered . to blow 
his brains out for his insolence, ‘‘ Pooh ! ” said he, — 
“ kill the man who saved your poor boy’s life once, 
and who was endeavoring to keep him out of the- ruin 
and perdition into which a wicked father was leading 
him, when a iVferciful Power interposed, apd withdrew 
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him from this house of crime ? I would have left you 
mouths ago, but I hoped for some chance of rescuing 
this unhappy lady. I swore I would try, the day I 
saw you strike her. Kill me, you woman’s bully, 
'/ou would if you dared ; but you have not the heart. 
Your very servants like me better than you. Touch 
* me, and they will rise and send you to the^gallows 
you merit ! ” 

1 interrupted this neat speech by sending a water- 
bottle at the young gentleman’s head, which felled 
him to the ground; and then I went to meditate upon 
what he had said to me. It was true the fellow had 
saved poor little Bryan’s life, and the boy to his dying 
(lay was tenderly attached to him. Be good to Red- 
jiiond, Papa,” were almost the last words he spoke ; 
and I promised the poor child, on his death-bed, that 
I would do as he asked. It was also true, that rough 
usage of him would be little liked by my people, with 
whom he had managed to become a great favorite : 
for, somehow, though I got drunk with the rascals 
often, and was much more familiar with them than a 
man of my rank commonly is, yet I knew I was by no 
means liked by them ; and the scoundrels were mur- 
muring agaiTist me perpetually. 

But I might have spared myself the trouble of de- 
l)ating what his fate should be, for the young gentle- 
maii teok the disposal of it out of my hands in the 
sijn])lest way in the world . itamely, by washing and 
binding up his head so soon as he came to himself : 
by taking his horse from the stables ; and, as he was 
quite free to go in and out of the house and park as 
he liked, he disappeared without the least let or hin- 
d^jance ; and leaving the horse behind him at the 
ferry, went off in the very post-chaise which was 
waiting for Lady Lyndon, I saw and heard no more 
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of him for a considerable time ; and, now that he was 
out of the house, did not consider him a very trouble- 
some enemy. 

But the cunning artifice of woman is such that, T 
think, in the long run* no man, were he Machiavei 
himself, could escape from it; and though I had 
ample proofs in the above transaction (in which my 
wife’s perfidious designs were frustrated by my fore- 
sight), and under her own handwriting, of the deceit- 
fulness of her character and her hatred for me, yet 
she actually managed to deceive me, in spite of all 
my precautions and the vigilance of my mother in my 
behalf. Had I followed that good lady’s advice, who 
scented the danger from afar off, as it were, I should 
never have fallen into the snare prepared for me ; and 
which was laid in a way that was as successful as it 
was simple. 

My Lady Lyndon’s relation with me was a singular 
one. Her life was passed in a crack-brained sort of 
alternation between love and hatred for me. If I wfis 
in a good humor with her (as occurred sometimes), 
there was nothing she would not do to propitiate me 
further ; and she would be as absurd and violent in 
her expressions of fondness, as, at other i^iornents, she 
would be in her demonstrations of hatred. It is not 
your feeble, easy husbands who are loved best in the 
world ; according to ray experience of it. I do think 
the women like a little .violence of temper, and think 
no worse of a husband who exercises his authority 
pretty smartly 1 had got my lady into suc^ a terror 
about me, that when I smiled it was quite an era of 
happiness to her ; and if I beckoned to her, she would 
come fawning up to me like a dog. I recollect how, 
for the few days I was at school, the cowardly, mea'n- 
spirited fellows would laugh if ever our schoolmaster 
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made a joke. It was the same in the regiment when- 
ever the bully of a sergeant was disposed to be jocular 

not a recruit but was on the broad grin. Well, a 

wise and determined husband will get his \^ife into 
tliis condition of discipline ; dnd I brought my high- 
born wife to kiss my liand, to pull off my boots, to 
fetch and carry for me like a servant, and always to 
make it a holiday, too, when I was in good humor. I 
confided perhaps too much in the duration of this 
disciplined obedience, and forgot that the very hypoc- 
risy which forms a part of it (all timid people are 
liars in their hearts) may be exerted in a way that 
may be far from agreeable, in order to deceive you. 

After the ill success of her last adventure, which 
gave me endless opportunities to banter her, one 
would have thought I might have been on my guard 
jis to what her real intentions were ; but she managed 
to mislead me with an art of dissimulation quite 
admirable, and lulled me into a fatal security with 
regard to her intentions : for, one day, as I was jok- 
ing her, and asking her whether she would take the 
water again, whether she had found another lover, 
and so forth, she suddenly burst into tears, and, seiz- 
ing hoM (?fib]ny hand, cried passionately out, — 

Ah, Barry, you know well enough that T have 
never loved but you ! Was I ever so w^retched that a 
kind wu:)rd from you did not make me happy ? ever so 
angry, but the least offer of good-will on your part did 
not bring me to your side ? Did I not give a sufficient 
proof o4 iny affection for you, in bestowing one of the 
first fortunes in England upon you ? Have I repined 
or rebuked you for the way you have wasted it ? Ko, 
T loved you too much and too fondly : I have always 
^"^ed you. From the first moment I saw you, I felt 
irresistibly attracted towards you, I saw your 
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bad qualities, and trembled at your violence j but 1 
could not help loving you. T married you, though 1 
knew I was sealing my own fate in doing so ; and in 
spite of reason and duty. What sacrifice do yon 
want from me ? I am ready to make any, so you jvill 
but love me ; or, if not, that at least you will gently 
use me.” 

I was in a particularly good humor that day, and w(‘ 
had a sort of reconciliation : though my mother, when 
she heard the speech, and saw me softening towards 
her ladyship, warned me solemnly, and said, Depend 
on it, the artful hussy has some other scheme in her 
head now.” The old lady was right ; and I swallowed 
the bait which her ladyship had prepared to entrap 
me as simply as any gudgeon takes a hook. 

I had been trying to negotiate with a man for some 
money, for which I had pressing occasion ; but since 
our dispute regarding the affair of the succession, my 
lady had resolutely refused to sign any papers for ray 
advantage : and without her name, I am sorry to say, 
my own was of little value in the market, and I could 
not get a guinea from any money-dealer in London or 
Dublin. Nor could I get the rascals from the latter 
place to visit me at Castle Lyndon: owi'ng 'to that 
unlucky affair I -had with Lawyer Sharp when I made 
him lend me the money he brought down, and old 
Salmon the Jew being robbed of the bond I gave him 
after leaving my house, ^ the people would not trust 
themselves within my walls any more. Our rents, 
too, were in the hands of receivers by this time, and 
it was as much as I could do to get enough money 
from the rascals to pay my wine-merchants their bills. 

1 These exploits of Mr Lyndon are not related in the narratives. 
He probably, in the cases above alluded to, took the law into his 
own hands. 
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Our English property, as I have said, was equally 
hampered ; and, as often as I applied to my lawyers 
and agents for money, would come a reply demanding 
money of me, for debts and p-etended claims which 
thq rapacious rascals said they had on me. 

it was, then, with some feelings of pleasure that I 
got a letter from my confidential man in Gray’s Inn, 
London, saying (in reply to some ninety-ninth demand 
of mine) that he thought he could get me some 
money ; and enclosing a letter from a respectable firm 
ill the city of London, connected with the mining in- 
terest, which offered to redeem the incumbrance in 
taking a long lease of certain property of ours, which 
was still pretty free, upon the countess’s signature ; 
and provided they/;ould be assured of her free will in 
giving it. They said they heard she lived in terror 
of her life from me, and meditated a separation, in 
which case she might repudiate any deeds signed by 
her while in durance, and subject them, at any rate, 
to a doubtful and expensive litigation ; and demanded 
to be made assured of her ladyship’s perfect free 
will in the transaction before they advanced a shilling 
of their c^rtal. .. 

Their^tShns were so exorbitant, that I saw at once 
their offer must be sincere ; and, as my lady was in 
her gracious mood, had no difficulty in persuading her 
to *write a letter, in her own hand, declaring that the 
accounts of our misunderstandings were utter calum- 
nies ; that we lived in perfect union, and that she was 
quite ready to execute any deed which her husband 
might desire her to sign. 

This proposal was a very timely one, and filled me 
with great hopes. 1 have not pestered my readers 
with many accounts of my debts and law affairs ; 
which were by this time so vast and complicated that 
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I never thoroughly knew them myself, and was ren- 
dered half wild by their urgency. Suffice it to say, 
my money was gone — my credit was done. I was 
living at- Castle Lyndon ^off my own beef and mutton, 
and the bread, turf, and^ potatoes off my own estatie : 
1 had to watch Lady Lyndon within, and the bailiffs 
without. For the last two years, since I went to 
Dublin to receive money (which I unluckily lost at 
play there, to the disappointment of my creditors), 1 
did not venture to show in that city ; and ^could only 
appear at our own county town at rare intervals, and 
because I knew the sheriffs : whom I swore I would 
murder if any ill chance happened to me. A chance 
of a good loan, then, was the most welcome prospect 
possible to me, and I hailed it with all the eagerness 
imaginable. 

In reply to Lady Lyndon’s letter, came, in course 
of time, an answer from the confounded London mer- 
chants, stating that if her ladyship would confirm by 
word of mouth, at their counting-house in Birchiii 
Lane, London, the statement of her letter, they, hav- 
ing surveyed her property, would no doubt come to 
terms; but they declined incurring the ris'k of a visit 
to Castle Lyndon to negotiate, as they Were aware 
how other respectable parties, such as Messrs. Sharp 
and Salmon of Dublin had been treated there. This 
was a hit at me ; but there are certain situations in 
which people can’t dictate their own terms : and ’faith, 
I was so pressed now for money, that I could have 
signed a bond with Old Nick himself, if he had come 
provided with a good round sum. 

I resolved to go and take the countess to London. 
It was in vain that my mother prayed and warned im;. 

Depend on it,” says she, “ there is some artifice. 
When once you get into that wicked town you are not 
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safe. Here you may live for years and years, in lux- 
ury and splendor, barring claret and all the windows 
broken; but as soon as they have you in London, 
the;y ’ll get the better of my poor innocent lad ; and 
tli0» first thing I shall hear of you will be, ^at you are 
IB trouble.’^ 

Wh3^ go, Redmond ? ” said my wife. I am 
happy here, as long as you are kind to me, as you are 
now. We can’t app^^ar in London as we ought; the 
little money you will get will be spent, like all the 
rest has been. Let us turn shepherd and shepherdess, 
and look to our flocks and be content.” And she 
took my hand and kissed it ; while my mother only 
said, Humph ! I believe she ’s at the bottom of it — 
the wicked schamer ! ” 

I told my wife she was a fool ; bade Mrs. Barry not 
to be uneasy, and was hot upon going : I would take 
no denial from either party. How I was to get the 
money to go was the question : but that was solved by 
my good mother, who was always ready to help me 
on a pinch, and who produced sixty guineas from a 
stocking. This was all the ready money that Barry 
Lyndon^aj^Castfw^ Lyndon, and married to a fortune 
of fortytnousand a year, could command : such had 
been the havoc made in this fine fortune by my own 
extravagance (as 1 must confess), but chiefly by my 
misplaced confidence and the rascality of others. 

,We did not start in state, you may be sure. We 
did not let the country know we were going, or leave 
notice of adieu with our neighbors. The famous Mr. 
Barry Lyndon and his noble wife travelled in a hack- 
chaise and pair to Waterford, under the name of Mr. 
a«d Mrs. Jones, and thence took shipping for Bristol, 
where we arrived quite without accident. When a 
man is going to the deuce, how easy and pleasant the 
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journey is ! The thought of the money quite put mo 
in a good humor, and my wife, as she lay on my 
shoulder in the post-chaise going to London, said it 
was the happiest ride she had taken since our 
marriage. ^ 

One night we stayed at Eeading, whence I de- 
spatched a note to my agent at Gray’s Inn, saying 1 
would be with him during the day, and begging him 
to procure me a lodging, and to hasten the prepara- 
tions for the loan. My lady and I agreed that we 
would go to France, and wait there for better times ; 
and that night, over our supper, formed a score of 
plans both for pleasure and retrenchment. You 
would have thought it was Darby and Joan together 
over their supper. 0 woman ! woman ! when I rec- 
ollect Lady Lyndon’s smiles and blandishments — 
how happy she seemed to be on that night ! what an 
air of innocent confidence appeared in her behavior, 
and what affectionate names she called me ! — I am 
lost in wonder at the depth of her hypocrisy. Who 
can be surprised that an unsuspecting person like my- 
self should have been a victim to such a consummate 
deceiver. '•v. 

We were in London at three o’clock, liha'dialf an 
hour before the time appointed our chaise drove to 
Gray’s Inn. 1 easily found out Mr. Tapewell’s apart- 
ments — a gloomy den it was, and in an unlucky hour 
1 entered it ! As we went up the dirty back-stair, 
lighted by a feeble lamp and the dim sky of a dismal 
London afternoon, my wife seemed agitated and faint. 
“ Eedmond,” said she, as we got up to the door, 
“ don’t go in .* I am sure there is danger. There ’s 
time yet ; let us go back — to Ireland — anywhere F’ 
And she put herself before the door, in one of her 
theatrical attitudes, arid took my hand. 
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I just pushed her away to one side. Lady Lyn- 
don/^ said I, you are an old fool ! 

Old fool ! ” said she ; and she jumped at the bell, 
which was quickly answered by a mouldy-loojbiiig gen- 
tleman in an unpowdered wig, to whoin/she cried, 

Say Lady Lyndon is here ; ” and stalked down the 
* passage muttering Old fool.’^ It was old ’’ which 
was the epithet that touched her. I might call her 
anything but that. 

Mr. Tape well was in his musty room, surrounded 
by his parchments and tin boxes. He advanced and 
bowed; begged her ladyship to be seated; pointed 
towards a chair for me, which I took, rather wonder- 
ing at his insolence ; and then retreated to a side-door, 
saying he would be back in one moment. 

And back he did come in one moment, bringing with 
him — whom do you think ? Another lawyer, six 
constables in red waistcoats, with bludgeons and pis- 
tols, my Lord George Poynings and his aunt. Lady 
Jane Peckover. 

When my Lady Lyndon saw her old flame, she 
hung herself his arms in an hysterical passion. 
She callg|L|^Sn^* savior, her preserver, her gallant 
knight ; ana then, turning round to me, poured out a 
flood of invective which quite astonished me. 

‘‘ Old fool as I am,’^ said she, “ I have outwitted the 
most crafty and treacherous monster under the sun. 
Y^s, I was a fool when I married you, and gave up 
other and nobler hearts for your sake — yes, I was a 
fool when I forgot my name and lineage to unite my- 
self with a base-born adventurer — a fool to bear, 
without repining, the most monstrous tyranny that 
eviu* woman suffered ; to allow my property to be 
squandered ; to see women, as base and low-born as 
yourself — , 
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For Heaven’s sake, be calm I ” cries the lawyer ; 
and then bounded back behind the constables, seeing 
a threatening look in my eye, which the rascal did not 
like. Jndeed, I could ^have torn him to pieces, had he 
come neax^ me. Meanwhile, my lady continued in a 
strain of incoherent fury ; screaming against me, and 
against my mother, especially, upon whom she hea])ed"' 
abuse worthy of Billingsgate, and always beginning 
and ending the sentence with the word fool. 

You don’t tell all, my lady,” says I, bitterly; ‘‘1 
said old fool.” 

I have no doubt you said and did, sir, everything 
that a blackguard could say or do,” interposed little 
Poynings. This lady is now safe under the protection 
of her relations and the law, and need fear your infa- 
mous persecutions no longer.” 

But you are not safe,” roared I ; and, as sure as 
I am a man of honor, and have tasted your blood once, 

I will have your heart’s blood now.” 

Take down his words, constables : swear the jjeace 
against him ! ” screamed the little lawyer, from be- 
hind his tipstaffs. 

I would not sully my sword^f^. .cli“^hQ blood of 
such a ruffian,” cried my lord, relying €ii the same 
doughty protection. ^‘If the scoundrel remains in 
London another day, he will be seized as a common 
swindler.” And this threat indeed made me wiilce ; 
for I knew that there were scores of writs out against 
me in town, and that once in prison, my case was 
hopeless. 

it Where’s the man will seize me?” shouted I, 
drawing my sword, and placing my back to the door. 

Let the scoundrel come. You — you cowardly brag- 
gart, come first if you have the soul of a man ! ” 
it We ’re not going to seize you ! ” said the lawyer ; 
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my ladyship, her aunt, and a division of the bailiffs 
moving off as he spoke. My dear sir, we don’t wish 
to seize you ; we will give you a handsome sum to 
leave the. country ; only leave h^‘ ladyship in ^ce ! ” 
“ And the country will be well rid of s^^h a vil- 
]ain!'’ says my lord, retreating too, and not sorry to 
’get out of my reach . and the scoundrel of a lawyer 
followed him, leaving me in possession of the apart- 
ment, and in company of the bullies from the police- 
who were all armed to the teeth. I was no 
longer the man I was at twenty, when I should have 
eharged the ruffians sword in hand, and have sent at 
](iast one of them to his account. I was broken in 
spirit ; regularly caught in the toils : utterly baffled 
and beaten by that woman. Was she relen ting at the 
door, when she paused and begged me turn back ? 
Held she not a lingering love for me still ? Her 
conduct showed it, as 1 came to reflect on it. It was 
my only chance now left in the world, so I put down 
my sword upon the lawyer’s desk. 

Gentlemen,” said I, I shall use no violence ; 
yon may tell Mr* Tapewell I am quite ready to speak 
with him wlnglf*^Nik at leisure ! ” and I sat down and 
folded my amis quite peaceably. What a change 
I'roiu the Barry Lyndon of old days ! but, as I have 
read in an old book about Hannibal the Carthaginian 
general, when he invaded the Romans, his troops, 
which were the most gallant in the world, and carried 
all before them, went into cantonments in some city 
where they were so sated with the luxuries and pleas- 
ures of life, that they were easily beaten in the next 
campaign. It was so with me now. My strength of 
miml and body were no longer those of the brave 
youth who shot his man at fifteen, and fought a score 
of battles within six years afterwards. Now, in the 
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Fleet Prison, where I write this, there is a smstll man 
who is always jeering me and making game of me ; 
.who asks me to fight, and I have n’t the courage to 
touch^^dm. But I afn anticipating the gloomy and 
wretched^ events of my history of humiliation, and 
had better proceed in order. 

1 took a lodging in a coffee-house near Gray’s Inn' 
taking care to inform Mr. Tapewell of my where- 
abouts, and anxiously expecting a visit from him. 
He came and brought me the terms which Lady Jjyn 
don’s friends proposed — a paltry annuity of £300 a 
year j to be paid on the condition of my remaining 
abroad out of the three kingdoms, and to be stopped on 
the instant of my return. He told me, what I very 
well knew, that my stay in London would infallibly 
plunge me in jail ; that there were writs innumerable 
taken out against me here, and in the west of Eng 
land ; that my credit was so blown upon that I could 
not hope to raise a shilling ; and he left me a night to 
consider of his proposal j saying that, if I refused it, 
the family would proceed : if I acceded, a quarter’s 
salary should be paid to me at anv foreign port J 
should prefer 

What was* the poor, lonely, and ifrbken-hearted 
man to do ? I took the annuity, and was declared 
outlaw in the course of next week. The rascal Quin 
had, I found, been, after all, the cause of my undoing. 
It was he devised the scheme for bringing me ly) to 
London; sealing the attorney’s letter with a seal 
which had been agreed upon between him and the 
countess formerly ; indeed he had always been for 
trying the plan, and had proposed it at first ; but her 
ladyship, with her inordinate love of romance, ,pre 
ferred the project of elopement. Of these points iny 
mother wrote me word in my lonely exile, offering 
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at the same time to come over and share it with me ; 
which proposal I declined. She left Castle Lyndon a 
very short time after I had quitted it ; and there was 
silence in that hall where, my authority had 

been exhibited so much hospitality and splendor. 
She thouglit she would never see me again, and 
bitterly reproached me for neglecting her; but she 
was mistaken in that, and in her estimate of me. 
She is very old, and is sitting by my side at this 
moment in the prison, working : she has a bedroom 
in Fleet Market over the way ; and, with the fifty- 
pound annuity, which she has kept with a wise pru- 
dencie, we manage to eke out a miserable existence, 
quite unworthy of the famous and fashionable Barry 
Lyndon. 

Mr. Barry Lyndon^s personal narrative finishes , 
here-^ for the hand of death. interrupted the ingenious 
author soOn after the period at which the Memoir 
was compiled ; after he had lived nineteen years an 
inmate of the Fleet Prison, where the prison records 
state he died of ^delirium tremens. His mother at- 
tained a prqdi-^'ibV.^^^old age, and the inhabitants of 
4he place' ‘lii'^er time can record with accuracy the 
daily disputes which used to take place between 
mother and son; until the latter, from habits of in- 
toxication, falling into a state of almost imbecility, 
was tended by his tough old parent as a? baby almost, 
an(f would cry if deprived of his necessary glass , of 
brandy. , . 

His life on the Continent we have not the means; bf; 
following accurately ; but he appears to have reSuped 
his former profession of a gambler, without hia former, 
svl^cess. 

He returned secretly to England, after some time, 
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and made an abortive attempt to extort money from 
Lord George Poynings, under a threat of publishing 
his correspondence wi^ Lady Lyndon ; and so pre- 
venting his lordshipJS match with Miss Driver, a 
great he%:’ess, of strict principles, and immense prop- 
erty in slaves in the West Indies. Barry narrowly 
escaped being taken prisoner by the bailiffs who wer? 
despatched after him by his lordship, who would have 
stopped iiis pension ; but his wife would never consent 
to that act of justice, and, indeed, broke with my Lord 
George the very moment he married the West India 
lady. 

The fact is, the old countess thought her charms 
were perennial, and was never out of love with her 
husband. She was living at Batli ; her property 
being carefully nursed by her noble relatives the Tip- 
toffs, who were to succeed to it in default of direct 
heirs: and such was the address of Barry, and* the 
sway he still held over the woman, that he actually 
had almost persuaded her to go and live with him 
again ; when his plan and hers was interrupted by the 
appearance of a person who had be«n deemed dead 
for several years. ' 

This was no other than Viscount Bumngdon, who' 
started up to the surprise of all ; and especially to 
that of his kinsman of the house of Tiptoff. . This 
young nobleman made his appearance at Bath, with 
the letter from Barry to Lord George in his ha^d ; 
in which the former threatened to expose his connec- 
tion with Lady Lyndon — a connection, we need not 
state, which did not reflect the slightest dishonor 
upon either party, and only showed that her ladyship 
was in the habit of writing exceedingly foolish 
letters ; as many ladies, nay, gentlemen, have done 
^re this. For calling the honor of his mother in ques- 
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fcion, Lord Bullingdon assaulted liis step-father (living 
at Bath under the name of Mr. Jones), and admin- 
istered to him a tremen^pus castigation in the 
rump-Ko(>^p. 

His lordship’s history, since his departuih,"* was a 
romantic one, which we do not feel hound to narrate. 
^ILe had been wounded in the American War, reported 
(lead, left prisoner, and escaped. The remittances 
which were promised him were never sent; the 
thought of the neglect almost broke the heart of the 
wild and romantic young man, and he determined to 
reinain dead to the world at least, and to the mother 
wlio had denied him. It was in the woods of Canada, 
and three years after the event had occurred, that he 
saw the death of his half-brother chronicled in the 
Gentleman’s Magazine,” under the title of Fatal 
Accident to Lord Viscount Castle Lyndon : ” on which 
he determined to return to England: where, though 
lie made himself known, it was with very great diffi- 
culty indeed that he satisfied Lord Tiptoff of the au- 
thenticity of his claim. He was about to pay a visit 
to his lady mother at Bath, when he recognized the 
weft-known Mr. Barry Lyndon, in spite ©f^the 

. modest cfifi|^iiise which that gentleman wore, and re- 
.venged upon his person the insults of former days. 
Lady Lyndon was furious when she heard of the 
rem-ounter ; declined to see her son, and was for rush- 
ing at once to the arms of her adored Barry ; but that 
g(hiileman had been carried off, meanwhile, from jail 
to jail, until he was lodged in the hands of Mr. Ben- 
digo, of Chancery Lane, an assistant to the Sheriff of 
Middlesex ; from whose house he went to the Fleet 
Prison. The Sheriff and his assistant, the prisoner, 
J^Sy, the prison itself, are now no more. 

As long as Lady Lyndon lived, Barry enjoyed his 
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income, and was perhaps- as happy in prison as at any 
period of his existence ; when her ladyship died, her 
successor sternly cjiit off the annuity, devoting the sum 
to charities : which, he/'iaiff> would make a hobler use 
of it than the scoundrei who had enjoyed* it hitherto. 
At his lordship^s death, in the Spanish campaign, in 
the year 1811, his estate fell in to the family of the ’ 
Tiptoffs, and his title merged in their superior rank ; 
but it does not appear that the Marquis of Tiptoff 
(Lord George succeeded to that title on the demise of 
his brother) renewed either the pension of Mr. Barry 
or the charities which the late lord had iCndowed. 
The estate has vastly improved under his lordship’s 
careful management. The trees in Hackton Park are 
all about forty years old, and the Irish property is 
rented in exceedingly small farms to the peasantry ; 
who still entertain the stranger with stories of the 
daring, and the devilry, and the wickedness, and the 
fall of Barry Lyndon. 
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